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PART  I. 

The  steamer  Silveropolis  was  sharply  and  steadily  cleaving 
tlie  broad,  placid  shallows  of  the  Sacramento  river.  A  large 
wave,  like  a  bore,  diverging  from  its  bow,  was  extending  to 
either  bank,  swamping  the  tides  and  threatening  to  sub- 
merge the  lower  levees.  The  great  boat  itself — a  vast  but 
delicate  structure  of  airy  stories,  hanging  galleries,  fragile 
colonnades,  gilded  cornices,  and  resplendent  frescoes — was 
throbbing  throughout  its  whole  perilous  length  with  the 
pulse  of  high  pressure  and  the  strong  monotonous  beat  of  a 
powerful  piston.  Floods  of  foam  pouring  from  the  high 
paddle-boxes  on  either  side,  and  reuniting  in  the  wake  of 
the  boat,  left  behind  a  track  of  dazzling  whiteness,  over 
which  trailed  two  dense  black  banners  flung  from  its  lofty 
smoke  stacks. 

Mr.  Jack  Hamlin  had  quietly  emerged  from  his  state- 
room on  deck  and  was  looking  over  the  guards.  His  hands 
were  resting  lightly  on  his  hips,  over  the  delicate  curves  of 
his  white  waistcoat,  and  he  was  whistling  softly — possibly 
some  air  to  which  he  had  made  certain  card-playing  pas- 
sengers dance  the  night  before.  He  was  in  comfortable 
case,  and  his  soft  brown  eyes  under  their  long  lashes  were 
veiled  with  gentle  tolerance  of  all  things.  He  glanced 
lazily  along  the  empty  hurricane-deck  forward  ;  he  glanced 
lazily  down  to  the  saloon  deck  below  him.     Far  out  against 
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the  guards  below  him  leaned  a  young  girl.  Mr.  Hamlin 
knitted  his  brows  slightly. 

He  remembered  her  at  once.  She  had  come  on  board 
that  morning  with  one  Ned  Stratton,  a  brother  gambler,  but 
neither  a  favourite  nor  intimate  of  Jack's.  From  certain 
indications  in  the  pair,  Jack  had  inferred  that  she  was  some 
foolish  or  reckless  creature  whom  "Ed"  had  "got  on  a 
string,"  and  was  spiriting  away  from  her  friends  and  family. 
With  the  abstract  morality  of  this  situation  Jack  was  not  in 
the  least  concerned.  For  himself,  he  did  not  indulge  in 
that  sort  of  game ;  the  inexperience  and  vacillations  of 
innocence  were  apt  to  be  bothersome,  and,  besides,  a  cer- 
tain modest  doubt  of  his  own  competency  to  make  an 
original  selection  had  always  made  him  prefer  to  confine 
his  gallantries  to  the  wives  of  men  of  greater  judgment 
than  himself  who  had  made  such  selection.  But  it  sud- 
denly occurred  to  him  that  he  had  seen  Stratton  quickly  slip 
off  the  boat  at  the  last  landing-stage.  Ah  !  that  was  it ; 
he  had  cast  away  and  deserted  her.  It  was  an  old  story.  Jack 
smiled.     But  he  was  not  greatly  amused  with  Stratton. 

She  was  very  pale,  and  seemed  to  be  clinging  to  the 
network  railing,  as  if  to  support  herself,  although  she  was 
gazing  fixedly  at  the  yellow  glancing  current  below,  which 
seemed  to  be  sucked  down  and  swallowed  in  the  paddle- 
box  as  the  boat  swept  on.  It  certainly  was  a  fascinating 
sight — this  sloping  rapid,  hurrying  on  to  bury  itself  under 
the  crushing  wheels.  For  a  brief  moment  Jack  saw  how 
they  would  seize  anything  floating  on  that  ghastly  incline, 
whirl  it  round  in  one  awful  revolution  of  the  beating 
paddles,  and  then  bury  it,  broken  and  shattered  out  of  all 
recognition,  deep  in  the  muddy  undercurrent  of  the  stream 
behind  them. 

She  moved  away  presently  with  an  odd,  stiff  step,  chafing 
her  gloved  hands  together  as  if  they  had  become  stiffened 
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too  in  her  rigid  grasp  of  the  raiUng.  Jack  leisurely  watched 
her  as  she  moved  along  the  narrow  strip  of  deck.  She  was 
not  at  all  to  his  taste — a  rather  plump  girl,  with  a  rustic 
manner,  and  a  great  deal  of  brown  hair  under  her  straw  hat. 
She  might  have  looked  better  had  she  not  been  so  haggard. 
When  she  reached  the  door  of  the  saloon  she  paused,  and 
then,  turning  suddenly,  began  to  walk  quickly  back  again. 
As  she  neared  the  spot  where  she  had  been  standing,  her 
pace  slackened,  and  when  she  reached  the  railing  she 
seemed  to  relapse  against  it  in  her  former  helpless  fashion. 
Jack  became  lazily  interested.  Suddenly  she  lifted  her  head 
and  cast  a  quick  glance  around  and  above  her.  In  that 
momentary  lifting  of  her  face  Jack  saw  her  expression.  What- 
ever it  was,  his  own  changed  instantly — the  next  moment 
there  was  a  crash  on  the  lower  deck.  It  was  Jack,  who  had 
swung  himself  over  the  rail,  and  dropped  ten  feet,  to  her  side  ; 
but  not  before  she  had  placed  one  foot  in  the  meshes  of 
the  netting,  and  had  gripped  the  railing  for  a  spring. 

The  noise  of  Jack's  fall  might  have  seemed  to  her  be- 
wildered fancy  as  a  part  of  her  frantic  act,  for  she  fell 
forward  vacantly  on  the  railing.  But  by  this  time  Jack 
had  grasped  her  arm,  as  if  to  help  himself  to  his  feet. 

"  I  might  have  killed  myself  by  that  foolin',  mightn't  I  ?  " 
he  said  cheerfully. 

The  sound  of  a  voice  so  near  her  seemed  to  recall  to  her 
dazed  sense  the  uncompleted  action  his  fall  had  arrested. 
She  made  a  convulsive  bound  towards  the  railing,  but  Jack 
held  her  fast. 

"  Don't,"  he  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "  don't — it  won't  pay. 
It's  the  sickest  game  that  ever  was  played  by  man  or  woman. 
Come  here  ! " 

He  drew  her  towards  an  empty  state-room,  whose  door 
was  swinging  on  its  hinges  a  few  feet  from  them.  She  was 
trembling  violently;    he  half  led,  half  pushed  her  into  the 
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room,  closed  the  door,  and  stood  wJtli  his  back  against  it 
as  she  dropped  into  a  chair.  She  looked  at  him  vacantly ; 
the  agitation  she  was  undergoing  inwardly  had  left  her  no 
sense  of  outward  perception. 

"  You  know  Stratton  would  be  awfully  riled,"  continued 
Jack  easily.  "  He's  just  stepped  out  to  see  a  friend,  and 
got  left  by  the  fool  boat.  He'll  be  along  by  the  next 
steamer,  and  you're  bound  to  meet  him  in  Sacramento." 

Her  staring  eyes  seemed  suddenly  to  grasp  his  meaning. 
But,  to  his  surprise,  she  burst  out  with  a  certain  hysterical 
desperation,  "  No,  no  !  Never,  never  again  !  Let  me  pass  ! 
I  must  go,"  and  struggled  to  regain  the  door.  Jack,  albeit 
singularly  relieved  to  know  that  she  shared  his  private 
sentiments  regarding  Stratton,  nevertheless  resisted  her. 
Whereat  she  suddenly  turned  white,  reeled  back,  and  sank 
in  a  dead  faint  in  the  chair. 

The  gambler  turned,  drew  the  key  from  the  inside  of 
the  door,  passed  out,  locking  it  behind  him,  and  walked 
leisurely  into  the  main  saloon.  "  Mrs.  Johnson,"  he  said 
gravely,  addressing  the  stewardess,  a  tall  mulatto,  with  his 
usual  winsome  supremacy  over  dependants  and  children, 
"you'll  oblige  me  if  you'd  corral  a  few  smelling-salts, 
vinaigrettes,  hairpins,  and  violet-powder,  and  unload  them 
in  deck  state-room  No.  257.     There's  a  lady " 

"  A  lady — Marse  Hamlin  ?  "  interrupted  the  mulatto, 
with  an  archly  significant  flash  of  her  white  teeth. 

"A  lady,"  continued  Jack,  with  unabashed  gravity,  "in 
a  sort  of  conniption  fit.  A  relative  of  mine  ;  in  fact,  a 
niece,  my  only  sister's  child.  Hadn't  seen  each  other  for 
ten  years,  and  it  was  too  much  for  her." 

The  woman  glanced  at  him  with  a  mingling  of  incredu- 
lous belief  but  delighted  obedience ;  hurriedly  gathered 
a  few  articles  from  her  cabin,  and  followed  him  to  No.  257. 
The   young  girl  was  still   unconscious.      The   stewardess 
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applied  a  few  restoratives  with  the  skill  of  long  experience, 
and  the  young  girl  opened  her  eyes.  They  turned  vacantly 
from  the  stewardess  to  Jack  with  a  look  of  half  recognition 
and  half-frightened  incjuiry.  "  Yes,"  said  Jack,  addressing 
the  eyes,  although  ostentatiously  speaking  to  Mrs.  Johnson, 
"she'd  only  just  come  by  steamer  to  'Frisco,  and  wasn't 
expecting  to  see  me,  and  we  dropped  right  into  each  other 
here  on  the  boat.  And  I  haven't  seen  her  since  she  was 
so  high.  Sister  Mary  ought  to  have  warned  me  by  letter; 
but  she  was  always  a  slouch  at  letter-writing.  There — 
that'll  do,  Mrs.  Johnson.  She's  coming  round  ;  I  reckon 
I  can  manage  the  rest.  But  you  go  now  and  tell  the  purser  I 
want  one  of  those  inside  state-rooms  for  my  niece — my  fiiece, 
you  hear — so  that  you  can  be  near  her  and  look  after  her." 

As  the  stewardess  turned  obediently  away,  the  young  girl 
attempted  to  rise,  but  Jack  checked  her.  "  No,"  he  said, 
almost  brusquely;  "you  and  I  have  some  talking  to  do 
before  she  gets  back,  and  we've  no  time  for  foolin'.  You 
heard  what  I  told  her  just  now.  Well,  it's  got  to  be  as  I 
said,  you  sabe.  As  long  as  you're  on  this  boat  you're  my 
niece,  and  my  sister  Mary's  child.  As  I  haven't  got  any 
sister  Mary,  you  don't  run  any  risk  of  falling  foul  of  her, 
and  you  ain't  taking  any  one's  place.  That  settles  that. 
Now,  do  you  or  do  you  not  want  to  see  that  man  again  ? 
Say  yes,  and  if  he's  anywhere  above  ground  I'll  yank  him 
over  to  you  as  soon  as  we  touch  shore."  He  had  no  idea 
of  interfering  with  his  colleague's  amours,  but  he  had  deter- 
mined to  make  Stratton  pay  for  the  bother  their  slovenly 
sequence  had  caused  him.  Yet  he  was  relieved  and  aston- 
ished by  her  frantic  gesture  of  indignation  and  abhorrence. 
"No?"  he  repeated  grimly.  "Well,  that  settles  that. 
Now,  look  here — quick,  before  she  comes — do  you  want  to 
go  back  home  to  your  friends  ?  " 

But  here  occurred  what  he  had  dreaded  most,  and  pro- 


6  .-/  Proti'oi'c  of  Jack  Ilamlhis. 

bably  thought  he  had  escaped.  She  had  stared  at  iiim — at 
the  stewardess — at  the  walls — with  abstracted,  vacant,  and 
bewildered,  but  always  undimmed  and  unmoistened  eyes. 
A  sudden  convulsion  shook  her  whole  frame,  her  blank 
expression  broke  like  a  shattered  mirror,  she  threw  her 
hands  over  her  eyes,  and  fell  forward  with  her  face  to  the 
back  of  her  chair  in  an  outburst  of  tears. 

Alas  for  Jack  !  with  the  breaking  up  of  those  sealed 
fountains  came  her  speech  also,  at  first  disconnected  and 
incoherent,  and  then  despairing  and  passionate. 

No  !  she  had  no  longer  friends  or  home  !  She  had  lost 
and  disgraced  them  !  She  had  disgraced  herself!  There 
was  no  home  for  her  but  the  grave.  Why  had  Jack 
snatched  her  from  it?  Then,  bit  by  bit,  she  yielded  up 
her  story  —  a  story  decidedly  commonplace  to  Jack,  un- 
interesting, and  even  irritating  to  his  fastidiousness.  She 
was  a  school  girl  (not  even  a  convent  girl,  but  the  inmate 
of  a  Presbyterian  Female  Academy  at  Napa) — Jack  shud- 
dered as  he  remembered  to  have  once  seen  certain  of 
the  pupils  walking  with  a  teacher — and  she  lived  with 
her  married  sister.  She  had  seen  Stratton  while  going  to 
and  fro  on  the  San  Francisco  boat;  she  had  exchanged 
notes  with  him,  had  met  him  secretly,  and  finally  consented 
to  elope  with  him  to  Sacramento — only  to  discover,  when 
the  boat  had  left  the  wharf,  the  real  nature  of  his  intentions. 
Jack  listened  with  infinite  weariness  and  inward  chafing.  He 
had  read  all  this  before  in  cheap  novelettes,  in  the  police 
reports,  in  the  Sunday  papers  ;  he  had  heard  a  street-preacher 
declaim  against  it,  and  warn  young  w^omen  of  the  serpent- 
like wiles  of  tempters  of  the  Stratton  variety.  But  even  now 
Jack  failed  to  recognise  Stratton  as  a  serpent,  or,  indeed, 
anything  but  a  blundering  cheat  and  clown,  who  left  his 
dirty  'prentice  work  on  his  (Jack's)  hands.  But  the  girl 
was  helpless,  and,  it  seemed,  homeless,  all  through  a  certain 
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desperation  of  feeling  which,  in  spite  of  her  tears,  he  could 
not  but  respect.  That  momentary  shadow  of  death  had 
exalted  her.  He  stroked  his  moustache,  pulled  down  his 
white  waistcoat,  and  let  her  cry,  without  saying  anything. 
He  did  not  know  that  this  most  objectionable  phase  of  her 
misery  was  her  salvation  and  his  own. 

But  the  stewardess  would  return  in  a  moment. 

"  You'd  better  tell  me  what  to  call  you,"  he  said  quietly. 
"  I  ought  to  know  my  niece's  first  name." 

The  girl  caught  her  breath,  and,  between  two  sobs,  said, 
"  Sophonisba." 

Jack  winced.  It  seemed  only  to  need  this  last  senti- 
mental touch  to  complete  the  idiotic  situation.  "  I'll  call 
you  Sophy,"  he  said  hurriedly,  and  with  an  effort.  "  And 
now  look  here  !  You  are  going  in  that  cabin  with  Mrs. 
Johnson,  where  she  can  look  after  you,  but  I  can't.  So 
I'll  have  to  take  your  word,  for  I'm  not  going  to  give  you 
away  before  Mrs.  Johnson — that  you  won't  try  that  foolish- 
ness— you  know  what  I  mean — before  I  see  you  again. 
Can  I  trust  you  ?  " 

With  her  head  still  bowed  over  the  chair-back,  she  mur- 
mured slowly  somewhere  from  under  her  dishevelled  hair — 

"  Yes." 

"  Honest  Injun  ?  "  adjured  Jack  gravely. 

"Yes." 

The  shuffling  step  of  the  stewardess  was  heard  slowly 
approaching.  "  Yes,"  continued  Jack  abruptly,  lightly  lift- 
ing his  voice  as  Mrs.  Johnson  opened  the  door,  "  yes ;  if 
you'd  only  had  some  of  those  spearmint  drops  of  your 
Aunt  Rachel's  that  she  always  gave  you  when  these  fits 
came  on,  you'd  have  been  all  right  inside  of  five  minutes. 
Aunty  was  no  slouch  of  a  doctor,  was  she  ?  Dear  me — 
it  only  seems  yesterday  since  I  saw  her.  You  were  just 
playing  round  her  knee  like  a  kitten  on  the  back  porch. 
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How  lime  docs  fly!  I)ut  here's  Mrs.  Johnson  coming  to 
take  you  in.  Now  rouse  up,  Sophy,  and  just  hook  yourself 
on  to  Mrs.  Johnson  on  that  side,  and  we'll  toddle  along." 

The  young  girl  put  back  her  heavy  hair,  and  with  her 
face  still  averted,  submitted  to  be  helped  to  her  feet  by  the 
kindly  stewardess.  Perhaps  something  homely,  sympathetic, 
and  nurse-like  in  the  touch  of  the  mulatto  gave  her  assurance 
and  confidence,  for  her  head  lapsed  quite  naturally  against 
the  woman's  shoulder,  and  her  face  was  partly  hidden  as  she 
moved  slowly  along  the  deck.  Jack  accompanied  them 
to  the  saloon  and  the  inner  state-room  door.  A  it'f^  pas- 
sengers gathered  curiously  near,  as  much  attracted  by  the 
unusual  presence  of  Jack  Hamlin  in  such  a  procession 
as  by  the  girl  herself.  "You'll  look  after  her  specially, 
Mrs.  Johnson,"  said  Jack,  in  unusually  deliberate  terms. 
"  She's  been  a  good  deal  petted  at  home,  and  nay  sister 
perhaps  has  rather  spoilt  her.  She's  pretty  much  of  a 
child  still,  and  you'll  have  to  humour  her.  Sophy,"  he 
continued,  with  ostentatious  playfulness,  directing  his  voice 
into  the  dim  recesses  of  the  state-room,  "  you'll  just  think 
Mrs.  Johnson's  your  old  nurse,  won't  you  ?  Think  it's  old 
Katy,  hey  ?  " 

To  his  great  consternation  the  girl  approached  trembling 

from  the  inner  shadow.    The  faintest  and  saddest  of  smiles 

for  a  moment  played  around  the  corners  of  her  drawn  mouth 

and  tear-dimmed  eyes  as  she  held  out  her  hand  and  said — 

"  God  bless  you  for  being  so  kind." 

Jack  shuddered  and  glanced  quickly  round.  But  luckily 
no  one  heard  this  crushing  sentimentalism,  and  the  next 
moment  the  door  closed  upon  her  and  Mrs.  Johnson. 

It  was  past  midnight,  and  the  moon  was  riding  high 
over  the  narrowing,  yellow  river,  when  Jack  again  stepped 
out  on  deck.  He  had  just  left  the  captain's  cabin,  and 
a  small  social  game  with   the  officers,  which  had  served 
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to  some  txtcnt  to  vaguely  relieve  his  irritation  and  their 
pockets.  He  had  presumably  quite  forgotten  the  incident 
of  the  afternoon,  as  he  looked  about  him,  and  complacently 
took  in  the  quiet  beauty  of  the  night. 

The  low  banks  on  either  side  offered  no  break  to  the 
uninterrupted  level  of  the  landscape,  through  which  the 
river  seemed  to  wind  only  as  a  race-track  for  the  rushing 
boat.  Every  fibre  of  her  vast  but  fragile  bulk  quivered 
under  the  goad  of  her  powerful  engines.  There  was  no 
other  movement  but  hers ;  no  other  sound  but  this  mon- 
strous beat  and  panting ;  the  whole  tranquil  landscape 
seemed  to  breathe  and  pulsate  with  her ;  dwellers  in  the 
tides,  miles  away,  heard  and  felt  her  as  she  passed;  and 
it  seemed  to  Jack,  leaning  over  the  railing,  as  if  the  whole 
river  swept  like  a  sluice  through  her  paddle-boxes. 

Jack  had  quite  unconsciously  lounged  before  that  part 
of  the  railing  where  the  young  girl  had  leaned  a  few  hours 
ago.  As  he  looked  down  upon  the  streaming,  yellow  mill- 
race  below  him,  he  noticed — what  neither  he  nor  the  girl 
had  probably  noticed  before — that  a  space  of  the  top  bar 
of  the  railing  was  hinged,  and  could  be  lifted  by  with- 
drawing a  small  bolt,  thus  giving  easy  access  to  the  guards. 
He  was  still  looking  at  it,  whistling  softly,  when  footsteps 
approached. 

"  Jack,"  said  a  lazy  voice,  "  how's  sister  Mary  ?  " 

"  It's  a  long  time  since  you've  seen  her  only  child,  Jack, 
ain't  it  ?  "  said  a  second  voice  ;  "  and  yet  it  sort  o'  seems 
to  me  somehow  that  I've  seen  her  before." 

Jack  recognised  the  voice  of  two  of  his  late  companions  at 
the  card-table.  His  whistling  ceased ;  so  also  dropped  every 
trace  of  colour  and  expression  from  his  handsome  face.  But 
he  did  not  turn,  and  remained  quietly  gazing  at  the  water. 

"Aunt  Rachel,  too,  must  be  getting  on  in  years.  Jack," 
continued  the  first  speaker,  halting  behind  Jack. 
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"  And  Mrs.  Johnson  does  not  look  so  much  like  Sophy's 
old  nurse  as  she  used  to,"  remarked  the  second,  following 
his  example.  Still  Jack  remained  unmoved.  "You  don't 
seem  to  be  interested,  Jack,"  continued  the  first  speaker; 
"what  are  you  looking  at?  " 

Without  turning  his  head  the  gambler  replied,  "  Looking 
at  the  boat^ — she's  booming  along — just  chawing  up  and 
spitting  out  the  river,  ain't  she  ?  Look  at  that  sweep  of  water 
going  under  her  paddle-wheels,"  he  continued,  unbolting 
the  rail  and  lifting  it  to  allow  the  two  men  to  peer  curiously 
over  the  guards  as  he  pointed  to  the  murderous  incline 
beneath  them ;  "  a  man  wouldn't  stand  much  show  who 
got  dropped  into  it.  How  these  paddles  would  just  snatch 
him  bald-headed,  pick  him  up  and  slosh  him  round  and 
round,  and  then  sling  him  out  down  there  in  such  a  shape 
that  his  own  father  wouldn't  know  him." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  first  speaker,  with  an  ostentatious  little 
laugh ;   "  but  all  that  ain't  telling  us  how  sister  Mary  is." 

"  No,"  said  the  gambler,  slipping  into  the  opening,  with 
a  white  and  rigid  face  in  which  nothing  seemed  living  but 

the  eyes.     "  No,  but  it's  telling  you  how  two  d d  fools, 

who  didn't  know  when  to  shut  their  mouths,  might  get  them 
shut  once  and  for  ever.  It's  telling  you  what  might  happen 
to  two  men  who  tried  to  'play'  a  man  who  didn't  care  to 
be  'played' — a  man  who  didn't  care  much  what  he  did, 
when  he  did  it,  or  how  he  did  it,  but  would  do  what  he'd 
set  out  to  do — even  if  in  doing  it  he  went  to  hell  with  the 
men  he  sent  there." 

He  had  stepped  out  on  the  guards,  beside  the  two  men, 
closing  the  rail  behind  him.  He  had  placed  his  hands  on 
their  shoulders ;  they  had  both  gripped  his  arms ;  yet, 
viewed  from  the  deck  above,  they  seemed  at  that  moment 
an  amicable,  even  fraternal  group,  albeit  the  faces  of  the 
three  were  dead  white  in  the  moonlight. 
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"I  don't  think  I'm  so  very  much  interested  in  sister 
Mary,"  said  the  first  speaker  quietly,  after  a  pause. 

"  And  I  don't  seem  to  think  so  much  of  Aunt  Rachel  as 
I  did,"  said  his  companion. 

"  I  thought  you  wouldn't,"  said  Jack,  coolly  reopening 
the  rail  and  stepping  back  again.  "  It  all  depends  upon 
the  way  you  look  upon  these  things.     Good  night." 

"  Good  night." 

The  three  men  paused,  shook  each  other's  hands  silently, 
and  separated,  Jack  sauntering  slowly  back  to  his  state- 
room. 


PART  II. 

The  educational  establishment  of  Mrs.  Mix  and  Madame 
Bance,  situated  in  the  best  quarter  of  Sacramento,  and 
patronised  by  the  highest  state  officials  and  members  of  the 
clergy,  was  a  pretty  if  not  an  imposing  edifice.  Although 
surrounded  by  a  high  white  picket  fence,  and  entered 
through  a  heavily  boarded  gate,  its  balconies  festooned 
with  jasmine  and  roses,  and  its  spotlessly  draped  windows 
as  often  graced  with  fresh,  flower-like  faces,  were  still  plainly 
and  provokingly  visible  above  the  ostentatious  spikes  of  the 
pickets.  Nevertheless,  Mr.  Jack  Hamlin,  who  had  six 
months  before  placed  his  niece.  Miss  Sophonisba  Brown, 
under  its  protecting  care,  felt  a  degree  of  uneasiness,  even 
bordering  on  timidity,  which  was  new  to  that  usually  self- 
confident  man.  Remembering  how  his  first  appearance 
had  fluttered  this  dovecot,  and  awakened  a  severe  suspicion 
in  the  minds  of  the  two  principals,  he  had  discarded  his 
usual  fashionable  attire  and  elegantly  fitting  garments  for  a 
rough,  homespun  suit,  supposed  to  represent  a  homely 
agriculturist,  but  which  had  the  effect  of  transforming  him 
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inlo  an  adorable  Strcphon,  infinitely  more  dangerous  in  his 
rustic,  shepherd-like  simplicity.  He  had  also  shaved  off 
his  silken  moustache  for  the  same  prudential  reasons,  but 
had  only  succeeded  in  uncovering  the  delicate  lines  of  his 
handsome  mouth,  and  so  absurdly  reducing  his  apparent 
years  that  his  avuncular  pretensions  seemed  more  pre- 
posterous than  ever ;  and  when  he  had  rung  the  bell  and 
was  admitted  by  a  severe  Irish  waiting-maid,  his  momentary 
hesitation  and  half-humorous  diffidence  had  such  an  un- 
expected effect  upon  her,  that  it  seemed  doubtful  if  he 
would  be  allowed  to  pass  beyond  the  vestibule.  "Shure, 
Miss,"  she  said  in  a  whisper  to  an  under-teacher,  "there's 
wan  at  the  dhure  who  calls  himself  'Mister'  Hamlin,  but 
av  it  is  not  a  young  lady  maskeradin'  in  her  brother's 
clothes,  Oim  very  much  mistaken  ;  and  av  it's  a  boy,  one 
of  the  pupil's  brothers,  shure  ye  might  put  a  dhress  on  him 
when  you  take  the  others  out  for  a  walk,  and  he'd  pass  for 
tlie  beauty  of  the  whole  school." 

Meantime  the  unconscious  subject  of  this  criticism  was 
pacing  somewhat  uneasily  up  and  down  the  formal  reception- 
room  into  which  he  had  been  finally  ushered.  Its  farther 
end  was  filled  by  an  enormous  parlour  organ,  a  number  of 
music  books,  and  a  cheerfully  variegated  globe.  A  large 
presentation  Bible,  an  equally  massive  illustrated  volume 
on  the  Holy  Land,  a  few  landscapes  in  cold,  bluish,  milk- 
and-water  colours,  and  rigid  heads  in  crayons — the  work  of 
pupils — were  presumably  ornamental.  An  imposing  maho- 
gany sofa,  and  what  seemed  to  be  a  disproportionate  excess 
of  chairs,  somewhat  coldly  furnished  the  room.  Jack  had 
reluctantly  made  up  his  mind  that  if  Sophy  was  accom- 
panied by  any  one,  he  would  be  obliged  to  kiss  her  to  keep 
up  his  assumed  relationship.  As  she  entered  the  room 
with  Miss  Mix,  Jack  advanced  and  soberly  saluted  her  on 
the  cheek.     But  so  positive  and  apparent  was  the  gallantry 
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of  his  presence,  and  |)erhaps  so  suggestive  of  some  pastoral 
flirtation,  that  Miss  Mix,  to  Jack's  surprise,  winced  percep- 
tibly, and  became  stony.  But  he  was  still  more  surprised 
that  the  young  lady  herself  shrank  half  uneasily  from  his 
lips  and  uttered  a  slight  exclamation.  It  was  a  new  expe- 
rience to  Mr.  Hamlin. 

But  this  somewhat  mollified  Miss  Mix,  and  slightly  relaxed 
her  austerity.  She  was  glad  to  be  able  to  give  the  best 
accounts  of  Miss  Brown,  not  only  as  regarded  her  studies, 
but  as  to  her  conduct  and  deportment.  Really,  with  the 
present  freedom  of  manners  and  laxity  of  home  discipline 
in  California,  it  was  gratifying  to  meet  a  young  lady  who 
seemed  to  value  the  importance  of  a  proper  decorum 
and  behaviour,  especially  towards  the  opposite  sex.  Mr. 
Hamlin,  although  her  guardian,  was  perhaps  too  young  to 
understand  and  appreciate  this.  To  this  inexi)erience  she 
must  also  attribute  the  indiscretion  of  his  calling  during 
school  hours  and  without  preliminary  warning.  She  trusted, 
however,  that  this  informality  could  be  overlooked  after 
consultation  with  Madame  Bance,  but  in  the  meantime — 
perhaps  for  half-an-hour — she  must  withdraw  Miss  Brown 
and  return  with  her  to  the  class.  Mr.  Hamlin  could  wait 
in  this  public  room,  reserved  especially  for  visitors,  until 
they  returned.  Or,  if  he  cared  to  accompany  one  of  the 
teachers  in  a  formal  inspection  of  the  school — she  added 
doubtfully,  with  a  glance  at  Jack's  distracting  attractions — 
she  would  submit  this  also  to  Madame  Bance. 

"Thank  you,  thank  you,"  returned  Jack  hurriedly,  as  a 
depressing  vision  of  the  fifty  or  sixty  scholars  rose  before 
his  eyes,  "but  I'd  rather  not,  I  mean,  you  know,  I'd  just 
as  lief  stay  here  alone.  I  wouldn't  have  called  any- 
way, don't  you  see,  only  I  had  a  day  off — and — and — I 
wanted  to  talk  with  my  niece  on  family  matters."  He  did 
not  say  that  he  had  received  a  somewhat  distressful  letter 
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from  her,  asking  him  to  come ;  a  new  instinct  made  him 
cautious. 

Considerably  relieved  by  Jack's  unexpected  abstention, 
which  seemed  to  spare  her  pupils  the  distraction  of  his 
graces,  Miss  Mix  smiled  more  amicably  and  retired  with 
her  charge.     In  the  single  glance  he  had  exchanged  with 
Sophy  he  saw  that,  although  resigned  and  apparently  self- 
controlled,  she  still  appeared  thoughtful  and  melancholy. 
She  had  improved  in  appearance,  and  seemed  more  refined 
and  less  rustic  in  her  school-dress  ;  but  he  was  conscious  of 
the  same  distinct  separation  of  her  personality  (which  was 
uninteresting  to  him)  from  the  sentiment  that  had  impelled 
him  to  visit  her.     She  was  possibly  still  hankering  after  that 
fellow  Stratton,  in  spite  of  her  protestations  to  the  contrary  ; 
perhaps  she  wanted  to  go  back  to  her  sister,  although  she 
had  declared  she  would  die  first,  and  had  always  refused  to 
disclose  her  real  name,  or  give  any  clue  by  which  he  could 
have  traced  her  relations.     She  would  cry,  of  course  ;  he 
almost  hoped  that  she  would  not  return  alone;  he   half 
regretted  he  had  come.     She  still  held  him  only  by  a  single 
quality  of  her  nature — the  desperation  she  had  shown  on 
the  boat ;  that  was  something  he  understood  and  respected. 
He  walked  discontentedly  to   the   window  and  looked 
out ;  he  walked  discontentedly  to  the  end  of  the  room  and 
stopped  before  the  organ.     It  was  a  fine  instrument ;   he 
could  see  that  with  an  admiring  and  experienced  eye.     He 
was  alone  in  the  room  ;  in  fact,  quite  alone  in  that  part  of 
the  house,  which  was  separated  from  the  class-rooms.     He 
would  disturb  no  one  by  trying  it.     And  if  he  did — what 
then  ?     He  smiled  a  little  recklessly,  slowly  pulled  off  his 
gloves,  and  sat  down  before  it. 

He  played  cautiously  at  first,  with  the  soft  pedal  down. 
The  instrument  had  never  known  a  strong  masculine  hand 
before,  having  been  fumbled  and  frivolled  over  by  softly 
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incompetent,  feminine  fingers.  But  presently  it  began  to 
thrill  under  the  passionate  hand  of  its  lover,  and,  carried 
away  by  his  one  innocent  weakness.  Jack  was  launched 
upon  a  sea  of  musical  reminiscences.  Scraps  of  church 
music,  Puritan  psalms  of  his  boyhood,  dying  strains  from 
sad,  forgotten  operas,  fragments  of  oratorios  and  sym- 
phonies, but  chiefly  phrases  from  old  masses  heard  at  the 
missions  of  San  Pedro  and  Santa  Isabel,  swelled  up  from 
his  loving  and  masterful  fingers.  He  had  finished  an  Agfins 
Dei;  the  formal  room  was  pulsating  with  divine  aspiration, 
the  rascal's  hands  were  resting  listlessly  on  the  keys,  his 
brown  lashes  lifted,  in  an  effort  of  memory,  tenderly  towards 
the  ceiling. 

Suddenly,  a  subdued  murmur  of  applause  and  a  slight 
rustle  behind  him  recalled  him  to  himself  again.  He 
wheeled  his  chair  quickly  round.  The  two  principals  of 
the  school  and  half-a-dozen  teachers  were  standing  gravely 
behind  him,  and  at  the  open  door  a  dozen  curled  and 
frizzled  youthful  heads  peered  in  eagerly,  but  half  restrained 
by  their  teachers.  The  relaxed  features  and  apologetic 
attitude  of  Madame  Bance  and  Miss  Mix  showed  that  Mr. 
Hamlin  had  unconsciously  achieved  a  triumph. 

He  might  not  have  been  as  pleased  to  know  that  his 
extraordinary  performance  had  solved  a  difficulty,  effaced 
his  other  graces,  and  enabled  them  to  place  him  on  the 
moral  pedestal  of  a  mere  musician  to  whom  these  eccen- 
tricities were  allowable  and  privileged.  He  shared  the 
admiration  extended  by  the  young  ladies  to  their  music 
teacher,  which  was  always  understood  to  be  a  sexless 
enthusiasm  and  a  contagious  juvenile  disorder.  It  was 
also  a  fine  advertisement  for  the  organ.  Madame  Bance 
smiled  blandly,  improved  the  occasion  by  thanking  Mr. 
Hamlin  for  having  given  the  scholars  a  gratuitous  lesson  on 
the  capabilities  of  the  instrument,  and  was  glad  to  be  able 
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to  give  Miss  Brown  a  half-lioliday  to  spend  with  her  accom- 
plished relative.  Miss  Brown  was  even  now  upstairs,  put- 
ting on  her  hat  and  mantle.  Jack  was  relieved  :  Sophy 
would  not  attempt  to  cry  in  the  street. 

Nevertheless,  when  they  reached  it,  and  the  gate  closed 
behind  them,  he  again  became  uneasy.  The  girl's  cloudy 
face  and  melancholy  manner  were  not  promising.  It  also 
occurred  to  him  that  he  might  meet  some  one  who  knew 
him,  and  thus  compromise  her.  This  was  to  be  avoided  at 
all  hazards.     He  began  with  forced  gaiety — 

"  Well  now,  where  shall  we  go  ?  " 

She  slightly  raised  her  tear-dimmed  eyes.  "  Where  you 
please— I  don't  care." 

"  There  isn't  any  show  going  on  here,  is  there  ?  "  He  had 
a  vague  idea  of  a  circus  or  menagerie — himself  behind  her 
in  the  shadow  of  the  box. 

"  I  don't  know  of  any." 

"  Or  any  restaurant — or  cake  shop  ?  " 

"  There's  a  place  where  the  girls  go  to  get  candy  on  Main 
Street.     Some  of  them  are  there  now." 

Jack  shuddered ;  this  was  not  to  be  thought  of.  "  But 
where  do  you  walk?" 

"Up  and  down  the  Main  Street." 

"  Where  everybody  can  see  you  ?  "  said  Jack,  scandalised. 

The  girl  nodded. 

They  walked  on  in  silence  for  a  few  moments.  Then  a 
bright  idea  struck  Mr.  Hamlin.  He  suddenly  remembered 
that  in  one  of  his  many  fits  of  impulsive  generosity  and 
largesse  he  had  given  to  an  old  negro  retainer,  whose  wife 
had  nursed  him  through  a  dangerous  illness,  a  house  and 
lot  on  the  river  bank.  He  had  been  told  that  they  had 
opened  a  small  laundry  or  wash-house.  It  occurred  to  him 
that  a  stroll  there  and  a  call  upon  "  Uncle  Hannibal  and 
Aunt  Chloe  "  combined  the  propriety  and  respectability  due 
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to  the  young  person  he  was  wiih,  and  the  requisite  secrecy 
and  absence  of  publicity  due  to  himself.  He  at  once  sug- 
gested it. 

"You  see  she  was  a  mighty  good  woman,  and  you  ought 
to  know  her,  for  she  was  my  old  nurse." 

The  girl  glanced  at  him  with  a  sudden  impatience. 

"  Honest  Injun,"  said  Jack  solemnly  ;  "  she  did  nurse  me 
through  my  last  cough.  I  ain't  playing  old  family  gags  on 
you  now." 

"Oh  dear,"  burst  out  the  girl  impul.-^ivel)',  "I  do  wish 
you  wouldn't  ever  play  them  again.  I  wish  you  wouldn't 
pretend  to  be  my  uncle  ;  I  wish  you  wouldn't  make  me  pass 
for  your  niece.  It  isn't  right.  It's  all  wrong.  Oh,  don't  you 
know  it's  all  wrong — and  can't  come  right  any  way  ?  It's 
just  kiUing  me.  I  can't  stand  it.  I'd  rather  you'd  say  what 
I  am  and  how  I  came  to  you,  and  how  you  pitied  me." 

They  had  luckily  entered  a  narrow  side  street,  and  the 
sobs  that  shook  the  young  girl's  frame  were  unnoticed. 
For  a  few  moments  Jack  felt  a  horrible  conviction  stealing 
over  him  that  in  his  present  attitude  towards  her  he  was 
not  unlike  that  hound  Stratton,  and  that,  however  innocent 
his  own  intent,  there  was  a  sickening  resemblance  to  the 
situation  on  the  boat  in  the  base  advantage  he  had  taken  of 
her  friendlessness.  He  had  never  told  her  that  he  was  a 
gambler  like  Stratton,  and  that  his  peculiarly  infelix  reputa- 
tion among  women  made  it  impossible  for  him  to  assist 
her,  e.xcept  by  a  stealth  or  the  deception  he  had  practised, 
without  compromising  her.  He  who  had  for  years  faced 
the  sneers  and  half-frightened  opposition  of  the  world,  dared 
not  tell  the  truth  to  this  girl,  from  whom  he  expected  no- 
thing, and  who  did  not  interest  him.  He  felt  he  was  almost 
slinking  at  her  side.     At  last  he  said  desperately — 

"But  I  snatched  them  bald-headed  at  the  organ,  Sophy, 
didn't  I?" 

VOL.  IX.  B 
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"Oh  yes,"  Faid  the  girl,  "you  played  beautifully  and 
grandly.  It  was  so  good  of  you,  too.  P^or  I  think,  some- 
liow,  Madame  Bance  had  been  a  little  suspicious  of  you  ; 
but  that  settled  it.  Everybody  thought  it  was  fine,  and 
some  thought  it  was  your  profession.  Perhaps,"  she  added 
timidly,  "  it  is." 

"  I  play  a  good  deal,  I  reckon,"  said  Jack,  widi  a  grim 
humour  which  did  not,  however,  amuse  him. 

"I  wish  /  could,  and  make  money  by  it,"  said  the  girl 
eagerly.  Jack  winced,  but  she  did  not  notice  it  as  she 
went  on  hurriedly  :  "That's  what  I  wanted  to  talk  to  you 
about.  I  want  to  leave  the  school  and  make  my  own 
living — anywhere,  where  people  won't  know  me,  and  where 
I  can  be  alone  and  work.  I  shall  die  here  among  these 
girls,  with  all  their  talk  of  their  friends  and  their  sisters, 
and  their  questions  about  you." 

"  Tell  'em  to  dry  up,"  said  Jack  indignantly.  "  Take  'em 
to  the  cake  shop  and  load  'em  up  with  candy  and  ice-cream. 
That'll  stop  their  mouths.  You've  got  money — you  got  my 
last  remittance,  didn't  you?"  he  repeated  quickly.  "If 
you  didn't,  here's — "  His  hand  was  already  in  his  pocket, 
when  she  stopped  him  with  a  despairing  gesture. 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  got  it  all.  I  haven't  touched  it.  I  don't 
want  it ;  for  I  can't  live  on  you.  Don't  you  understand — 
I  want  to  work.  Listen — I  can  draw  and  paint.  Madame 
Bance  says  I  do  it  well ;  my  drawing-master  says  I  might 
in  time  take  portraits  and  get  paid  for  it.  And  even  now 
I  can  retouch  photographs  and  make  coloured  miniatures 
from  them.  And,"  she  stopped  and  glanced  at  Jack  half 
timidly,  "  I've — done  some  already." 

A  glow  of  surprised  relief  suffused  the  gambler — not  so 
much  at  this  astonishing  revelation  as  at  the  change  it 
seemed  to  effect  in  her.  Her  pale-blue  eyes,  made  paler 
by  tears,  cleared  and  brightened  under  their  swollen  lids 
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like  wiped  steel ;  the  lines  of  her  depressed  mouth  straight- 
ened and  became  firm.  Her  voice  had  lost  its  hopeless 
monotone. 

"There's  a  shop  in  the  next  street — a  photographei's — 
where  they  have  one  of  mine  in  their  window,"  she  went  on, 
reassured  by  Jack's  unaffected  interest.  "  It's  only  round 
the  corner,  if  you  care  to  see." 

Jack  assented;  a  few  paces  farther  brouglit  them  to  the 
corner  of  a  narrow  street,  where  they  presently  turned  into 
a  broader  thoroughfare  and  stopped  before  the  window  of 
a  photographer.  Sophy  pointed  to  an  oval  frame  con- 
taining a  portrait  painted  on  porcelain.  Mr.  Hamlin  was 
startled.  Inexperienced  as  he  was,  a  certain  artistic  inclina- 
tion told  him  it  was  good,  although  it  is  to  be  feared  he 
would  have  been  astonished  even  if  it  had  been  worse. 
The  mere  fact  that  this  headstrong  country  girl,  who  had 
run  away  with  a  cur  like  Stratton,  should  be  able  to  do 
anything  else,  took  him  by  surprise. 

"  I  got  ten  dollars  for  that,"  she  said  hesitatingly,  "  and 
I  could  have  got  more  for  a  larger  one,  but  I  had  to  do 
that  in  my  room  during  recreation  hours.  If  I  had  more 
time,  and  a  place  where  I  could  work — "  She  stopped 
timidly,  and  looked  tentatively  at  Jack.  But  he  was  already 
indulging  in  a  characteristically  reckless  idea  of  coming  back 
after  he  had  left  Sophy,  buying  the  miniature  at  an  extrava- 
gant price,  and  ordering  half-a-dozen  more  at  extraordinary 
figures.  Here,  however,  two  passers-by,  stopping  ostensibly 
to  look  in  the  window,  but  really  attracted  by  the  picturesque 
spectacle  of  the  handsome  young  rustic  and  his  schoolgirl 
companion,  gave  Jack  such  a  fright  that  he  hurried  Sophy 
away  again  into  the  side  street.  "  There's  nothing  mean 
about  that  picture  business,"  he  said  cheerfully ;  "it  looks 
like  a  square  kind  of  game,"  and  relapsed  into  thoughtful 
silence. 
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At  which  Sophy,  the  ice  of  restraint  broken,  again  burst  into 
passionate  appeal.  If  she  could  only  go  away  somewhere 
where  she  saw  no  one  but  the  people  who  would  buy  her 
work,  who  knew  nothing  of  her  past,  nor  cared  to  know 
who  were  her  relations  !  She  would  work  hard — she  knew 
she  could  support  herself  in  time.  She  would  keep  the 
name  he  had  given  her ;  it  was  not  distinctive  enough  to 
challenge  any  inquiry — but  nothing  more.  She  need  not 
assume  to  be  his  niece — he  would  always  be  her  kind  friend, 
to  whom  she  owed  everything,  even  her  miserable  life. 
She  trusted  still  to  his  honour  never  to  seek  to  know  her 
real  name — nor  ever  to  speak  to  her  of  that  man  if  he 
ever  met  him.  It  would  do  no  good  to  her  or  to  them ; 
it  might  drive  her— for  she  was  not  yet  quite  sure  of  her- 
self— to  do  that  which  she  had  promised  him  never  to 
do  again. 

There  was  no  threat,  impatience,  or  acting  in  her  voice, 
but  he  recognised  the  same  dull  desperation  he  had  once 
heard  in  it,  and  her  eyes,  which  a  moment  before  weie  quick 
and  mobile,  had  become  fixed  and  set.  He  had  no  idea 
of  trying  to  penetrate  the  foolish  secret  of  her  name  and  rela- 
tions ;  he  had  never  had  the  slightest  curiosity  ;  but  it  struck 
him  now  that  Stratton  might  at  any  time  force  it  upon  him. 
The  only  way  that  he  could  prevent  it  was  to  let  it  be  known 
that,  for  unexpressed  reasons,  he  would  shoot  Stratton  "on 
sight."  This  would  naturally  restrict  any  verbal  communi- 
cation between  them.  Jack's  ideas  of  morality  were  vague  ; 
but  his  conviction  on  points  of  honour  were  singularly 
direct  and  positive. 
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PART   III. 

Meantime  Hamlin  and  Sophy  were  passing  the  outskirts 
of  the  town  ;  the  open  lots  and  cleared  spaces  were  giving 
way  to  grassy  stretches,  willow  copses,  and  groups  of  cotton- 
wood  and  sycamore ;  and  beyond  the  level  of  yellowing 
tides  appeared  the  fringed  and  raised  banks  of  the  river. 
Half- tropical- looking  cottages  with  deep  verandahs,  the 
homes  of  early  southern  pioneers,  took  the  place  of  incom- 
plete blocks  of  modern  houses,  monotonously  alike.  In 
these  sylvan  surroundings  Mr.  Hamlin's  picturesque  rusti- 
city looked  less  incongruous  and  more  Arcadian  ;  the  young 
girl  had  lost  some  of  her  restraint  with  her  confidences ; 
and  lounging  together  side  by  side,  without  the  least  con- 
sciousness of  any  sentiment  in  their  words  or  actions,  they 
nevertheless  contrived  to  impress  the  spectator  with  the 
idea  that  they  were  a  charming  pair  of  pastoral  lovers. 
So  strong  was  this  impression  that,  as  they  approached 
Aunt  Chloe's  laundry,  a  pretty  rose-covered  cottage  with 
an  enormous  whitewashed  barn-like  extension  in  the  rear, 
the  black  proprietress  herself,  standing  at  the  door,  called 
her  husband  to  come  and  look  at  them,  and  flashed  her 
white  teeth  in  such  unqualified  commendation  and  patron- 
age, that  Mr.  Hamlin,  withdrawing  himself  from  Sophy's  side, 
instantly  charged  down  upon  them. 

"  If  you  don't  slide  the  lid  back  over  that  grinning  box 
of  dominoes  of  yours  and  take  it  inside,  I'll  just  carry 
Hannibal  off  with  me,"  he  said  in  a  quick  whisper,  with  a 
half-wicked,  half-mischievous  glitter  in  his  brown  eyes. 
"That  young  lady's — a  lady — do  you  understand?  No 
riff-raff  friend  of  mine,  but  a  regular  mm,  a  saint,  do  you 
hear?  So  you  just  stand  back  and  let  her  take  a  good 
look  round,   and  rest  herself  until  she  wants  you.     Two 
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black  idiots,  Miss  Brown,"  he  continued  cheerfully,  in  a 
liigher  voice  of  explanation,  as  Sophy  approached,  "  who 
think,  because  one  of  'em  used  to  shave  me  and  the  other 
saved  my  life,  they've  got  a  right  to  stand  at  their  humble 
cottage  door  and  frighten  horses  !  " 

So  great  was  Mr.  Hamlin's  ascendency  over  his  former 
servants,  that  even  this  ingenious  pleasantry  was  received 
with  every  sign  of  affection,  and  appreciation  of  the  humour- 
ist, and  of  profound  respect  for  his  companion.  Aunt 
Chloe  showed  them  effusively  into  her  parlour — a  small 
but  scrupulously  neat  and  sweet-smelling  apartment,  in- 
ordinately furnished  with  a  huge  mahogany  centre  table 
and  chairs,  and  the  most  fragile  and  meretricious  china  and 
glass  ornaments  on  the  mantel.  But  the  three  jasmine- 
edged  lattice  windows  opened  upon  a  homely  garden  of 
old-fashioned  herbs  and  flowers,  and  their  fragrance  filled 
the  room.  The  cleanest  and  starchiest  of  curtains,  the 
most  dazzling  and  whitest  of  tidies  and  chair-covers  be- 
spoke the  adjacent  laundry ;  indeed,  the  whole  cottage 
seemed  to  exhale  the  odours  of  lavender  soap  and  freshly 
ironed  linen.  Yet  the  cottage  was  large  for  the  couple  and 
their  assistants.  "  Dar  was  two  front  rooms  on  de  next  flo' 
dat  we  never  used,"  explained  Aunt  Chloe;  "  friends  allowed 
dat  we  could  let  'em  to  white  folks,  but  dey  had  always 
been  done  kep'  for  Marse  Hamlin,  ef  he  ever  wanted  to  be 
wid  his  old  niggers  again."  Jack  looked  up  quickly  with  a 
brightened  face,  made  a  sign  to  Hannibal,  and  the  two  left 
the  room  together. 

When  he  came  through  the  passage  a  few  moments  later, 
there  was  a  sound  of  laughter  in  the  parlour.  He  recog- 
nised the  full,  round,  lazy  chuckle  of  Aunt  Chloe  ;  but  there 
was  a  higher  girlish  ripple  that  he  did  not  know.  He  had 
never  heard  Sophy  laugh  before.  Nor,  when  he  entered, 
had  he  ever  seen  her  so  animated.     She  was  helping  Chloe 
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set  the  table,  to  that  lady's  intense  delight  at  "  Missy's " 
girlish  housewifery.  She  was  picking  the  berries  fresh  from 
the  garden,  buttering  the  sally-lunn,  making  the  tea,  and 
arranging  the  details  of  the  repast  with  apparently  no  trace 
of  her  former  discontent  and  unhappiness  in  either  face  or 
manner.  He  dropped  quietly  into  a  chair  by  the  window, 
and  with  the  homely  scents  of  the  garden  mixing  with  the 
honest  odours  of  Aunt  Chloe's  cookery,  watched  her  with 
an  amusement  that  was  as  i)leasant  and  grateful  as  it  was 
strange  and  unprecedented. 

"  Now  den,"  said  Aunt  Chloe  to  her  husband,  as  she  put 
the  finishing  touch  to  the  repast  in  a  plate  of  dough-nuts 
as  exquisitely  brown  and  shining  as  Jack's  eyes  were  at  that 
moment,  "  Hannibal,  you  just  come  away,  and  let  dem  two 
white  quality  chillens  have  dey  tea.  Day's  done  starved, 
shuah."  And  with  an  approving  nod  to  Jack  she  bundled 
her  husband  from  the  room. 

The  door  closed ;  the  young  girl  began  to  pour  out  the 
tea,  but  Jack  remained  in  his  seat  by  the  window.  It  was 
a  singular  sensation  which  he  did  not  care  to  disturb.  It 
was  no  new  thing  for  Mr.  Hamlin  to  find  himself  at  a  tete- 
i-/"^/^  repast  with  the  admiring  and  complaisant  fair;  there 
was  a  cabijiet particidier  in  a  certain  San  Francisco  restaurant 
which  had  listened  to  their  various  confidences  and  pro- 
fessions of  undying  faith ;  he  might  have  recalled  a  certain 
festal  rendezvous  with  a  widow  whose  piety  and  impeccable 
reputation  made  it  a  moral  duty  for  her  to  come  to  him 
only  in  disguise ;  it  was  but  a  few  days  ago  that  he  had 
been  let  privately  into  the  palatial  mansion  of  a  high  official 
for  a  midnight  supper  with  a  foolish  wife.  It  was  not 
strange,  therefore,  that  he  should  be  alone  here,  secretly, 
with  a  member  of  that  indiscreet,  loving  sex.  But  that  he 
should  be  sitting  there  in  a  cheap  negro  laundry,  with  abso- 
lutely no  sentiment  of  any  kind  towards  the  heavy-haired, 
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freckle-faced  country  schoolgirl  opposite  him,  from  whom 
he  sought  and  expected  nothing — and  enjoying  it  without 
scorn  of  liimself  or  his  companion — to  use  his  own  expres- 
sion, "got  him."  Presently  he  rose  and  sauntered  to  the 
table  with  shining  eyes. 

"Well,  what  do  you  think  of  Aunt  Chloe's  shebang?" 
he  asked  smilingly. 

"  Oh,  it's  so  sweet  and  clean  and  home-like,"  said  the 
girl  quickly.  At  any  other  time  he  would  have  w  need 
at  the  last  adjective.  It  struck  him  now  as  exactly  the 
word. 

"  Would  you  like  to  live  here  if  you  could  ?  " 

Her  face  brightened.  She  put  the  teapot  down  and 
gazed  fixedly  at  Jack. 

"Because  you  can.  Look  here.  I  spoke  to  Hannibal 
about  it.  You  can  have  the  two  front  rooms  if  you  want 
to.  One  of  'em  is  big  enough  and  light  enough  for  a  studio 
to  do  your  work  in.  You  tell  that  nigger  what  you  want  to 
put  in  'em,  and  he's  got  my  ortlers  to  do  it.  I  told  him 
about  your  painting— said  you  were  the  daughter  of  an  old 

friend,  you  know.      Hold  on,  Sophy — d m  it  all,  I've 

got  to  do  a  little  gilt-edged  lying— but  I  left  you  out  of  the 
niece  business  this  time.  Yes,  from  this  moment  I'm  no 
longer  your  uncle.  I  renounce  the  relationship.  It's  hard," 
continued  the  rascal,  "after  all  these  years,  and  considering 
sister  Mary's  feelings  ;  but,  as  you  seem  to  wish  it,  it  must 
be  done." 

Sophy's  steel-blue  eyes  sofiened.  She  slid  her  long 
brown  hand  along  the  table  and  grasped  Jack's.  He  re- 
turned the  pressure  quickly  and  fraternally,  even  to  that 
half-shamed,  half-hurried  evasion  of  emotion  peculiar  to  all 
brothers.     This  was  also  a  new  sensation,  but  he  liked  it. 

"You  are  too  —  too  good,  Mr.  Hamlin,"  she  said 
quietly. 
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"  Yes,"  said  Jack  cheerfully,  "  that's  what's  the  matter  with 
me.  It  isn't  natural,  and  if  I  keep  it  up  too  long  it  brings 
on  my  cough." 

Nevertheless,  they  were  happy  in  a  boy  and  girl  fashion, 
eating  heartily,  and,  I  fear,  not  always  decorously  ;  scramb- 
ling somewhat  for  the  strawberries,  and  smacking  their  lips 
over  the  sally-lunn.  Meantime,  it  was  arranged  that  Mr. 
Hamlin  sliould  inform  Miss  Mix  that  Sophy  would  leave 
school  at  the  end  of  the  term,  only  a  few  days  hence,  and 
then  transfer  herself  to  lodgings  with  some  old  family  ser- 
vants, where  she  could  more  easily  pursue  her  studies  in  her 
own  profession.  She  need  not  make  her  place  of  abode  a 
secret,  neither  need  she  court  publicity.  She  would  write 
to  Jack  regularly,  informing  him  of  her  progress,  and  he 
would  visit  her  whenever  he  could.  Jack  assented  gravely 
to  the  further  proposition  that  he  was  to  keep  a  strict 
account  of  all  the  moneys  he  advanced  her,  and  that  she 
was  to  repay  him  out  of  the  proceeds  of  her  first  pictures. 
He  had  promised  also,  with  a  slight  mental  reservation,  not 
to  buy  them  all  himself,  but  to  trust  to  her  success  with  the 
public.  They  were  never  to  talk  of  what  had  happened 
before ;  she  was  to  begin  life  anew.  Of  such  were  their 
confidences,  spoken  often  together  at  the  same  moment, 
and  with  their  mouths  full.  Only  one  thing  troubled  Jack  : 
he  had  not  yet  told  htr  frankly  who  he  was,  and  what  was 
his  reputation ;  he  had  hitherto  carelessly  supposed  she 
would  learn  it,  and  in  truth  had  cared  little  if  she  did ;  but 
it  was  evident  from  her  conversation  that  day,  that  by  some 
miracle  she  was  still  in  ignorance.  Unable  now  to  tell  her 
himself,  he  had  charged  Hannibal  to  break  it  to  her  casually 
after  he  was  gone.  "You  can  let  me  down  easy  if  you 
like,  but  you'd  better  make  a  square  deal  of  it  while  you're 
about  it.  And,"  Jack  had  added  cheerfully,  "  if  she  thinks 
after  that  she'd  better  drop  me  entirely,  you  just  say,  that  if 
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she  wishes  to  stay  you'll  see  that  J  don't  ever  come  here 
again.  And  you  keep  your  word  about  it  too,  you  black 
nigger,  or  I'll  be  the  first  to  thrash  you." 

Nevertheless,  when  Hannibal  and  Aunt  Chloe  returned 
to  clear  away  the  repast,  they  were  a  harmonious  party  ; 
albeit  Mr.  Hamlin  seemed  more  content  to  watch  them 
silently  from  his  chair  by  the  window,  a  cigar  between  his 
lips,  and  the  pleasant  distraction  of  the  homely  scents  and 
sounds  of  the  garden  in  his  senses.  Allusion  having  been 
made  again  to  the  morning  performance  of  the  organ,  he 
was  implored  by  Hannibal  to  diversify  his  talent  by  exer- 
cising it  on  an  old  guitar  which  had  passed  into  that 
retainer's  possession  with  certain  clothes  of  his  master's 
when  they  separated.  Mr.  Hamlin  accepted  it  dubiously ; 
it  had  twanged  under  his  volatile  fingers  in  more  pretentious 
but  less  innocent  halls.  But  presently  he  raised  his  tenor 
voice  and  soft  brown  lashes  to  the  humble  ceiling  and  sang. 
"  Way  down  upon  the  Swanee  River,"  discoursed  Jack  plain- 
tively, "far,  far  away,  Thar's  whar  my  heart  is  turning  ever, 
Thar's  whar  the  old  folks  stay." 

The  two  dusky  scions  of  an  emotional  race,  which  had 
been  wont  to  sweeten  their  toil  and  condone  their  wrongs 
with  music,  sat  rapt  and  silent,  swaying  with  Jack's  voice 
until  they  could  burst  in  upon  the  chorus.  The  jasmine 
vines  trilled  softly  with  the  afternoon  breeze ;  a  slender 
yellow-hammer,  perhaps  emulous  of  Jack,  swung  himself 
from  an  outer  spray  and  peered  curiously  into  the  room  ; 
and  a  few  neighbours,  gathering  at  their  doors  and  windows, 
remarked  that  "  after  all,  when  it  came  to  real  singing,  no 
one  could  beat  those  d d  niggers." 

The  sun  was  slowly  sinking  in  the  rolling  gold  of  the 
river  when  Jack  and  Sophy  started  leisurely  back  through 
the  broken  shafts  of  light,  and  across  the  far-stretching 
shadows    of   the  cotton-woods.     In   the  midst  of  a  lazy 
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silence  they  were  presently  conscious  of  a  distant  mono- 
tonous throb — the  booming  of  the  "up-boat"  on  the  river. 
The  sound  came  nearer,  passed  them  —  the  boat  itself 
hidden  by  the  trees  ;  but  a  trailing  cloud  of  smoke  above 
cast  a  momentary  shadow  upon  their  path.  The  girl 
looked  up  at  Jack  with  a  troubled  face.  Mr.  Hamlin 
smiled  reassuringly;  but  in  that  instant  he  had  made  up 
his  mind  that  it  was  his  moral  duty  to  kill  Mr.  Edward 
Stratton, 


PART    IV. 

For  the  next  two  months  Mr.  Ham'iin  was  professionally 
engaged  in  San  Francisco  and  Marysville,  and  the  transfer 
of  Sophy  from  the  school  to  her  new  home  was  effected 
without  his  supervision.  From  letters  received  by  him 
during  that  interval  it  seemed  that  the  young  girl  had 
entered  energetically  upon  her  new  career,  and  that  her 
artistic  efforts  were  crowned  with  success.  There  were 
a  few  Indian-ink  sketches,  studies  made  at  school  and 
expanded  in  her  own  "  studio,"  which  were  eagerly  bought 
as  soon  as  exhibited  in  the  photographer's  window — notably 
by  a  florid  and  inartistic  book-keeper,  an  old  negro  woman, 
a  slangy  stable-boy,  a  gorgeously  dressed  and  painted  female, 
and  the  bearded  second  officer  of  a  river  steamboat — with- 
out hesitation  and  without  comment.  This,  as  Mr.  Hamlin 
intelligently  pointed  out  in  a  letter  to  Sophy,  showed  a 
general  and  diversified  appreciation  on  the  part  of  the 
public.  Indeed,  it  emboldened  her,  in  the  retouching  of 
photographs,  to  offer  sittings  to  the  subjects,  and  to  under- 
take even  large  crayon  copies,  which  resulted  in  her  getting 
so  many  orders  that  she  was  no  longer  obliged  to  sell  her 
drawings,  but  restricted  herseif  solely  to  profitable  portraiture. 
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'I'lie  studio  became  known;  even  its  quaint  surroundings 
added  to  the  popular  interest,  and  the  originality  and  inde- 
pendence of  the  young  painter  helped  her  to  a  genuine 
success.  All  this  she  wrote  to  Jack.  Meantime  Hannibal 
had  assured  him  that  he  had  carried  out  his  instructions 
by  informing  "Missy"  of  his  old  master's  real  occupation 
and  reputation,  but  that  the  young  lady  hadn't  "took  no 
notice."  Certainly  there  was  no  allusion  to  it  in  her  letters, 
nor  any  indication  in  her  manner.  Mr.  Hamlin  was  greatly 
— and,  it  seemed  to  him,  properly  —  relieved  ;  and  he 
looked  forward  with  considerable  satisfaction  to  an  early 
visit  to  old  Hannibal's  laundry. 

It  must  be  confessed  also  that  another  matter — a  simple 
aftair    of   gallantry — was   giving    him  an    equally  unusual, 
unexpected,   and   absurd   annoyance,  which  he   had  never 
before  permitted  to  such  trivialities.      In  a  recent  visit  to 
a  fashionable  watering-place,  he  had  attracted  the  attention 
of  what  appeared  to  be  a  respectable,  matter-of-fact  woman 
— the  wife  of  a  recently  elected  rural  Senator.     She  was, 
however,   singularly  beautiful,  and  as  singularly  cold.     It 
was  perhaps  this  quality,  and    her  evident  annoyance  at 
some  unreasoning  prepossession  which  Jack's  fascinations 
exercised  upon  her,  which  heightened  that  reckless  desire 
for  risk  and   excitement  that  really  made  up  the  greater 
part  of  his  gallantry.     Nevertheless,  as  was  his  habit,  he  had 
treated  her  always  with  a  charming  unconsciousness  of  his 
own  attentions,  and  a  frankness  that  seemed  inconsistent 
with  any  insidious  approach.     In  fact,  Mr.  Hamlin  seldom 
made  love  to  anybody,  but  permitted  it  to  be  made  to  him 
with  good-humoured  deprecation  and  cheerful  scepticism. 
He  had  once  quite  accidentally,  while  riding,  come  upon 
her  when  she  had  strayed  from  her  own  riding-party,  and 
had  behaved  with   such   unexpected   circumspection   and 
propriety,  not  to  mention  a  certain  thoughtful  abstraction— 


A  Protegee  of  Jack  Hand  ins.  29 

it  was  the  day  he  had  received  Sophy's  letter— that  she  was 
constrained  to  make  the  first  advances.  This  led  to  a  later 
innocent  rendezvous,  in  which  Mrs.  Camperly  was  impelled 
to  confide  to  Mr.  Hamlin  the  fact  that  her  husband  had 
really  never  understood  her.  Jack  listened  with  an  under- 
standing and  sympathy  quickened  by  long  experience  of  such 
confessions.  If  anything  had  ever  kept  him  from  marriage, 
it  was  this  evident  incompatibility  of  the  conjugal  relations 
with  a  just  conception  of  t'ne  feminine  soul  and  its  aspirations. 

And  so  eventually  this  yearning  for  sympathy  dragged 
ISIrs.  Camperly's  clean  skirts  and  rustic  purity  after  Jack's 
heels  into  various  places  and  various  situations  not  so  clean, 
rural,  or  innocent ;  made  her  miserably  unhappy  in  his 
absence,  and  still  more  miserably  happy  in  his  presence  ; 
impeded  her  to  lie,  cheat,  and  bear  false  witness;  forced 
her  to  listen  with  mingled  shame  and  admiration  to  narrow 
criticism  of  his  faults,  from  natures  so  palpably  inferior  to 
his  own,  that  her  moral  sense  was  confused  and  shaken ; 
gave  her  two  distinct  lives,  but  so  unreal  and  feverish  that, 
with  a  recklessness  equal  to  his  own,  she  was  at  last  ready 
to  merge  them  both  into  his.  For  the  first  time  in  his  life 
Mr.  Hamlin  found  himself  bored  at  the  beginning  of  an 
affair,  actually  hesitated— and  suddenly  disappeared  from 
San  Francisco. 

He  turned  up  a  few  days  later  at  Aunt  Chloe's  door 
with  various  packages  of  presents,  and  quite  the  air  of  a 
returning  father  of  a  family,  to  the  intense  delight  of  that 
lady,  and  to  Sophy's  proud  gratification.  For  he  was  lost 
in  a  profuse,  boyish  admiration  of  her  pretty  studio,  and 
of  wholesome  reverence  for  her  art  and  her  astounding 
proo-ress.  They  w^ere  also  amused  at  his  awe  and  evident 
alarm  over  the  portraits  of  two  ladies,  her  latest  sitters, 
that  were  still  on  the  easels;  and,  in  consideration  of  his 
half-assumed,  half-real  bashfulness,  they  turned  their  faces 
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to  the  wall.  Then  his  quick,  observant  eye  detected  a 
photograph  of  JTimself  on  the  mantel. 
"  AVhai's  that  ?  "  he  asked  suddenly. 
Sophy  and  Aunt  Chloe  exchanged  meaning  glances. 
Sophy  had,  as  a  surprise  to  Jack,  just  completed  a  hand- 
some crayon  portrait  of  himself  from  an  old  photograph 
furnished  by  Hannibal,  and  the  picture  was  at  that  moment 
in  the  window  of  her  former  patron — the  photographer. 

"  Oh,  dat !  Miss  Sophy  jus'  put  it  dar  fo'  the  lady  sitters 
to  look  at  to  gib  'em  a  pleasant  'spresshion,"  said  Aunt 
Chloe,  chuckling. 

]\Ir.  Hamlin  did  not  laugh,  but  quietly  slipped  the 
photograph  in  his  pocket.  Yet,  perhaps,  it  had  not  been 
recognised. 

Then  Sophy  proposed  to  have  luncheon  in  the  studio ;  it 
was  quite  "  Bohemian ''  and  fashionable,  and  many  artists 
did  it.  But  to  her  great  surprise  Jack  gravely  objected, 
preferring  the  little  parlour  of  Aunt  Chloe,  the  vine-fringed 
windows,  and  the  heavy,  respectable  furniture.  He  thought 
it  was  profaning  the  studio,  and  then — anybody  might  come 
in.  This  unusual  circumspection  amused  them,  and  was 
believed  to  be  part  of  the  boyish  awe  with  which  Jack  re- 
garded the  models,  the  draperies,  and  the  studies  on  the 
walls.  Certain  it  was  that  he  was  much  more  at  his  ease  in 
the  parlour;  and  when  he  and  Sophy  were  once  more  alone 
at  their  meal,  although  he  ate  nothing,  he  had  regained 
all  his  old  naivete.  Presently  he  leaned  forward  and  placed 
his  hand  fraternally  on  her  arm.  Sophy  looked  up  with  an 
equally  frank  smile. 

"  You  know  I  promised  to  let  bygones  be  bygones,  eh  ?  "' 
he  said.  "  Well,  I  intended  it,  and  more — I  intended  to 
make  'em  so.  I  told  you  I'd  never  speak  to  you  again  of 
that  man  who  tried  to  run  you  off,  and  I  intended  that  no 
one  else  should.     Well,  as  he  was  the  only  one  that  could 
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talk — that  meant  him.  But  the  cards  are  out  of  my  hands 
— the  game's  been  played  without  me.     For  he's  dead  ! " 

The  girl  started.  Mr.  Hamlin's  hand  passed  caressingly 
twice  or  thrice  along  her  sleeve  with  a  peculiar  gentleness 
that  seemed  to  magnetise  her. 

"  Dead,"  he  repeated  slowly.  "  Shot  in  San  Diego  by 
another  man,  but  not  by  me.  I  had  him  tracked  as  far  as 
that,  and  had  my  eyes  on  him,  but  it  wasn't  my  deal.  But, 
there,"  he  added,  giving  her  magnetised  arm  a  gentle  and 
final  tap  as  if  to  awaken  it,  "he's  dead,  and  so  is  the  whole 
story.     And  now  we'll  drop  it  for  ever." 

The  girl's  downcast  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  table.  "  But 
there's  my  sister,"  she  murmured. 

"  Did  she  know  you  went  with  him  ?  "  asked  Jack. 

"  No  ;  but  she  knows  I  ran  away." 

"  Well,  you  ran  away  from  home  to  study  how  to  be  an 
artist,  don't  you  see  ?  Some  day  she'll  find  out  you  are  one 
— that  settles  the  whole  thing." 

They  were  both  quite  cheerful  again  when  Aunt  Chloe 
returned  to  clear  the  table,  especially  Jack,  who  was  in  the 
best  spirits,  with  preternaturally  bright  eyes  and  a  some- 
what rare  colour  on  his  cheeks.  Aunt  Chloe,  who  had 
noticed  that  his  breathing  was  hurried  at  times,  watched 
him  narrowly,  and  when  later  he  slipped  from  the  room, 
followed  hiui  into  the  passage.  He  was  leaning  against 
the  wall.     In  an  instant  the  negress  was  at  his  side. 

"  De  Lawdy  Gawd — Marse  Jack — not  agin  !  " 

He  took  his  handkerchief,  slightly  streaked  with  blood, 
from  his  lips,  and  said  faintly,  "  Yes — it  came  on — on  the 

boat — but  I  thought  the  d d  thing  was  over.     Get  me 

out  of  this,  quick,  to  some  hotel,  before  she  knows  it.  You 
can  tell  her  I  was  calleil  away.  Say  that — "  but  his 
breath  failed  him,  and  when  Aunt  Chloe  caught  him  like  a 
child  in  her  strong  arms,  he  could  make  no  resistance. 
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In  another  hour  he  was  unconscious,  with  two  doctors  at 
liis  bedside,  in  the  little  room  that  had  been  occupied  by 
Sopliy.  It  was  a  sharp  attack,  but  prompt  attendance  and 
skilful  nursing  availed  ;  he  rallied  the  next  day,  but  it  would 
be  weeks,  the  doctors  said,  before  he  could  be  removed  in 
safety.  Sophy  was  transferred  to  the  parlour,  but  spent 
most  of  her  time  at  Jack's  bedside  with  Aunt  Chloe,  or  in 
the  studio,  with  the  door  open  between  it  and  the  bedroom. 
In  spite  of  his  enforced  idleness  and  weakness,  it  was  again 
a  singularly  pleasant  experience  to  Jack.  It  amused  him  to 
sometimes  see  Sophy  at  her  work  through  the  open  door; 
and  when  sitters  came — for  he  had  insisted  on  her  con- 
tinuing her  duties  as  before,  keeping  his  invalid  presence 
in  tlie  house  a  secret — he  had  all  the  satisfaction  of  a  mis- 
chievous boy  in  rehearsing  to  Sophy  such  of  the  conversa- 
tion as  could  be  overheard  through  the  closed  door,  and 
speculating  on  the  possible  wonder  and  chagrin  of  the 
sitters  had  they  discovered  him.  Even  when  he  was  con- 
valescent, and  strong  enough  to  be  helped  into  the  parlour 
and  garden,  he  preferred  to  remain  propped  up  in  Sophy's 
little  bedroom.  It  was  evident,  however,  that  this  predilec- 
tion was  connected  with  no  suggestion  nor  reminiscence  of 
Sophy  herself.  It  was  true  that  he  had  once  asked  her  if 
it  didn't  make  her  "feel  like  home."  The  decided  nega- 
tive from  Sophy  seemed  to  mildly  surprise  him.  "That's 
odd,"  he  said  ;  "now,  all  these  fixings  and  things,"  pointing 
to  the  flowers  in  a  vase,  the  little  hanging  shelf  of  books, 
the  knick-knacks  on  the  mantel-shelf,  and  the  few  feminine 
ornaments  that  still  remained,  "look  rather  like  home 
to  me." 

So  the  days  slipped  by,  and  although  INIr.  Hamlin  was 
soon  able  to  walk  short  distances,  leaning  on  Sophy's  arm, 
in  the  evening  twilight,  along  the  river  bank,  he  was  still 
missed  from  the  haunts  of  dissipatCvl  men.     A  good  many 
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people  wondered,  and  others,  chiefly  of  the  more  irre- 
pressible sex,  were  singularly  concerned.  Apparently  one 
of  these,  one  suUry  afternoon,  stopped  before  the  shadowed 
window  of  a  photographer's;  she  was  a  handsome,  well- 
dressed  woman,  yet  bearing  a  certain  country-like  simpli- 
city that  was  unlike  the  restless  smartness  of  the  more 
urban  promenaders  who  passed  her.  Nevertheless  she  had 
halted  before  Mr.  Hamlin's  picture — which  Sophy  had  not 
yet  dared  to  bring  home  and  present  to  him— and  was 
gazing  at  it  with  rapt  and  breathless  attention.  Suddenly 
she  shook  down  her  veil  and  entered  the  shop.  Could  the 
proprietor  kindly  tell  her  if  that  portrait  was  the  work  of  a 
local  artist  ? 

The  proprietor  was  both  proud  and  pleased  to  say  that 
it  was  1  It  was  the  work  of  a  Miss  Brown,  a  young  girl 
student ;  in  fact,  a  mere  schoolgirl,  one  might  say.  He 
could  show  her  others  of  her  pictures. 

Thanks,  But  could  he  tell  her  if  this  portrait  was  from 
life? 

No  doubt ;  the  young  lady  had  a  studio,  and  he  himself 
had  sent  her  sitters. 

And  perhaps  this  was  the  portrait  of  one  that  he  had 
sent  her  ? 

No ;  but  as  she  was  very  popular,  and  becoming  quite 
the  fashion,  very  probably  this  gentleman — whom  he  under- 
stood was  quite  a  public  character — had  heard  of  her  and 
selected  her  on  that  account. 

The  lady's  face  flushed  slightly.  The  photographer  con- 
tinued. The  picture  was  not  for  sale;  it  was  only  there  on 
exhibition ;  in  fact,  it  was  to  be  returned  to-morrow. 

To  the  sitter? 

He  couldn't  say.  It  was  to  go  back  to  the  studio.  Per- 
haps the  sitter  would  be  there. 

And  this  studio  ?     Could  she  have  its  address? 

VOL.   IX.  C 
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The  man  wrote  a  few  lines  on  his  card.  Perhaps  the 
lady  would  be  kind  enough  to  say  that  he  had  sent  her. 
The  lady,  thanking  him,  partly  lifted  her  veil  to  show  a 
charming  smile,  and  gracefully  withdrew.  Tlie  photo- 
grapher was  pleased.  Miss  Brown  had  evidently  got  another 
sitter,  and  from  that  momentary  glimpse  of  her  face,  it 
would  be  a  picture  as  beautiful  and  attractive  as  the  man's. 
But  what  was  the  odd  idea  that  struck  him  ?  She  certainly 
reminded  him  of  some  one  !  Miss  Brown  herself.  There 
was  the  same  heavy  hair,  only  this  lady's  was  golden,  and 
she  was  older  and  more  mature.  And  he  remained  for  a 
moment  wiih  knitted  brows  musing  over  his  counter. 

Meantime  the  fair  stranger  was  making  her  way  towarcis 
the  river  suburb.  When  she  reached  Aunt  Chloe's  cottage 
she  paused,  with  the  unfamiliar  curiosity  of  a  new-comer, 
over  its  quaint  and  incongruous  exterior.  She  hesitated  a 
moment  also  when  Aunt  Chloe  appeared  in  the  doorway, 
and,  with  a  puzzled  survey  of  her  features,  went  upstairs  to 
announce  a  visitor.  There  was  the  sound  of  hurried  shutting 
of  doors,  of  the  moving  of  furniture,  quick  footsteps  across 
the  floor,  and  then  a  girlish  laugh  that  startled  her.  She 
ascended  the  stairs  breathlessly  to  Aunt  Chloe's  summons, 
found  the  negress  on  the  landing,  and  knocked  at  a  door 
which  bore  a  card  marked  "  Studio."  The  door  opened, 
she  entered,  there  were  two  sudden  outcries  that  might 
have  come  from  one  voice — 

"Sophonisba  !" 

"Marianne  ! " 

"  Hush  !  ■' 

The  woman  had  seized  Sophy  by  the  wrist  and  dragged 
her  to  the  window.  There  was  a  haggard  look  of  despera- 
tion in  her  face  akin  to  that  which  Hamlin  had  once  seen 
in  her  sister's  eyes  on  the  boat,  as  she  said  huskily  :  "  I  did 
not  know  you  were  here.     I  came  to  see  the  woman  who 
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had  painted  Mr.  Hamlin's  portrait.  I  did  not  know  it  was 
you.  Listen  !  Quick  !  answer  me  one  question.  Tell  me 
— I  implore  you — for  the  sake  of  the  mother  who  bore  us 
both  ! — tell  me — is  he  the  man  for  whom  you  left  home  ?  " 

"  No — no  ! — a  hundred  times  no  !  " 

Then  there  was  a  silence.  Mr.  Hamlin  from  the  bed- 
room heard  no  more. 

An  hour  later,  when  the  two  women  opened  the  studio 
door,  pale  but  composed,  they  were  met  by  the  anxious 
and  tearful  face  of  Aunt  Chloe. 

"  Lawdy  Gawd  ! — Missy — but  dey  done  gone  !  bofe  of 
'em  I " 

"Who  is  gone.^"  demanded  Sophy,  as  the  woman  beside 
her  trembled  and  grew  paler  still. 

"  Marse  Jack  and  dat  fool  nigger,  Hannibal." 

"Mr.  Hamlin  gone?"  repeated  Sophy  incredulously. 
"  When  ?     Where  ?  " 

"Jess  now — on  de  down  boat.  Sudden  business,  didn't 
like  to  disturb  yo'  and  yo'  friend.     Said  he'd  write." 

"  But  he  was  ill — almost  helpless,"  gasped  Sophy. 

"Dat's  why  he  took  dat  old  nigger.  Lawdy!  Missy! 
bless  yo'  heart.  Dey  both  knows  aich  udder,  shuah  !  It's 
all  right.     Dar  now — dar  dey  are — listen." 

She  held  up  her  hand.  A  slow  pulsation  that  might 
have  been  only  the  dull,  laboured  beating  of  their  own 
hearts,  was  making  itself  felt  to  all  three  of  them.  It  came 
nearer — a  deep  regular  inspiration  that  seemed  slowly  to 
fill  and  possess  the  little  cottage,  and  then  the  whole  tran- 
quil summer  twilight.  It  came  nearer  still — was  abreast  of 
the  house — passed — grew  fainter,  and  at  last  died  away  like 
a  deep-drawn  sigh.  It  was  the  down  boat,  that  was  now 
separating  Mr.  Hamlin  and  \vv=>  protegee,  even  as  it  had  once 
brought  them  together. 


3n  ingenue  of  ti)e  ^icrra0» 


PART  I. 

We  all  held  our  breath  as  the  coach  rushed  through  the 
semi-daikness  of  Galloper's  Ridge.  The  vehicle  itself  was 
only  a  huge  lumbering  shadow ;  its  side-lights  were  carefully 
extinguished,  and  Yuba  Bill  had  just  politely  removed  from 
the  lips  of  an  outside  passenger  even  the  cigar  with  which 
he  had  been  ostentatiously  exhibiting  his  coolness.  For  it 
had  been  rumoured  that  the  Ramon  Martinez  gang  of  "road 
agents"  were  "laying"  for  us  on  the  second  grade,  and 
would  time  the  passage  of  our  lights  across  Galloper's  in 
order  to  intercept  us  in  the  "  brush  "  beyond.  If  we  could 
cross  the  ridge  without  being  seen,  and  so  get  through  the 
brush  before  they  reached  it,  we  were  safe.  If  they  fol- 
lowed, it  would  only  be  a  stern  chase,  with  the  odds  in  our 
favour. 

The  huge  vehicle  swayed  from  side  to  side,  rolled,  dipped, 
and  plunged  ;  but  Bill  kept  the  track,  as  if,  in  the  whispered 
words  of  the  Expressman,  he  could  "feel  and  smell"  the 
road  he  could  no  longer  see.  We  knew  that  at  times  we 
hung  perilously  over  the  edge  of  slopes  that  eventually 
dropped  a  thousand  feet  sheer  to  the  tops  of  the  sugar- 
pines  below,  but  we  knew  that  Bill  knew  it  also.  The  half- 
visible  heads  of  the  horses,  drawn  wedge-wise  together  by 
the  tightened  reins,  appeared  to  cleave  the  darkness  like 
a  ploughshare,  held   between   his  rigid  hands.     Even  the 

^6 
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hoof-beats  of  the  six  horses  had  fallen  into  a  vague,  mono- 
tonous, distant  roll.  Then  the  ridge  was  crossed,  and  we 
plunged  into  the  still  blacker  obscurity  of  the  brush.  Rather 
we  no  longer  seemed  to  move — it  was  only  the  phantom 
night  that  rushed  by  us.  The  horses  might  have  been 
submerged  in  some  swift  Lethean  stream ;  nothing  but  the 
top  of  the  coach  and  the  rigid  bulk  of  Yuba  Bill  arose 
above  them.  Yet  even  in  that  awful  moment  our  speed 
was  unslackened ;  it  was  as  if  Bill  cared  no  longer  to  guide 
but  only  to  drive,  or  as  if  the  direction  of  his  huge  inachine 
was  determined  by  other  hands  than  his.  An  incautious 
whisperer  hazarded  the  paralysing  suggestion  of  our  "  meet- 
ing another  team."  To  our  great  astonishment  Bill  over- 
heard it ;  to  our  greater  astonishment  he  replied.  "  It  'ud 
be  only  a  neck  and  neck  race  which  would  get  to  h— 11 
first,"  he  said  quietly.  But  we  were  relieved — for  he  had 
spoken  I  Almost  simultaneously  the  wider  turnpike  began 
to  glimmer  faintly  as  a  visible  track  before  us ;  the  wayside 
trees  fell  out  of  line,  opened  up  and  dropped  off  one  after 
another;  we  were  on  the  broader  tableland,  out  of  danger, 
and  apparently  unperceived  and  unpursued. 

Nevertheless  in  the  conversation  that  broke  out  again 
with  the  relighting  of  the  lamps  and  the  comments,  con- 
gratulations, and  reminiscences  that  were  freely  exchanged, 
Yuba  Bill  preserved  a  dissatisfied  and  even  resentful  silence. 
The  most  generous  praise  of  his  skill  and  courage  awoke 
no  response.  "  I  reckon  the  old  man  waz  just  spilin'  for  a 
fight,  and  is  feelin'  disappointed,"  said  a  passenger.  But 
those  who  knew  that  Bill  had  your  true  fighter's  scorn  for 
any  merely  purposeless  conflict  were  more  or  less  concerned 
and  watchful  of  him.  He  would  drive  steadily  for  four  or 
five  minutes  with  thoughtfully  knitted  brows,  but  eyes  still 
keenly  observant  under  his  slouched  hat,  and  then,  relaxing 
his  strained  attitude,  would  give  way  to  a  movement  of 
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impatience.  "  You  ain't  uneasy  about  anything,  Bill,  are 
you  ? "  asked  the  Expressman  confidentially.  Bill  lifted 
his  eyes  with  a  slightly  contemptuous  surprise.  "  Not 
about  anything  ter  come.  It's  what  /lez  happened  that  I 
don't  exackly  sabe.  I  don't  see  no  signs  of  Ramon's  gang 
ever  havin'  been  out  at  all,  and  ef  they  were  out  I  don't  see 
why  they  didn't  go  for  us." 

"  The  simple  fact  is  that  our  ^-iise  was  successful,"  said 
an  outside  passenger.  "  They  waited  to  see  our  lights  on 
the  ridge,  and,  not  seeing  them,  missed  us  until  we  had 
passed.     That's  my  opinion." 

"You  ain't  puttin'  any  price  on  that  opinion,  air  ye?" 
inquired  Bill  politely. 

"No." 

"  'Cos  thar's  a  comic  paper  in  'Frisco  pays  for  them 
things,  and  I've  seen  worse  things  in  it." 

"  Come  off,  Bill !  "  retorted  the  passenger,  slightly  nettled 
by  the  tittering  of  his  companions.  "  Then  what  did  you 
put  out  the  lights  for?" 

"  Well,"  returned  Bill  grimly,  "  it  mout  have  been  be- 
cause I  didn't  keer  to  hev  you  chaps  blazin'  away  at  the 
first  bush  you  thought  you  saw  move  in  your  skeer,  and 
bringin'  down  their  fire  on  us." 

The  explanation,  though  unsatisfactory,  was  by  no  means 
an  improbable  one,  and  we  thought  it  better  to  accept  it 
with  a  laugh.  Bill,  however,  resumed  his  abstracted 
manner. 

"  Who  got  in  at  the  Summit?  "  he  at  last  asked  abruptly 
of  the  Expressman. 

"  Derrick  and  Simpson  of  Cold  Spring,  and  one  of  the 
'  Excelsior  '  boys,"  responded  the  Expressman. 

"  And  that  Pike  County  girl  from  Dow's  Flat,  with  her 
bundles.  Don't  forget  her,"  added  the  outside  passenger 
ironically. 
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"  Does  anybody  here  know  her?  "'  continued  Bill,  ignor- 
ing the  irony. 

"  Yould  better  ask  Judge  Thompson  ]  he  was  mighty 
attentive  to  her;  gettin'  her  a  seat  by  the  off  window,  and 
lookin'  after  her  bundles  and  things." 

"Gettin'  her  a  seat  by  the  window  V  repeated  Bill. 

"  Yes  ;  she  wanted  to  see  everything,  and  wasn't  afraid 
of  the  shooting." 

"  Yes,"    broke  in  a  tliird  passenger ;    "  and  he  was  so 

d d  civil  that  when  she  dropped  her  ring  in  the  straw, 

he  struck  a  match  agin  all  your  rules,  you  know,  and  held 
it  for  her  to  find  it.  And  it  was  just  as  we  were  crossin' 
through  the  brush,  too.  I  saw  the  hull  thing  through  the 
window,  for  I  was  hanging  over  the  wheels  with  my  gun 
ready    for    action.       And    it    wasn't    no    fault    of   Judge 

Thompson's    if   his   d d  foolishness   hadn't   shown   us 

up  and  got  us  a  shot  from  the  gang." 

Bill  gave  a  short  grunt — but  drove  steadily  on  without 
further  comment,  or  even  turning  his  eyes  to  the  speaker. 

We  were  now  not  more  than  a  mile  from  tlie  station 
at  the  cross  roads,  where  we  were  to  change  horses.  The 
lights  already  glimmered  in  the  distance,  and  there  was  a 
faint  suggestion  of  the  coming  dawn  on  the  summits  of 
the  ridge  to  the  west.  We  had  plunged  into  a  belt  of 
timber,  when  suddenly  a  horseman  emerged  at  a  sharp 
canter  from  a  trail  that  seemed  to  be  parallel  with  our 
own.  We  were  all  slightly  startled ;  Yuba  Bill  alone  pre- 
serving his  moody  calm. 

"Hullo!"  he  said. 

The  stranger  wheeled  to  our  side  as  Bill  slackened  his 
speed.     He  seemed  to  be  a  "packer"  or  freight  muleteer. 

"Ye  didn't  get  'held  up'  on  the  Divide?"  continued 
Bill,  more  cheerfully. 

"No,"   returned    the   packer,   with   a   laugh;    "/  don't 
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carry  treasure.  But  I  see  you're  all  right,  too.  I  saw 
you  crossin'  over  Galloper's." 

'■'■  Saiv  us?"  said  Bill  sharply.     "We  had  our  lights  out." 

"Yes,  but  there  was  suthin'  white — a  handkerchief  or 
woman's  veil,  I  reckon — hangin'  from  the  window.  It  was 
only  a  movin'  spot  agin  the  hillside,  but  ez  I  was  lookin' 
out  for  ye  I  knew  it  was  you  by  that.     Good  night !  " 

He  cantered  away.  ^Ve  tried  to  look  at  each  other's 
faces,  and  at  Bill's  expression  in  the  darkness,  but  he 
neither  spoke  nor  stirred  until  he  threw  down  the  reins 
when  we  stopped  before  the  station.  The  passengers 
quickly  descended  from  the  roof;  the  Expressman  was 
about  to  follow,  but  Bill  plucked  his  sleeve. 

"I'm  goin'  to  take  a  look  over  this  yer  stage  and  these 
yer  passengers  with  ye  afore  we  start." 

"  Why,  what's  up  ?  " 

"  Well,"  said  Bill,  slowly  disengaging  himself  from  one 
of  his  enormous  gloves,  "when  we  waltzed  down  into  the 
brush  up  there  I  saw  a  man,  ez  plain  ez  I  see  you,  rise 
up  from  it.  I  thought  our  time  had  come  and  the  band 
was  goin'  to  play,  when  he  sorter  drew  back,  made  a  sign, 
and  we  just  scooted  past  him." 

"Well?" 

"Well,"  said  Bill,  "  it  means  that  this  yer  coach  wx%  passed 
through  free  to-night." 

"You  don't  object  to  that — surely?  I  think  we  were 
deucedly  lucky." 

Bill  slowly  drew  off  his  other  glove.     "I've  been  riskin' 

my  everlastin'  life  on  this  d d  line  three  times  a  week," 

he  said,  with  mock  humility,  "and  I'm  alius  thankful  for 
small  mercies.  But,''  he  added  grimly,  "  when  it  comes 
down  to  being  passed  free  by  some  pal  of  a  boss  thief 
among  these  passengers,  and  then  hev  it  called  a  speshal 
Providence,  I  ain't  in  it !     No,  sir,  I  ain't  in  it !  " 
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PART  II. 

Ir  was  with  mixed  emotions  that  the  passengers  heard  that 
a  delay  of  fifteen  minutes  to  tighten  certain  screw-bolts  had 
been  ordered  by  the  autocratic  Bill.     Some  were  anxious 
to  get  their  breakfast  at  Sugar  Pine,  but  others  were  not 
averse  to  linger  for  the  daylight  that  promised  greater  safety 
on  the  road.     The  Expressman,  knowing  the  real  cause  of 
Bill's  delay,  was  nevertheless  at  a  loss  to  understand  the 
object  of  it.     The  passengers  were   all  well  known ;   any 
idea  of  complicity  with  the  road  agents  was  wild  and  im- 
possible, and  even  if  there  was  a  confederate  of  the  gang 
among  them,  he  would  have  been  more  likely  to  precipitate 
a  robbery  than  to  check  it.     Again,  the  discovery  of  such  a 
confederate — to  whom  they  clearly  owed  their  safety — and 
his  arrest  would  have  been  quite  against  the   Californian 
sense  of  justice,  if  not  actually  illegal.     It  seemed  evident 
that  Bill's  Quixotic  sense  of  honour  was  leading  him  astray. 
The  station  consisted  of  a  stable,  a  waggon  shed,  and  a 
building  containing  three  rooms.     The  first  was  fitted  up 
with    "  bunks "   or  sleeping  berths  for  the  employes,   the 
second  was  the  kitchen,  and  the  third  and  larger  apartment 
was  dining-room  or  sitting-room,  and  was  used  as  general 
waiting-room  for  the  passengers.     It  was  not  a  refreshment 
station,  and  there  was  no  "  bar."     But  a  mysterious  com- 
mand from   the  omnipotent  Bill  produced  a  demijohn  of 
whisky,  with  which  he  hospitably  treated  the  company.    The 
seductive  influence  of  the  liquor  loosened  the  tongue  of  the 
gallant  Judge  Thompson.     He  admitted  to  having  struck  a 
match  to  enable  the  fair  Pike  Countian  to  find  her  ring, 
which,  however,  proved  to  have  fallen  in  her  lap.     She  was 
"a  fine,  healthy  young  woman — a  type  of  the  Far  West, 
sir ;  in  fact,  quite  a  prairie  blossom  !  yet  simple  and  guile- 
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less  as  a  child."  She  was  on  her  way  to  Marysville,  he 
believed,  "although  she  expected  to  meet  friends — a  friend 
■ — in  fact,  later  on."  It  was  her  first  visit  to  a  large  town — 
in  fact,  any  civilised  centre — since  she  crossed  the  plains 
three  years  ago.  Her  girlish  curiosity  was  quite  touching, 
and  her  innocence  irresistible.  In  fact,  in  a  country  whose 
tendency  was  to  produce  "frivolity  and  forwardness  in 
young  girls,  he  found  her  a  most  interesting  young  person." 
She  was  even  then  out  in  the  stable-yard  watching  the 
horses  being  harnessed,  "preferring  to  indulge  a  pardonable 
healthy  young  curiosity  than  to  listen  to  the  empty  compli- 
ments of  the  younger  passengers." 

The  figure  which  Bill  saw  thus  engaged,  without  being 
otherwise  distinguished,  certainly  seemed  to  justify  the 
Judge's  opinion.  She  appeared  to  be  a  well-matured 
country  girl,  whose  frank  grey  eyes  and  large  laughing 
mouth  expressed  a  wholesome  and  abiding  gratification  in 
her  life  and  surroundings.  She  was  watching  the  replacing 
of  luggage  in  the  boot.  A  little  feminine  start  as  one  of 
her  own  parcels  was  thrown  somewhat  roughly  on  the  roof, 
gave  Bill  his  opportunity.  "Now  there,"  he  growled  to  the 
helper,  "ye  ain't  carting  stone  !  Look  out,  will  yer  !  Some 
of  your  things,  miss?"  he  added,  with  gruff  courtesy,  turn- 
ing to  her.     "  These  yer  trunks,  for  instance  ?  " 

She  smiled  a  pleasant  assent,  and  Bill,  pushing  aside  the 
helper,  seized  a  large  square  trunk  in  his  arms.  But  from 
excess  of  zeal,  or  some  other  mischance,  his  foot  slipped, 
and  he  came  down  heavily,  striking  the  corner  of  the  trunk 
on  the  ground  and  loosening  its  hinges  and  fastenings.  It 
was  a  cheap,  common-looking  affair,  but  the  accident  dis- 
covered in  its  yawning  lid  a  quantity  of  white,  lace-edged 
feminine  apparel  of  an  apparently  superior  quality.  The 
young  lady  uttered  another  cry,  and  came  quickly  forward  ; 
but  Bill  was  profuse  in  his  apologies,  himself  girded  the 
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broken  box  wiih  a  strap,  and  declared  his  intention  of 
having  the  company  "make  it  good"  to  her  with  a  new 
one.  Then  he  casually  accompanied  her  to  the  door  of  the 
waiting-room,  entered,  made  a  place  for  her  before  the  fire 
by  simply  lifting  the  nearest  and  most  youthful  passenger 
by  the  coat-collar  from  the  stool  that  he  was  occupying, 
and  having  installed  the  lady  in  it,  displaced  another  man 
who  was  standing  before  the  chimney,  and  drawing  himself 
up  to  his  full  six  feet  of  height  in  front  of  her,  glanced 
down  upon  his  fair  passenger  as  he  took  his  waybill  from 
his  pocket. 

"  Your  name  is  down  here  as  Miss  Mullins  ?"  he  said. 

She  looked  up,  became  suddenly  aware  that  she  and 
her  questioner  were  the  centre  of  interest  to  the  whole 
circle  of  passengers,  and,  with  a  slight  rise  of  colour, 
returned  "Yes." 

"  Well,  Miss  Mullins,  I've  got  a  question  or  two  to  ask  ye. 
I  ask  it  straight  out  afore  this  crowd.  It's  in  my  rights  to 
take  ye  aside  and  ask  it — but  that  ain't  my  style ;  I'm  no 
detective.  I  needn't  ask  it  at  all,  but  act  as  ef  I  knowed 
the  answer,  or  I  might  leave  it  to  be  asked  by  others. 
Ye  needn't  answer  it  ef  ye  don't  like;  ye've  got  a  friend 
over  thar — Judge  Thompson — who  is  a  friend  to  ye,  right 
or  wrong,  jest  as  any  other  man  here  is — as  though  ye'd 
packed  your  own  jury.  Well,  the  simple  question  I've  got 
to  ask  ye  is  this — Did  you  signal  to  anybody  from  the 
coach  when  we  passed  Galloper's  an  hour  ago?" 

We  all  thought  that  Bill's  courage  and  audacity  had 
reached  its  climax  here.  To  openly  and  publicly  accuse 
a  "lady"  before  a  group  of  chivalrous  Californians,  and 
that  lady  possessing  the  further  attractions  of  youth,  good 
looks,  and  innocence,  was  little  short  of  desperation.  There 
was  an  evident  movement  of  adhesion  towards  the  fair 
strancrer,  a  slicrht  muttering  broke  out  on  the  riG;ht,  but  the 
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very  boldness  of  tlie  act  held  them  in  stupefied  surprise. 
Judge  Thompson,  with  a  bland  propitiatory  smile,  began  : 
"Really,  Bill,  I  must  protest  on  behalf  of  this  young 
lady — "  when  the  fair  accused,  raising  her  eyes  to  her 
accuser,  to  the  consternation  of  everybody,  answered  with 
the  slight  but  convincing  hesitation  of  conscientious  truth- 
fulness— 

''  I  didr 

'•'  Ahem ! "  interposed  the  Judge  hastily,  "er — that  is — er — 
you  allowed  your  handkerchief  to  flutter  from  the  window. 
I  noticed  it  myself;  you  did  it  casually — one  might  even 
say  playfully — but  without  any  particular  significance." 

The  girl,  regarding  her  apologist  with  a  singular  mingling 
of  pride  and  impatience,  returned  briefly — - 

"  I  signalled." 

"  Who  did  you  signal  to  ?  "  asked  Bill  gravely. 

"  The  young  gentleman  I'm  going  to  marry." 

A  start,  followed  by  a  slight  titter  from  the  younger 
passengers,  was  instantly  suppressed  by  a  savage  glance 
from  Bill. 

"  What  did  you  signal  to  him  for  ?  "  he  continued. 

"To  tell  him  I  was  here,  and  that  it  was  all  right," 
returned  the  young  girl,  with  a  steadily  rising  pride  and 
colour. 

"  Wot  was  all  right?  "  demanded  Bill. 

"  That  I  wasn't  followed,  and  that  he  could  meet  me 
on  the  road  beyond  Cass's  Ridge  Station."  She  hesitated 
a  moment,  and  then,  with  a  still  greater  pride,  in  which 
a  youthful  defiance  was  still  mingled,  said  :  "  I've  run 
away  from  home  to  marry  him.  And  I  mean  to  !  No 
one  can  stop  me.  Dad  didn't  like  him  just  because  he  was 
poor,  and  dad's  got  money.  Dad  wanted  me  to  marry 
a  man  I  hate,  and  got  a  lot  of  dresses  and  things  to 
bribe  me." 
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"And  you're  taking  them  in  your  trunk  to  the  other  feller  ?" 
said  Bill  grimly. 

"  Yes  ;  he's  poor,"  returned  the  girl  defiantly. 

"  Then  your  father's  name  is  MuUins  ?  "  asked  Bill. 

"  It's  not  MuUins.  I— I — took  that  name,"  she  hesi- 
tated, with  her  frrst  exhibition  of  self-consciousness. 

"Wot  is  his  name?" 

"  Eli  Hemmings." 

A  smile  of  relief  and  significance  went  round  the  circle. 
The  fame  of  Eli  or  "Skinner"  Hemmings  as  a  notorious 
miser  and  usurer  had  passed  even  beyond  Galloper's 
Ridge. 

"  The  step  that  you're  taking,  Miss  MuUins,  I  need  not 
teU  you,  is  one  of  great  gravity,"  said  Judge  Thompson, 
with  a  certain  paternal  seriousness  of  manner,  in  which, 
however,  we  were  glad  to  detect  a  glaring  affectation,  "  and 
I  trust  that  you  and  your  affianced  have  fuUy  weighed  it. 
Far  be  it  from  me  to  interfere  with  or  question  the  natural 
affections  of  two  young  people,  but  may  I  ask  you  what 
you  know  of  the — er — young  gentleman  for  whom  you  are 
sacrificing  so  much,  and,  perhaps,  imperilling  your  whole 
future?     For  instance,  have  you  known  him  long?" 

The  slightly  troubled  air  of  trying  to  understand— not 
unlike  the  vague  wonderment  of  childhood — with  which 
Miss  MuUins  had  received  the  beginning  of  this  exordium, 
changed  to  a  relieved  smile  of  comprehension  as  she  said 
quickly,  "  Oh  yes,  nearly  a  whole  year." 

"  And,"  said  the  Judge,  smiling,  "  has  he  a  vocation — is 
he  in  business?" 

"Oh  yes,"  she  returned,  "he's  a  collector." 

"A  collector?" 

"Yes;  he  collects  bills,  you  know — money,"  she  went  on, 
with  childish  eagerness,  "not  for  himself^At-  never  has  any 
money,  poor  Charley— but  for  his  firm.     It's  dreadful  hard 
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work,  too;  keeps  him  out  for  days  and  nights,  over  bad 
roads  and  baddest  weather.  Sometimes,  when  he's  stole 
over  to  the  ranch  just  to  see  me,  he's  been  so  bad  he  could 
scarcely  keep  his  seat  in  the  saddle,  much  less  stand.  And 
he's  got  to  take  mighty  big  risks,  too.  Times  the  folks  are 
cross  with  him  and  won't  pay ;  once  they  shot  him  in  the 
arm,  and  he  came  to  me,  and  I  helped  do  it  up  for  him. 
But  he  don't  mind.  He's  real  brave,  jest  as  brave  as  he's 
good."  There  was  such  a  wholesome  ring  of  truth  in  this 
pretty  praise  that  we  were  touched  in  sympathy  with  the 
speaker. 

"What  firm  does  he  collect  for?"  asked  the  Judge 
gently. 

'•I  don't  know  exactly — he  won't  tell  me— but  I  think 
it's  a  Spanish  firm.  You  see" — she  took  us  all  into  her 
confidence  with  a  sweeping  smile  of  innocent  yet  hah"- 
mischievous  artfulness — "I  only  know  because  I  peeped 
over  a  letter  he  once  got  from  his  firm,  telling  him  he  must 
hustle  up  and  be  ready  for  the  road  the  next  day — but  I 
think  the  name  was  Martinez — yes,  Ramon  Martinez." 

In  the  dead  silence  that  ensued — a  silence  so  profound 
that  we  could  hear  the  horses  in  the  distant  stable-yard  rat- 
tling their  harness — one  of  the  younger  "Excelsior"  boys 
burst  into  a  hysteric  laugh,  but  the  fierce  eye  of  Yuba 
Bill  was  down  upon  him,  and  seemed  to  instantly  stiffen 
him  into  a  silent,  grinning  mask.  The  young  girl,  however, 
took  no  note  of  it;  following  out,  with  lover-like  diffusive- 
ness, the  reminiscences  thus  awakened,  she  went  on — • 

"Yes,  it's  mighty  hard  work,  but  he  says  it's  all  for  me, 
and  as  soon  as  we're  married  he'll  quit  it.  He  might  have 
quit  it  before,  but  he  won't  take  no  money  of  me,  nor  what 
I  told  him  I  could  get  out  of  dad  !  That  ain't  his  style. 
He's  mighty  proud — if  he  is  poor — is  Charley.  Why,  thar's 
all  ma's  money  which  she  left  me  in  the  Savin's  Bank  that 
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I  wanted  to  draw  out— for  I  had  the  right — and  give  it  to 
him,  but  he  wouldn't  hear  of  it.  Why,  he  wouldn't  take 
one  of  the  things  I've  got  with  me,  if  he  knew  it.  And  so 
he  goes  on  ridin'  and  ridin',  here  and  there  and  everywhere, 
and  gettin'  more  and  more  played  out  and  sad,  and  thin 
and  pale  as  a  spirt,  and  always  so  uneasy  about  his  busi- 
ness, and  startin'  up  at  times  when  we're  meetin'  out  in  the 
South  Woods  or  in  the  far  clearin',  and  sayin',  '  I  must  be 
goin'  now,  Polly,'  and  yet  always  tryin'  to  be  chiffle  and 
chipper  afore  me.  Why,  he  must  have  rid  miles  and  miles 
to  have  watched  for  me  thar  in  the  brush  at  the  foot  of 
Galloper's  to-night,  jest  to  see  if  all  was  safe,  and  Lordy  1 
I'd  have  given  him  the  signal  and  sliovved  a  light  if  I'd  died 
for  it  the  next  minit.  There !  That's  what  I  know  of 
Charley — that's  what  I'm  running  away  from  home  for — 
that's  what  I'm  running  to  him  for,  and  I  don't  care  who 
knows  it !  And  I  only  wish  I'd  done  it  afore— and  I 
would — if — if — if — he'd  only  asked  me  1  There  now  !  " 
She  stopped,  panted,  and  choked.  Then  one  of  the 
sudden  transitions  of  youthful  emotion  overtook  the  eager, 
laughing  face ;  it  clouded  up  with  the  swift  change  of  child- 
hood, a  lightning  quiver  of  expression  broke  over  it — and — 
then  came  the  rain  ! 

I  think  this  simple  act  completed  our  utter  demoralisa- 
tion !  We  smiled  feebly  at  each  other  with  that  assumption 
of  masculine  superiority  which  is  miserably  conscious  of  its 
own  helplessness  at  such  moments.  We  looked  out  of  the 
window,  blew  our  noses,  said,  "Eh— what?"  and  "I  say," 
vaguely  to  each  other,  and  were  greatly  relieved  and  yet 
apparently  astonished  when  Yuba  Bill,  who  had  turned  his 
back  upon  the  fair  speaker,  and  was  kicking  the  logs  in  the 
fireplace,  suddenly  swept  down  upon  us  and  bundled  us  all 
into  the  road,  leaving  Miss  Mullins  alone.  Then  he  walked 
aside  with  Judge  Thompson  for  a  few  moments;  returned 
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to  us,  autocratically  demanded-  of  the  party  a  complete 
reticence  towards  Miss  MuUins  on  the  subject-matter  under 
discussion,  re-entered  the  station,  reappeared  with  the 
young  lady,  suppressed  a  faint  idiotic  cheer  which  broke 
from  us  at  the  spectacle  of  her  innocent  face  once  more 
cleared  and  rosy,  climbed  the  box,  and  in  another  moment 
we  were  under  way. 

"  Then  she  don't  know  what  her  lover  is  yet  ? ''  asked  the 
Expressman  eagerly. 

"  No." 

"Arejiw^  certain  it's  one  of  the  gang?" 

"  Can't  say  for  sure.  It  mout  be  a  young  chap  from 
Yolo  who  bucked  agin  the  tiger  ^  at  Sacramento,  got  regu- 
larly cleaned  out  and  busted,  and  joined  the  gang  for  a 
flier.  They  say  thar  was  a  new  hand  in  that  job  over  at 
Keeley's — and  a  mighty  game  one,  too — and  ez  there  was 
some  buckshot  onloaded  that  trip,  he  might  hev  got  his 
share,  and  that  would  tally  with  what  the  girl  said  about 
his  arm.  See  !  Ef  that's  the  man,  I've  heered  he  was  the 
son  of  some  big  preacher  in  the  States,  and  a  college  sharp 
to  boot,  who  ran  wild  in  'P'risco,  and  played  himself  for  all 
he  was  worth.  They're  the  wust  kind  to  kick  when  they 
once  get  a  foot  over  the  traces.  For  stiddy,  comfb'le  kem- 
pany,"  added  Bill  reflectively,  "give  me  the  son  of  a  man 
that  was  hajiged I" 

"  But  what  are  you  going  to  do  about  this  ?  " 

"  That  depends  upon  the  feller  who  comes  to  meet  her." 

"  But  you  ain't  goin'  to  try  to  take  him  ?  That  would  be 
playing  it  pretty  low  down  on  them  both." 

"  Keep  your  hair  on,  Jimmy  !     The  Judge  and  me  are 

only  going  to  rastle  with  the  sperrit  of  that  gay  young 

galoot  when  he  drops  down  for  his  girl — and  exhort  him 

pow'ful !     Ef  he  allows  he's  convicted  of  sin,  and  will  find 

^  i.e.  [rambled  at  faro. 
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the  Lord,  we'll  marry  him  and  the  gal  offhand  at  the  next 
station,  and  the  Judge  will  officiate  himself  for  nothin'. 
We're  going  to  have  this  yer  elopement  done  on  the  square 
— and  our  waybill  clean — you  bet !  " 

"  But  you  don't  suppose  he'll  trust  himself  in  your 
hands? " 

"  Polly  will  signal  to  him  that  it's  all  square.'' 

"  Ah  !  "  said  the  Expressman.  Nevertheless  in  those  few 
moments  the  men  seemed  to  have  exchanged  dispositions. 
The  Expressman  looked  doubtfully,  critically,  and  even 
cynically  before  him.  Bill's  face  had  relaxed,  and  some- 
thing like  a  bland  smile  beamed  across  it,  as  he  drove 
confidently  and  unhesitatingly  forward. 

Day,  meantime,  although  full  blown  and  radiant  on  the 
mountain  summits  around  us,  was  yet  nebulous  and  un- 
certain in  the  valleys  into  which  we  were  plunging.  Lights 
still  glimmered  in  the  cabins  and  few  ranch  buildings  which 
began  to  indicate  the  thicker  settlements.  And  the  shadows 
were  heaviest  in  a  little  copse,  where  a  note  from  Judge 
Thompson  in  the  coach  was  handed  up  to  Yuba  Bill,  who 
at  once  slowly  began  to  draw  up  his  horses.  The  coach 
stopped  finally  near  the  junction  of  a  small  cross  road.  At 
the  same  moment  Miss  MuUins  slipped  down  from  the 
vehicle,  and,  with  a  parting  wave  of  her  hand  to  the  Judge, 
who  had  assisted  her  from  the  steps,  tripped  down  the  cross 
road,  and  disappeared  in  its  semi-obscurity.  To  our  sur- 
prise the  stage  waited,  Bill  holding  the  reins  listlessly  in  his 
hands.  Five  minutes  passed — an  eternity  of  expectation — 
and  as  there  was  that  in  Yuba  Bill's  face  which  forbade 
idle  questioning,  an  aching  void  of  silence  also!  This  was 
at  last  broken  by  a  strange  voice  from  the  road — 

"Go  on — we'll  follow." 

The  coach  started  forward.  Presently  we  heard  the 
sound  of  other  wheels  behind  us.     We  all  craned  our  necks 
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backward  to  get  a  view  of  the  unknown,  but  by  the  growing 
hght  we  could  only  see  that  we  were  followed  at  a  distance 
by  a  buggy  with  two  figures  in  it.  Evidently  Polly  MuUins 
and  her  lover !  We  hoped  that  they  would  pass  us.  But 
the  vehicle,  although  drawn  by  a  fast  horse,  preserved 
its  distance  always,  and  it  was  plain  that  its  driver  had 
no  desire  to  satisfy  our  curiosity.  The  Expressman  had 
recourse  to  Bill. 

"Is  it  the  man  you  thought  of?  "  he  asked  eagerly. 

"  I  reckon,"  said  Bill  briefly. 

"  But,"  continued  the  Expressman,  returning  to  his  former 
scepticism,  "  what's  to  keep  them  both  from  levanting  to- 
gether now  ?  " 

Bill  jerked  his  hand  towards  the  boot  with  a  grim  smile. 

"  Their  baggage." 

"  Oh  !  "  said  the  Expressman. 

"  Yes,"  continued  Bill.  "  We'll  hang  on  to  that  gal's  little 
frills  and  fixin's  until  this  yer  job's  settled,  and  the  cere- 
mony's over,  just  as  ef  we  waz  her  own  father.  And  what's 
more,  young  man,"  he  added,  suddenly  turning  to  the  Ex- 
pressman, ^^ you'll  express  them  trunks  of  hers  through  to 
Sacramento  with  your  kempany's  labels,  and  hand  her  the 
receipts  and  checks  for  them,  so  she  can  get  'em  there. 
That'll  keep  him  outer  temptation  and  the  reach  o'  the 
gang,  until  they  get  away  among  white  men  and  civilisation 
again.  When  your  hoary-headed  ole  grandfather — or,  to 
speak  plainer,  that  partikler  old  whisky-soaker  known  as 
Yuba  Bill,  wot  sits  on  this  box,"  he  continued,  with  a 
diabolical  wink  at  the  Expressman — "  waltzes  in  to  pervide 
for  a  young  couple  jest  startin'  in  life,  thar's  nothin'  mean 
about  his  style,  you  bet.  He  fills  the  bill  every  time  ! 
Speshul  Providences  take  a  back  seat  when  he's  around." 

When  the  station  hotel  and  straggling  settlement  of  Sugar 
Pine,  now  distinct  and  clear  in  the  growing  light,  at  last 
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rose  within  rillesliot  on  the  plateau,  the  buggy  suddenly 
darted  swiftly  by  us — so  swiftly  that  the  faces  of  the  two 
occupants  were  barely  distinguishable  as  they  passed — and 
keeping  the  lead  by  a  dozen  lengths,  reached  the  door  of 
the  hotel.  The  young  girl  and  her  companion  leaped  down 
and  vanished  within  as  we  drew  up.  They  had  evidently 
determined  to  elude  our  curiosity,  and  were  successful. 

But  the  material  appetites  of  the  passengers,  sharpened 
by  the  keen  mountain  air,  were  more  potent  than  their 
curiosity,  and,  as  the  breakfast-bell  rang  out  at  the  moment 
the  stage  stopped,  a  majority  of  them  rushed  into  the 
dining-room  and  scrambled  for  places,  without  giving  much 
heed  to  the  vanished  couple  or  to  the  Judge  and  Yuba  Bill, 
who  had  disappeared  also.  The  through  coach  to  Marys- 
ville  and  Sacramento  was  likewise  waiting,  for  Sugar  Pine 
was  the  limit  of  Bill's  ministration,  and  the  coach  which  we 
had  just  left  went  no  further.  In  the  course  of  twenty 
minutes,  however,  there  was  a  slight  and  somewhat  cere- 
monious bustling  in  the  hall  and  on  the  verandah,  and  Yuba 
Bill  and  the  Judge  reappeared.  The  latter  was  leading, 
with  some  elaboration  of  manner  and  detail,  the  shapely 
figure  of  Miss  Mullins,  and  Yuba  Bill  was  accompanying 
her  companion  to  the  buggy.  We  all  rushed  to  the  windows 
to  get  a  good  view  of  the  mysterious  stranger  and  probable 
ex-brigand,  whose  life  was  now  linked  with  our  fair  fellow- 
passenger.  I  am  afraid,  however,  that  we  all  participated 
in  a  certain  impression  of  disappointment  and  doubt. 
Handsome  and  even  cultivated-looking,  he  assuredly  was  — 
young  and  vigorous  in  appearance.  But  there  was  a  certain 
half-ashamed,  half-defiant  suggestion  in  his  expression,  yet 
coupled  with  a  watchful,  lurking  uneasiness  which  was  not 
pleasant  and  hardly  becoming  in  a  bridegroom — and  the 
possessor  of  such  a  bride.  But  the  frank,  joyous,  innocent 
face  of  Polly  MuUins,  resplendent  with  a  simple,  happy 
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confidence,  melted  our  hearts  a^ain,  and  condoned  the 
fellow's  shortcomings.  We  waved  our  hands.  I  think  we 
would  have  given  three  rousing  cheers  as  they  drove  away 
if  the  omnipotent  eye  of  Yuba  Bill  had  not  been  upon  us. 
It  was  well,  for  the  next  moment  we  were  summoned  to  the 
presence  of  that  soft-hearted  autocrat. 

We  found  him  alone  with  the  Judge  in  a  private  sitting- 
room,  standing  before  a  table  on  which  there  was  a  decanter 
and  glasses.  As  we  filed  expectantly  into  the  room,  and 
the  door  closed  behind  us,  he  cast  a  glance  of  hesitating 
tolerance  over  the  group. 

"Gentlemen,"  he  said  slowly,  '-you  was  all  present  at 
the  beginnin'  of  a  little  game  this  mornin',  and  the  Judge 
thar  thinks  that  you  oughter  be  let  in  at  the  finish,     /don't 

see  that  it's  any  oi your  d d  business — so  to  speak — but 

ez  the  Judge  here  allows  you're  all  in  the  secret,  I've  called 
you  in  to  take  a  partin'  drink  to  the  health  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Charley  Byng — ez  is  now  comf'ably  off  on  their  bridal 
tower.  What  you  know  or  what  you  suspects  of  the  young 
galoot  that's  married  the  gal  ain't  worth  shucks  to  anybody, 
and  I  wouldn't  give  it  to  a  yaller  pup  to  play  with,  but  the 
Judge  thinks  you  ought  all  to  promise  right  here  that  you'll 
keep  it  dark.  That's  his  opinion.  Ez  far  as  my  opinion 
goes,  gen'lmen,"  continued  Bill,  with  greater  blandness 
and  apparent  cordiality,  "  I  wanter  simply  remark,  in  a 
keerless,  offhand  gin'ral  way,  that  ef  I  ketch  any  God- 
forsaken, lop-eared,  chuckle-headed  blatherin'  idjet  airin' 
his  opinion " 

"  One  moment,  Bill,"  interposed  Judge  Thompson,  with 
a  grave  smile — "  let  me  explain.  You  understand,  gentle- 
men," he  said,  turning  to  us,  "the  singular,  and  I  may  say 
affecting,  situation  which  our  good-hearted  friend  here  has 
done  so  much  to  bring  to  what  we  hope  will  be  a  happy  ter- 
mination.    I  want  to  give  here,  as  my  professional  opinion. 
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that  there  is  nothing  in  his  request  which,  in  your  capacity 
as  good  citizens  and  law-abiding  men,  you  may  not  grant. 
I  want  to  tell  you  also,  that  you  are  condoning  no  offence 
against  the  statutes ;  that  there  is  not  a  particle  of  legal 
evidence  before  us  of  the  criminal  antecedents  of  Mr. 
Charles  Byng,  except  tiiat  which  has  been  told  you  by  the 
innocent  lips  of  his  betrothed,  which  the  law  of  the  land 
has  now  sealed  for  ever  in  the  mouth  of  his  wife ;  and  that 
our  own  actual  experience  of  his  acts  have  been  in  the 
main  exculpatory  of  any  previous  irregularity — if  not  in- 
compatible wiih  it.  Briefly,  no  judge  would  charge,  no 
jury  convict,  on  such  evidence.  When  I  add  that  the 
young  girl  is  of  legal  age,  that  there  is  no  evidence  of  any- 
previous  undue  influence,  but  rather  of  the  reverse,  on  the 
part  of  the  bridegroom,  and  that  I  was  content,  as  a  magis- 
trate, to  perform  the  ceremony,  I  think  you  will  be  satisfied 
to  give  your  promise,  for  the  sake  of  the  bride,  and  drink  a 
happy  life  to  them  both." 

I  need  not  say  that  we  did  this  cheerfully,  and  even  ex- 
torted from  Bill  a  grunt  of  satisfaction.  The  majority  of 
the  company,  however,  who  were  going  with  the  through 
coach  to  Sacramento,  then  took  their  leave,  and,  as  we 
accompanied  them  to  the  verandah,  we  could  see  that  Miss 
Polly  Mullins's  trunks  were  already  transferred  to  the  other 
vehicle  under  the  protecting  seals  and  labels  of  the  all- 
potent  Express  Company.  Then  the  whip  cracked,  the 
coach  rolled  away,  and  the  last  traces  of  the  adventurous 
young  couple  disappeared  in  the  hanging  red  dust  of  its 
wheels. 

But  Yuba  Bill's  grim  satisfaction  at  the  happy  issue  of 
the  episode  seemed  to  suffer  no  abatement.  He  even 
exceeded  his  usual  deliberately  regulated  potations,  and 
standing  comfortably  with  his  back  to  the  centre  of  the 
now  deserted  bar-room,  was  more  than  usually  loquacious 


54  An  IngcUuie  of  the  Sierras. 

with  the  Expressman.  "  You  see,"  he  said,  in  bland  re- 
miniscence, "  when  your  old  Uncle  Bill  takes  hold  of  a  job 
like  this,  he  puts  it  straight  through  without  changin'  hosses. 
Yet  thar  was  a  moment,  young  feller,  when  I  thought  I  was 
stompt !  It  was  when  we'd  made  up  our  mind  to  make 
that  chap  tell  the  gal  fust  all  what  he  was  !  Ef  she'd  rared 
or  kicked  in  the  traces,  or  hung  back  only  ez  much  ez  that, 
we'd  hev  given  him  jest  five  minits'  law  to  get  up  and  get 
and  leave  her,  and  we'd  hev  toted  that  gal  and  her  fixin's 
back  to  her  dad  again  !  But  she  jest  gave  a  little  scream 
and  start,  and  then  went  off  inter  hysterics,  right  on  his 
buzzum,  laughin'  and  cryin',  and  sayin'  that  nothin'  should 
part  'em.  Gosh  !  if  I  didn't  think  he  woz  more  cut  up  than 
she  about  it.  For  a  minit  it  looked  as  ef  he  didn't  allow  to 
marry  her  arter  all,  but  that  passed,  and  they  was  married 
hard  and  fast — you  bet !  I  reckon  he's  had  enough  of 
stayin'  out  o'  nights  to  last  him,  and  ef  the  valley  settle- 
ments hevn't  got  hold  of  a  very  shining  member,  at  least 
the  foothills  hev  got  shut  of  one  more  of  the  Ramon 
Martinez  gang." 

"What's  that  about  the  Ramon  Martinez  gang?"  said 
a  quiet,  potential  voice. 

Bill  turned  quickly.  It  was  the  voice  of  the  Divisional 
Superintendent  of  the  Express  Company — a  man  of  eccentric 
determination  of  character,  and  one  of  the  few  whom  the 
autocratic  Bill  recognised  as  an  equal — who  had  just 
entered  the  bar-room.  His  dusty  pongee  cloak  and  soft  bat 
indicated  that  he  had  that  morning  arrived  on  a  round 
of  inspection. 

"  Don't  care  if  I  do,  Bill,"  he  continued,  in  response  to 
Bill's  invitatory  gesture,  walking  to  the  bar.  "  It's  a  little 
raw  out  on  the  road.  Well,  what  were  you  saying  about 
Ramon  Martinez'  gang  ?  You  haven't  come  across  one 
of  'em,  have  you  ?  " 
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"  No,"  said  Bill,  with  a  slight  blinking  of  his  eye,  as  he 
ostentatiously  lifted  his  glass  to  the  light. 

"  And  you  won't"  added  the  superintendent,  leisurely 
sipping  his  liquor.  "  For  the  fact  is,  the  gang  is  about 
played  out ;  not  from  want  of  a  job  now  and  then,  but 
from  the  difficulty  of  disposing  of  the  results  of  their  work. 
Since  the  new  instructions  to  the  agents  to  identify  and 
trace  all  dust  and  bullion  offered  to  them  went  into 
force,  you  see  they  can't  get  rid  of  their  swag.  All  the 
gang  are  spotted  at  the  offices,  and  it  costs  too  much  for 
them  to  pay  a  fence  or  a  middleman  of  any  standing. 
Why,  all  that  flaky  river  gold  they  took  from  the  Excelsior 
Company  can  be  ident.fied  as  easy  as  if  it  was  stamped 
with  the  company's  mark.  They  can't  melt  it  down  them- 
selves ;  they  can't  get  others  to  do  it  for  them  ;  they  can't 
ship  it  to  the  ^lint  or  Assay  Offices  in  Marysville  and  'Frisco, 
for  they  won't  take  it  without  our  certificate  and  seals,  and 
^ve  don't  take  any  undeclared  freiglit  within  the  lines  that 
we've  drawn  around  their  beat,  except  from  people  and 
agents  known.  Why,  you  know  that  well  enough,  Jim," 
he  said,  suddenly  appealing  to  the  Expressman,  "don't 
you  ?  " 

Possibly  the  suddenness  of  the  appeal  caused  the  Ex- 
pressman to  swallow  his  liquor  the  wrong  way,  for  he  was 
overtaken  with  a  fit  of  coughing,  and  stammered  hastily  as 
he  laid  down  his  glass,  "Yes — of  course — certainly." 

"No,  sir,"  resumed  the  superintendent  cheerfully,  "they're 
pretty  well  played  out.  And  the  best  proof  of  it  is  that 
they've  lately  been  robbing  ordinary  passengers'  trunks. 
There  was  a  freight  waggon  '  held  up '  near  Dow's  Flat 
the  other  day,  and  a  lot  of  baggage  gone  through.  I  had 
to  go  down  there  to  look  into  it.  Darned  if  they  hadn't 
lifted  a  lot  o'  woman's  wedding  things  from  that  rich  couple 
who  got  married  the  other  day  out  at  Marysville.     Looks  as 
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if  they  were  playing  it  rather  low  down,  don't  it  ?  Coming 
down  to  hard  pan  and  the  bed  rock — eh?" 

The  Expressman's  face  was  turned  anxiously  towards  Bill, 
who,  with  a  hurried  gulp  of  his  remaining  liquor,  still  stood 
staring  at  the  window.  Then  he  slowly  drew  on  one  of  his 
large  gloves.  "Ye  didn't,"  he  said,  with  a  slow,  drawling, 
but  perfectly  distinct  articulation,  "  happen  to  know  old 
'Skinner'  Hemmings  when  you  were  over  there?" 

"  Yes." 

"  And  his  daughter  ?  " 

"  He  hasn't  got  any." 

"  A  sort  o'  mild,  innocent,  guileless  child  of  nature  ?  " 
persisted  Bill,  with  a  yellow  face,  a  deadly  calm  and  Satanic 
deliberation. 

"  No.  I  tell  you  he  hasn't  any  daughter.  Old  man 
Hemmings  is  a  confirmed  old  bachelor.  He's  too  mean 
to  support  more  than  one." 

"And  you  didn't  happen  to  know  any  o'  that  Martinez 
gang,  did  ye  ?  "  continued  Bill,  with  infinite  protraction. 

"  Yes.  Knew  'em  all.  There  was  French  Pete,  Cherokee 
Bob,  Kanaka  Joe,  One-eyed  Stillson,  Softy  Brown,  Spanish 
Jack,  and  two  or  three  Greasers." 

"  And  ye  didn't  know  a  man  by  the  name  of  Charley 
Byng?" 

"  No,"  returned  the  superintendent,  with  a  slight  sugges- 
tion of  weariness  and  a  distraught  glance  towards  the  door. 

"  A  dark,  stylish  chap,  with  shifty  black  eyes,  and  a 
curled-up  merstache  ?  "  continued  Bill,  with  dry,  colourless 
persistence. 

"  No.  Look  here.  Bill,  I'm  in  somewhat  of  a  hurry — but 
1  suppose  you  must  have  your  little  joke  before  we  part. 
Now,  what  is  your  little  game  ?  " 

"  Wot  you  mean  ?"  demanded  Bill,  with  sudden  brusque- 
ness. 
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"  Mean  ?  Well,  old  man,  you  know  as  well  as  I  do  that 
you're  giving  me  the  very  description  of  Ramon  Martinez 
himself,  ha  !  ha  !  No — Bill  1  you  didn't  play  me  this  time. 
You're  mighty  spry  and  clever,  but  you  didn't  catch  on  just 
then." 

He  nodded  and  moved  away  with  a  light  laugh.  Bill 
turned  a  stony  face  to  the  Expressman.  Suddenly  a  gleam 
of  mirth  came  into  his  gloomy  eyes.  He  bent  over  the 
young  man,  and  said  in  a  hoarse,  chuckling  whisper — 

"  But  I  got  even  after  all  I " 

"How?" 

"  He's  tied  up  to  that  lying  little  she-devil,  hard  and 
fast." 


Cf)e  IRcformation  of  31amcief  EeDDp* 


PART   I. 

It  was  a  freshly  furrowed  field,  so  large  that  the  eye  at  first 
scarcely  took  in  its  magnitude.  The  irregular  surface  of 
upturned,  oily,  wave-shaped  clods  that  took  the  appearance 
of  a  vast,  black,  chopping  sea,  actually  reached  from  the 
shore  line  of  San  Francisco  Bay  to  the  low  hills  of  the 
coast  range.  The  sea-breeze  that  blew  chilly  over  this 
bleak  expanse  added  to  that  fancy,  and  the  line  of  straggling 
whitewashed  farm-buildings  which,  half-way  across,  lifted 
themselves  above  it,  seemed  to  be  placed  on  an  island 
in  its  midst.  Even  the  one  or  two  huge,  misshapen 
agricultural  machines  abandoned  in  the  furrows,  bore 
an  odd  resemblance  to  hulks  or  barges  adrift  upon  its 
waste. 

This  marine  suggestion  was  equally  noticeable  from  the 
door  of  one  of  the  farm-buildings— a  long  detached  wooden 
shed — into  which  a  number  of  farm-labourers  were  slowly 
filing,  although  one  man  was  apparently  enough  impressed 
by  it  to  linger  and  gaze  over  that  rigid  sea.  Except  in  their 
rough  dress  and  the  labour-stains  of  soil  upon  their  hands 
and  faces,  they  represented  no  particular  type  or  class.  They 
were  young  and  old,  robust  and  delicate,  dull  and  intelligent ; 
kept  together  only  by  some  philosophical,  careless,  or  humo- 
rous acceptance  of  equally  enforced  circumstance  in  their 
labours,  as  convicts  might  have  been.     For  thev  had  been 
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picked  up  on  the  streets  and  wharves  of  San  Francisco — 
discharged  sailors,  broken-down  miners,  helpless  new- 
comers, unemployed  professional  men,  and  ruined  traders — 
to  assist  in  ploughing  and  planting  certain  broad  leagues  of 
rich  alluvial  soil  for  a  speculative  joint-stock  company,  at  a 
weekly  wage  that  would  have  made  an  European  peasant 
independent  for  half  a  year.  Yet  there  was  no  enthusiasm 
in  their  labour,  although  it  was  seldom  marked  by  absolute 
laziness  or  evasion,  and  was  more  often  hindered  by  ill- 
regulated  "spurts"  and  excessive  effort,  as  if  the  labourer 
was  anxious  to  get  through  with  it.  Indeed,  in  the  few 
confidences  they  exchanged  there  was  little  allusion  to  the 
present ;  they  talked  chiefly  of  what  they  were  going  to  do 
when  their  work  was  over.  They  were  gregarious  only  at 
their  meals  in  one  of  the  sheds,  or  when  at  night  they 
sought  their  "bunks"  or  berths  together  in  the  larger 
building. 

The  man  who  had  lingered  to  look  at  the  dreary  prospect 
had  a  somewhat  gloomy,  discontented  face,  whose  sensitive 
lines  indicated  a  certain  susceptibility  to  such  impressions. 
He  was  further  distinguished  by  having  also  lingered  longer 
with  the  washing  of  his  hands  and  face  in  the  battered  tin 
basin  on  a  stool  beside  the  door,  and  by  the  circumstance 
that  the  operation  revealed  the  fact  that  they  were  whiter 
than  those  of  his  companions.  Drying  his  fingers  slowly 
on  the  long  roller-towel,  he  stood  gazing  with  a  kind  of 
hard  abstraction  across  the  darkening  field,  the  strip  of 
faded,  colourless  shore,  and  the  chill,  grey  sea,  to  the  divid- 
ing point  of  land  on  the  opposite  coast,  which,  in  the  dying 
daylight,  was  silhouetted  against  the  cold  horizon. 

He  knew  that  around  that  point  and  behind  it  lay  the 
fierce,  half-grown,  half-tamed  city  of  yesterday  that  had 
worked  his  ruin.  It  was  scarcely  a  year  ago  that  he  had 
plunged   into    its    wildest   excesses  —  a    reckless   gambler 
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among  speculators,  a  hopeless  speculator  among  gamblers 
— until  the  little  fortune  he  had  brought  thither  had  been 
swept  away. 

From  time  to  time  he  had  kept  up  his  failing  spirit  with 
the  feverish  exaltation  of  dissipation,  until,  awakening  from 
a  drunkard's  dream  one  morning,  he  had  found  himself  on 
board  a  steamboat  crossing  the  bay  in  company  with  a  gang 
of  farm-labourers  with  whom  he  was  hired.  A  bitter  smile 
crossed  his  lips  as  his  eyes  hovered  over  the  cold,  rugged 
fields  before  him.  Yet  he  knew  that  they  had  saved  him. 
The  unaccustomed  manual  labour  in  the  open  air,  the 
regular  hours,  the  silent,  heavy,  passionless  nights,  the  plain 
but  wholesome  food,  were  all  slowly  restoring  his  youth  and 
strength  again.  Temptation  and  passion  had  alike  fled 
these  unlovely  fields  and  grim  employment.  Yet  he  was 
not  grateful.  He  nursed  his  dreary  convalescence  as  he 
had  his  previous  dissipation,  as  part  of  a  wrong  done  him 
by  one  for  whose  sake,  he  was  wont  to  believe,  he  had 
sacrificed  himself.     That  person  was  a  woman. 

Turning  at  last  from  the  prospect  and  his  bitter  memories 
to  join  his  companions,  he  found  that  they  had  all  passed 
in.  The  benches  before  the  long  table  on  which  supper 
was  spread  were  already  filled,  and  he  stood  in  hesitation, 
looking  down  the  line  of  silent  and  hungrily  preoccupied 
men  on  either  side.  A  young  girl,  who  was  standing  near 
a  smaller  serving-table,  apparently  assisting  an  older  woman 
in  directing  the  operations  of  half-a-dozen  Chinese  waiters, 
moved  forward  and  cleared  a  place  for  him  at  a  side-table, 
pushing  before  it  the  only  chair  in  the  room — the  one  she 
had  lately  vacated.  As  she  placed  some  of  the  dishes  be- 
fore him  with  a  timid  ostentation,  and  her  large  but  well- 
shaped  hands  came  suddenly  in  contact  with,  and  in  direst 
contrast  to,  his  own  whiter  and  more  delicate  ones,  she 
blushed  faintly.     He  lifted  his  eyes  to  hers. 
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He  had  seen  her  half-a-dozen  times  before,  for  she  was 
the  daughter  of  the  ranch  superintendent,  and  occasionally 
assisted  her  mother  in  this  culinary  supervision — which  did 
not,  however,  bring  her  into  any  familiar  association  with 
the  men.  Even  the  younger  ones,  perhaps  from  over-con- 
sciousness of  their  inferior  position  or  the  preoccupation  of 
their  labour,  never  indulged  in  any  gallantry  toward  her, 
and  he  himself,  in  his  revulsion  of  feeling  against  the  whole 
sex,  had  scarcely  noticed  that  she  was  good-looking.  But 
this  naive  exhibition  of  preference  could  not  be  overlooked, 
either  by  his  companions,  who  smiled  cynically  across  the 
table,  or  by  himself,  from  whose  morbid  fancy  it  struck  an 
ignoble  suggestion.  Ah,  well !  the  girl  was  pretty — the 
daughter  of  his  employer,  who,  rumour  said,  owned  a  con- 
trolling share  in  the  company ;  w^hy  should  he  not  make 
this  chance  preference  lead  to  something,  if  only  to  amelio- 
rate, in  ways  like  this,  his  despicable  position  here  ?  He 
knew  the  value  of  his  good  looks,  his  superior  education, 
and  a  certain  recklessness  which  women  liked ;  why  should 
he  not  profit  by  them  as  well  as  the  one  woman  who  had 
brought  him  to  this?  He  owed  her  sex  nothing;  if  those 
among  them  who  were  not  bad  were  only  fools,  there  was 
no  reason  why  he  should  not  deceive  them  as  they  had 
him.  There  was  all  this  small  audacity  and  cynical  pur- 
pose in  his  brown  eyes  as  he  deliberately  fixed  them  on 
hers.  And  I  grieve  to  say  that  these  abominable  senti- 
ments seemed  only  to  impart  to  them  a  certain  attractive 
brilliancy,  and  a  determination  which  the  undetermining 
sex  is  too  apt  to  admire. 

She  blushed  again,  dropped  her  eyes,  replied  to  his  signifi- 
cant thanks  with  a  few  indistinct  words,  and  drew  away  from 
the  table  with  a  sudden  timidity  that  was  half  confession. 

She  did  not  approach  him  again  during  the  meal,  but 
seemed  to  have  taken  a  sudden  interest  in  the  efficiency  of 
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the  waiters  generally,  which  she  had  not  shown  before.  I 
do  not  know  whether  this  was  merely  an  effort  at  conceal- 
ment, or  an  awakened  recognition  of  her  duty ;  but  after 
the  fashion  of  her  sex — and  perhaps  in  contrast  to  his — she 
was  kinder  that  evening  to  the  average  man  on  account  of 
him.  He  did  not,  however,  notice  it.  Nor  did  her  absence 
interfere  with  his  now  healthy  appetite ;  he  finished  his 
meal,  and  only  when  he  rose  to  take  his  hat  from  the  peg 
above  him  did  he  glance  around  the  room.  Their  eyes  met 
again.  As  he  passed  out,  although  it  was  dark,  he  put  on 
his  hat  a  little  more  smartly. 

The  air  was  clear  and  cold,  but  the  outlines  of  the  land- 
scape had  vanished.  His  companions,  with  the  instinct  of 
tired  animals,  were  already  making  their  way  in  knots  of 
two  or  three,  or  in  silent  file,  across  the  intervening  space 
between  the  building  and  their  dormitory.  A  few  had 
already  lit  their  pipes  and  were  walking  leisurely ;  but  the 
majority  were  hurrying  from  the  chill  sea-breeze  to  the 
warmth  and  comfort  of  the  long,  well-lit  room,  lined  with 
blanketed  berths,  and  set  with  plain  wooden  chairs  and 
tables.  The  young  man  lingered  for  a  moment  on  the 
wooden  platform  outside  the  dining-shed — partly  to  evade 
this  only  social  gathering  of  his  fellows  as  they  retired  for 
the  night,  and  partly  attracted  by  a  strange  fascination  to 
the  faint  distant  glow,  beyond  the  point  of  land,  which  indi- 
cated the  lights  of  San  Francisco. 

There  was  a  slight  rustle  behind  him  !  It  was  the  young 
girl,  who,  with  a  white  woollen  scarf  thrown  over  her  head 
and  shoulders,  had  just  left  the  room.  She  started  when 
she  saw  him,  and  for  an  instant  hesitated. 

"  You  are  going  home,  Miss  Woodridge  ? "  he  said 
pleasantly. 

"Yes,"  she  returned,  in  a  faint,  embarrassed  voice.  "I 
thought  I'd  run  on  ahead  of  ma !  " 
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"  Will  you  allow  me  to  accompany  you  ?  " 
"It's  only  a  step,"  she  protested,  indicating  the  light  in 
the  window  of  the  superintendent's  house — the  most  remote 
of  the  group  of  buildings,  yet  scarcely  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
distant. 

"  But  it's  quite  dark,"  he  persisted  smilingly. 

She  stepped  from  the  platform  to  the  ground ;  he  in- 
stantly followed,  and  ranged  himself  at  a  little  distance  from 
her  side.  She  protested  still  feebly  against  his  "  troubling 
himself,"  but  in  another  moment  they  were  walking  on 
quietly  together.  Nevertheless,  a  few  paces  from  the 
platform  they  came  upon  the  upheaved  clods  of  the  fresh 
furrows,  and  their  progress  over  them  was  slow  and 
ditificult. 

"Shall  I  help  you?  Will  you  take  my  arm?"  he  said 
politely. 

•'No,  thank  you,  Mr.  Reddy." 

So,  she  knew  his  name  !  He  tried  to  look  into  her 
eyes,  but  the  woollen  scarf  hid  her  head.  After  all,  there 
was  nothing  strange  in  her  knowing  him ;  she  probably  had 
the  names  of  the  men  before  her  in  the  dining-room,  or  on 
the  books.     After  a  pause  he  said — 

"You  quite  startled  me.  One  becomes  such  a  mere 
working  machine  here,  that  one  quite  forgets  one's  own 
name— especially  with  the  prefix  of  '  Mr.'  " 

"  And  if  it  don't  happen  to  be  one's  real  name  either," 
said  the  girl,  with  an  odd,  timid  audacity. 

He  looked  up  quickly — more  attracted  by  her  manner 
than  her  words ;  more  amused  than  angry. 

"  But  Reddy  happens  to  be  my  real  name." 

"Oh  I" 

"  What  made  you  think  it  was  not  ?  " 

The  clods  over  which  they  were  clambering  were  so 
uneven  that  sometimes  the  young  girl  was  mounting  one 
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at  the  same  moment  that  Reddy-  was  descending  from 
another.  Her  reply,  half  muffled  in  her  shawl,  was  de- 
livered over  his  head.  "  Oh,  because  pa  says  most  of  the 
men  here  don't  give  their  real  names — they  don't  care  to 
be  known  afterward.     Ashamed  of  their  work,  I  reckon." 

His  face  flushed  a  moment,  even  in  the  darkness.  He 
7vas  ashamed  of  his  work,  and  perhaps  a  little  of  the  pitiful 
sport  he  was  beginning.  But,  oddly  enough,  the  aggressive 
criticism  only  whetted  his  purpose.  The  girl  was  evidently 
quite  able  to  take  care  of  herself;  why  should  he  be  over- 
chivalrous? 

"  It  isn't  very  pleasant  to  be  doing  the  work  of  a  horse, 
an  ox,  or  a  machine,  if  you  can  do  other  things,"  he  said 
half  seriously. 

"  But  you  never  used  to  do  anything  at  all,  did  you  ? " 
she  asked. 

He  hesitated.  Here  was  a  chance  to  give  her  an  affect- 
ing history  of  his  former  exalted  fortune  and  position,  and 
perhaps  even  to  stir  her  evidently  romantic  nature  with 
some  suggestion  of  his  sacrifices  to  one  of  her  own  sex. 
Women  liked  that  sort  of  thing.  It  aroused  at  once  their 
emulation  and  their  condemnation  of  each  other.  He 
seized  the  opportunity,  but — for  some  reason,  he  knew  not 
why — awkwardly  and  clumsily,  with  a  simulated  pathos 
that  was  lachrymose,  a  self-assertion  that  was  boastful,  and 
a  dramatic  manner  that  was  unreal.  Suddenly  the  girl 
stopped  him. 

"Yes,  I  know  all  tJiat :  pa  told  me — told  me  you'd 
been  given  away  by  some  woman." 

His  face  again  flushed^this  time  with  anger.  The 
utter  failure  of  his  story  to  excite  her  interest,  and  her 
perfect  possession  of  herself  and  the  situation — so  unlike 
her  conduct  a  few  moments  before — made  him  savagely 
silent,  and  he  clambered  on  sullenly  at  her  side.    Presently 
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she  stopped,  balancing  herself  with  a  dexterity  he  could 
not  imitate  on  one  of  the  larger  upheaved  clods,  and 
said — 

"  I  was  thinking  that,  as  you  can't  do  much  with  those 
hands  of  yours,  digging  and  shovelling,  and  not  much 
w'ith  your  feet  either,  over  ploughed  ground,  you  might  do 
some  inside  work,  that  would  pay  you  better,  too.  You 
might  help  in  the  dining-room,  setting  table  and  washing 
up,  helping  ma  and  me — though  /  don't  do  much  ex- 
cept overseeing.  I  could  show  you  what  to  do  at  first,  and 
you'd  learn  quick  enough.  If  you  say  'Yes,'  I'll  speak  to 
pa  to-night.     He'll  do  whatever  I  say." 

The  rage  and  shame  that  filled  his  breast  choked  even 
the  bitter  laugh  that  first  rose  to  his  lips.  If  he  could  have 
turned  on  his  heel  and  left  her  wuth  marked  indignation, 
he  would  have  done  so  ;  but  they  were  scarcely  half-way 
across  the  field ;  his  stumbling  retreat  would  have  only 
appeared  ridiculous,  and  he  was  by  no  means  sure  that  she 
would  not  have  looked  upon  it  as  merely  a  confession  of 
his  inability  to  keep  up  with  her.  And  yet  there  was  some- 
thing peculiarly  fascinating  and  tantalising  in  the  situation. 
She  did  not  see  the  sardonic  glitter  in  his  eye  as  he  said 
brutally — 

"  Ha  !  and  that  would  give  me  the  exquisite  pleasure  of 
being  near  you." 

She  seemed  a  little  confused,  even  under  her  enwrappings, 
and,  in  stepping  down,  her  foot  slipped.  Reddy  instantly 
scrambled  up  to  her  and  caught  her  as  she  was  pitching 
forward  into  the  furrow.  Yet  in  the  struggle  to  keep  his 
own  foothold  he  was  aware  that  she  was  assisting  hwi,  and 
although  he  had  passed  his  arm  around  her  waist,  as  if  for 
her  better  security,  it  was  only  through  her  firm  grasp  of 
his  wrists  that  he  regained  his  own  footing.  The  "cloud" 
had  fallen  back  from  her  head  and  shoulders ;  her  heavy 
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hair  had  brushed  his  cheek  and  left  its  faint  odour  in  his 
nostrils  ;  the  rounded  outline  of  her  figure  had  been  slightly 
drawn  against  his  own.  His  mean  resentment  wavered  ; 
her  proposition,  which  at  first  seemed  only  insulting,  now 
took  a  vague  form  of  satisfaction ;  his  ironical  suggestion 
seemed  a  natural  expression.  "Well,  I  say  'Yes,'  then," 
he  said,  with  an  affected  laugh.  "  That  is,  if  you  think  I 
can  manage  to  do  the  work ;  it  is  not  exactly  in  my  line, 
you  know."  Yet  he  somehow  felt  that  his  laugh  was  feeble 
and  unconvincing. 

"01:,  it's  easy  enough,"  said  the  girl  quietly.  "You've 
only  got  to  be  clean — and  that's  in  your  line,  I  should  say." 

"And  if  I  thought  it  would  please  you,"  he  added,  with 
another  attempt  at  gallantry. 

She  did  not  reply,  but  moved  steadily  on,  he  fancied  a 
little  more  rapidly.  They  were  nearing  the  house ;  he  felt 
he  was  losing  time  and  opportunity.  The  uneven  nature 
of  the  ground  kept  him  from  walking  immediately  beside 
her,  unless  he  held  her  hand  or  arm.  Yet  an  odd  timidity 
was  overtaking  him.  Surely  this  was  the  same  girl  whose 
consciousness  and  susceptibility  were  so  apparent  a  moment 
ago,  yet  her  speech  had  been  inconsistent,  unsympathetic, 
and  coldly  practical.  "  It's  very  kind  of  you,"  he  began 
again,  scrambling  up  one  side  of  the  furrow  as  she  de- 
scended on  the  other,  "to — to — take  such  an  interest  in 
— in  a  stranger,  and  I  wish  you  knew  how — "  (she  had 
mounted  the  ridge  again  and  stood  balancing  herself  as  if 
waiting  for  him  to  finish  his  sentence),  "how — how  deeply 
—  I  —  I  — "  She  dropped  quickly  down  again  with  the 
same  movement  of  uneasy  consciousness,  and  he  left  the 
sentence  unfinished.  The  house  was  now  only  a  few  yards 
away ;  he  hurried  forward,  but  she  reached  the  wooden 
platform  and  stood  upon  it  first.  He,  however,  at  the 
same  moment  caught  her  hand. 
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"I  want  to  thank  you,"  he  said,  "and  say  good-night." 
"  Good-night."  Her  voice  was  indistinct  again  and  she 
was  trembling.  Emboldened  and  reckless,  he  s})rang  upon 
the  platform,  and  encircling  her  with  one  arm,  with  his 
other  hand  he  unloosed  the  woollen  cloud  around  her 
head,  and  bared  her  faintly  flushed  cheek  and  half-open, 
hurriedly  breathing  lips.  But  the  next  moment  she  threw 
her  head  back  with  a  single  powerful  movement,  and,  as  it 
seemed  to  him,  with  scarcely  an  effort  cast  him  off  with 
both  hands,  and  sent  him  toppling  from  the  platform  to  the 
ground.  He  scrambled  quickly  to  his  feet  again,  flushed, 
angry,  and — frightened  !  Perhaps  she  would  call  her  father ; 
he  would  be  insulted,  or  worse — laughed  at !  He  had  lost 
even  this  pitiful  chance  of  bettering  his  condition.  But  he 
was  as  relieved  as  he  was  surprised,  to  see  that  she  was 
standing  quietly  on  the  edge  of  the  platform,  apparently 
waiting  for  him  to  rise.  Her  face  was  still  uncovered,  still 
slightly  flushed,  but  bearing  no  trace  of  either  insult  or 
anger.  When  he  stood  erect  again,  she  looked  at  him 
gravely,  and  drew  the  woollen  cloud  over  her  head  as  she 
said  calmly,  "  Then  I'll  tell  pa  you'll  take  the  place,  and  I 
reckon  you'll  begin  to-morrow  morning." 


PART  n. 

Angered,  discomfited,  and  physically  and  morally  beaten, 
James  Reddy  stumbled  and  clambered  back  across  the 
field.  The  beam  of  light  that  had  streamed  out  over  the 
dark  field  as  the  door  opened  and  shut  on  the  girl,  left 
him  doubly  confused  and  bewildered.  In  his  dull  anger 
and  mortification,  there  seemed  only  one  course  for  him  to 
pursue.  He  would  demand  his  wages  in  the  morning,  and 
cut  the  whole  concern.     He  would  go  back  to  San  Fran- 
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Cisco  and  work  there,  where  he  at  least  had  friends  who 
respected  his  station.  Yet,  he  ought  to  have  refused  the 
girl's  offer  before  she  had  repulsed  him  ;  his  retreat  now 
meant  nothing,  and  might  even  tempt  her,  in  her  vulgar 
pique,  to  reveal  her  rebuff  of  him.  He  raised  his  eyes 
mechanically,  and  looked  gloomily  across  the  dark  waste 
and  distant  bay  to  the  opposite  shore.  But  the  fog  had 
already  hidden  the  glow  of  the  city's  lights,  and  thickening 
around  the  horizon,  seemed  to  be  slowly  hemming  him  in 
with  the  dreary  Rancho.  In  his  present  frame  of  mind 
there  was  a  certain  fatefulness  in  this  that  precluded  his 
own  free  agency,  and  to  that  extent  relieved  and  absolved 
hitn  of  any  choice.  He  reached  the  dormitory  and  its 
turned-down  lights  in  a  state  of  tired  and  dull  uncertainty, 
for  which  sleep  seemed  to  offer  the  only  relief.  He  rolled 
himself  in  his  blankets  with  an  animal  instinct  of  comfort, 
and  shut  his  eyes,  but  their  sense  appeared  to  open  upon 
Nelly  Woodridge  as  she  stood  looking  down  upon  him  from 
the  platform.  Even  through  the  dull  pain  of  his  bruised 
susceptibilities  he  was  conscious  of  a  strange  satisfaction  he 
had  not  felt  before.  He  fell  asleep  at  last,  to  awaken  only 
to  the  sunlight  streaming  through  the  curtainless  windows 
on  his  face.  To  his  surprise  the  long  shed  was  empty  and 
deserted,  except  for  a  single  Chinaman  who  was  sweeping 
the  floor  at  the  further  end.  As  Reddy  started  up,  the  man 
turned  and  approached  him  with  a  characteristic,  vague, 
and  patient  smile. 

"  All  lity,  John,  you  sleepee  heap  !  Mistel  Woodlidge 
he  say  you  no  go  wolkee  field  allee  same  Mellikan  man. 
You  stoppee  inside  housee  allee  same  me.  Shabbee .?  You 
come  to  glubbee  (grub)  now  "  (pointing  to  the  distant  dining- 
shed),  "and  then  you  washee  dish." 

The  full  extent  of  his  new  degradation  flashed  upon 
Reddy    with    this    added   insult   of  his   brother   menial's 
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implicit  equality.  He  understood  it  all.  He  had  been 
detached  from  the  field-workers  and  was  to  come  to  a  later 
breakfast,  perhaps  the  broken  victuals  of  the  first  repast, 
and  wash  the  dishes.  He  remembered  his  new  bargain. 
Very  well !  he  would  refuse  positively,  take  his  dismissal, 
and  leave  that  morning  !  He  hurriedly  dressed  himself,  and 
followed  the  Chinaman  into  the  open  air. 

The  fog  still  hung  upon  the  distant  bay  and  hid  the 
opposite  point.  But  the  sun  shone  with  dry  Californian 
brilliancy  over  the  league-long  field  around  him,  revealing 
every  detail  of  the  Rancho  with  sharp,  matter-of-fact  direct- 
ness, and  without  the  least  illusion  of  distance  or  romance. 
The  rough,  unplaned,  unpainted  walls  of  the  dinner-shed 
stood  out  clearly  before  him ;  the  half-filled  buckets  of 
water  on  the  near  platform,  and  the  immense  tubs  piled 
with  dirty  dishes.  He  scowled  darkly  as  he  walked  forward, 
conscious,  nevertheless,  of  the  invigorating  discipline  of  the 
morning  air  and  th,e  wholesome  whip  in  the  sky  above  him. 
He  entered  sharply  and  aggressively.  To  his  relief,  the 
room  at  first  sight  seemed,  like  the  dormitory  he  had  just 
left,  to  be  empty.  But  a  voice,  clear,  dry,  direct,  and 
practical  as  the  morning  itself,  spoke  in  his  ear :  "  Mornin', 
Reddy  !  My  daughter  says  you're  willin'  to  take  an  indoor 
job,  and  I  reckon,  speakin'  square,  as  man  to  man,  it's  more 
in  your  line  than  what  you've  bin  doin'.  It  mayn't  be 
high-toned  work,  but  work's  work  anyhow  you  can  fix  it, 
and  the  only  difference  I  kin  see  is  in  the  work  that  a  man 
does  squarely  and  the  work  that  he  shirks." 

"  But,"  said  Reddy  hurriedly,  "  there's  a  mistake.  I 
came  here  only  to " 

"Work  like  the  others,  1  understand.  Well,  you  see 
you  caji't.  You  do  your  best,  I  know.  I  ain't  findin' 
fault,  but  it  ain't  in  your  line.  This  is,  and  the  pay  is 
better." 
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"  But,"  stammered  Reddy,  "  Miss  Woodridge  didn't 
understand " 

"Yes,  she  did,"  returned  Woodridge  impatiently,  "and 
she  told  me.  She  says  she'll  show  you  round  at  first. 
You'll  catch  on  all  right.  Sit  down  and  eat  your  breakfast, 
and  she'll  be  along  before  you're  through.  Ez  for  me,  I 
must  get  up  and  get.  So  long  ! "  and  before  Reddy  had 
an  opportunity  to  continue  his  protest,  he  turned  away. 

The  young  man  glanced  vexatiously  around  him.  A 
breakfast  much  better  in  service  and  quality  than  the  one 
he  had  been  accustomed  to  smoked  on  the  table.  There 
was  no  one  else  in  the  room.  He  could  hear  the  voices 
of  the  Chinese  waiters  in  the  kitchen  beyond.  He  was 
healthily  hungrj',  and  after  a  moment's  hesitation  sat  down 
and  began  his  meal.  He  could  expostulate  with  her  after- 
ward, and  withdraw  his  promise.  He  was  entitled  to  his 
breakfast,  anyway  ! 

Once  or  twice,  while  thus  engaged,  he  heard  the  door  of 
the  kitchen  open,  and  the  clipping  tread  of  the  Chinese 
waiters,  who  deposited  some  rattling  burden  on  the  adja- 
cent tables,  but  he  thought  it  prudent  not  to  seem  to  notice 
tliem.  When  he  had  finished,  the  pleasant,  hesitating, 
boyish  contralto  of  Miss  Woodridge  fell  upon  his  ear. 

"  When  you're  ready,  I'll  show  you  how  to  begin  your 
work." 

He  turned  quickly,  with  a  flush  of  mortification  at  being 
discovered  at  his  repast,  and  his  anger  returned.  But  as 
his  eyes  fell  upon  her  delicately  coloured  but  tranquil  face, 
her  well-shaped  figure,  coquettishly  and  spotlessly  cuffed, 
collared,  and  aproned,  and  her  clear  blue  but  half-averted 
eyes,  he  again  underwent  a  change.  She  certainly  was 
very  pretty — that  most  seductive  prettiness  which  seemed 
to  be  warmed  into  life  by  her  consciousness  of  himself. 
Why  should  he  take  her  or  himself  so  seriously  ?     Why  not 
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play  out  the  farce,  and  let  those  who  would  criticise  him 
and  think  his  acceptance  of  the  work  degrading,  understand 
that  it  was  only  an  affair  of  gallantry?  He  could  afford  to 
serve  AVoodridge  at  least  a  few  weeks  for  the  favour  of  this 
Rachel !  Forgetful  of  his  rebuff  of  the  night  before,  he 
fixed  his  brown  eyes  on  hers  with  an  audacious  levity. 

"  Oh  yes — the  work !  Let  us  see  it.  I'm  ready  in 
name  and  nature  for  anything  that  Miss  Woodridge  wants 
of  me.     I'm  just  dying  to  begin." 

His  voice  was  raised  slightly,  with  a  high-comedy  jaunti- 
ress,  for  the  benefit  of  the  Chinese  waiters  who  might  be 
lingering  to  see  the  "  Mellican  man"  assume  their  func- 
tions. But  it  failed  in  effect.  With  their  characteristic 
calm  acceptance  of  any  eccentricity  in  a  "foreign  devil," 
they  scarcely  lifted  their  eyes.  The  young  girl  pointed  to 
a  deep  basket  filled  with  dishes  which  had  been  placed  on 
the  larger  table,  and  said,  without  looking  at  Reddy — 

"You  had  better  begin  by  'checking'  the  crockery — 
that  is,  counting  the  pieces  separately  and  then  arranging 
them  in  sets  as  they  come  back  from  washing.  There's 
the  book  to  compare  them  with,  and  to  set  down  what  is 
broken,  missing,  or  chipped.  You'll  have  a  clean  towel 
with  you  to  wipe  the  pieces  that  have  not  been  cleaned 
enough;  or,  if  they  are  too  dirty,  you'll  send  them  back  to 
the  kitchen." 

"Couldn't  I  wash  them  myself?"  said  Reddy,  continu- 
ing his  ostentatious  levity. 

"  Not  yet,"  said  the  girl,  with  grave  hesitation  ;  "  you'd 
break  them." 

She  stood  watching  him  as  with  affected  hilarity  he 
began  to  take  the  dishes  from  the  basket.  But  she  noticed 
that,  in  spite  of  this  jocular  simulation,  his  grasp  was  firm 
and  delicate,  and  that  there  was  no  clatter— which  would 
have  affected  her  sensitive  ear — as  he  put  them  down.     She 
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laid  a  pencil  and  account-book  beside  him  and  turned 
away. 

"But  you  are  not  going?"  he  said,  in  genuine  surprise. 

"Yes,"  she  said  quietly,  "until  you  get  through  'check- 
ing.' Then  I'll  come  back  and  show  you  what  you  have  to 
do  next.     You're  getting  on  very  well."' 

"But  that  was  because  you  were  with  me." 

She  coloured  slightly,  and,  without  looking  at  him,  moved 
slowly  to  the  door  and  disappeared. 

Reddy  went  back  to  his  work,  disappointed  but  not  dis- 
comfited. He  was  getting  accustomed  to  the  girl's  eccen- 
tricities. Whether  it  was  the  freshness  of  the  morning  air 
and  sunlight  streaming  in  at  the  open  windows,  the  un- 
looked-for soUtude  and  security  of  the  empty  room,  or  that 
there  was  nothing  really  unpleasant  in  his  occupation,  he 
went  on  cheerfully  "checking"  the  dishes,  narrowly  exa- 
mining them  for  chips  and  cracks,  and  noting  them  in  the 
book.  Again  discovering  that  a  few  were  imperfectly 
cleaned  and  wiped,  he  repaired  the  defect  with  cold  water 
and  a  towel  without  the  least  thought  of  the  operation 
being  degrading.  He  had  finished  his  task  in  halfan-hour ; 
she  had  not  returned ;  why  should  he  not  go  on  and  set 
the  table?  As  he  straightened  and  turned  the  coarse 
table-cloth,  he  made  the  discovery  that  .the  long  table  was 
really  composed  of  half-a-dozen  smaller  ones,  and  that  the 
hideous  parallelogram  which  had  always  so  offended  him 
was  merely  the  outcome  of  carelessness  and  want  of  taste. 
Without  a  moment's  hesitation  he  set  to  work  to  break  up 
the  monotonous  line,  and  rearranged  the  tables  laterally, 
with  small  open  spaces  between  them.  The  task  was  no 
light  one,  even  for  a  stronger  man,  but  he  persevered  in  it 
with  a  new-found  energy  until  he  had  changed  the  whole 
aspect  of  the  room.  It  looked  larger,  wider,  and  less 
crowded  ;  its  hard,  practical,  workhouse-like  formality  had 
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disappeared.  He  had  paused  to  survey  it,  panting  still 
with  his  unusual  exertion,  when  a  voice  broke  upon  his 
solitude — 

"  Well,  I  wanter  know  !  " 

The  voice  was  not  Nelly's,  but  that  of  her  mother — a 
large-boned  angular  woman  of  fifty — who  had  entered  the 
room  unperceived.  The  accents  were  simply  those  of  sur- 
prise, yet  in  James  Reddy's  present  sensitive  mood,  coupled 
with  the  feeling  that  here  was  a  new  witness  to  his  degrada- 
tion, he  might  have  resented  it ;  but  he  detected  the  hand- 
some, reserved  figure  of  the  daughter  a  few  steps  behind 
her.  Their  eyes  met ;  wonderful  to  relate,  the  young  girl's 
no  longer  evaded  him,  but  looked  squarely  into  his  with  a 
bright  expression  of  pleasure  he  had  not  seen  before.  He 
checked  himself  with  a  sudden  thrill  of  gratification. 

"Well,  I  declare,"  continued  Mrs.  Woodridge — "is  that 
your  idea — or  yours,  Helen  ?  " 

Here  Reddy  simply  pointed  out  the  advantages  for  serv- 
ing afforded  by  the  new  arrangement ;  that  all  the  tables 
were  equally  and  quickly  accessible  from  the  serving-table 
and  sideboard,  and  that  it  was  no  longer  necessary  to  go 
the  whole  length  of  the  room  to  serve  the  upper  table.  He 
tactfully  did  not  refer  to  the  improved  appearance  of  the 
room. 

'•'  Well,  as  long  as  it  ain't  mere  finikin,"  said  the  lady 
graciously,  "and  seems  to  bring  the  folks  and  their  vittles 
nearer  together — we'll  try  it  to-day.  It  does  look  kinder 
cityfied — and  I  reckoned  that  was  all  the  good  it  was.  But 
I  calkilated  you  were  goin'  to  check  the  crockery  this 
morning." 

"It's  done,"  said  Reddy,  smilingly  handing  her  the 
account-book. 

Mrs.  Woodridge  glanced  over  it  and  then  surveyed  her 
new  assistant. 
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"And  you  didn't  find  any  plates  that  were  dirty  and  that 
had  to  be  sent  back  ?  " 

"  Yes,  two  or  three,  but  I  cleaned  them  myself." 

Mrs.  Woodridge  glanced  at  him  with  a  look  of  approving 
curiosity,  but  his  eyes  were  just  then  seeking  her  daughter's 
for  a  more  grateful  sympathy.  All  of  which  the  good  lady 
noted,  and  as  it  apparently  answered  the  unasked  question 
in  her  own  mind,  she  only  uttered  the  single  exclamation, 
"  Humph  ! " 

But  the  approbation  he  received  later  at  dinner,  in  the 
satisfaction  of  his  old  companions  with  the  new  arrange- 
ment, had  also  the  effect  of  diverting  from  him  the  criticism 
he  had  feared  they  would  make  in  finding  him  installed  as 
an  assistant  to  Mrs.  Woodridge.  On  the  contrary,  they 
appeared  only  to  recognise  in  him  some  especial  and 
superior  faculty  utilised  for  their  comfort,  and  when  the 
superintendent,  equally  pleased,  said  it  was  "all  Reddy's 
own  idea,"  no  one  doubted  that  it  was  this  particular  stroke 
of  genius  which  gained  him  the  obvious  promotion.  If  he 
had  still  thought  of  offering  his  flirtation  with  Nelly  as  an 
excuse,  there  was  now  no  necessity  for  any.  Having  shown 
to  his  employers  his  capacity  for  the  highest  and  lowest 
work,  they  naturally  preferred  to  use  his  best  abilities ;  and 
he  was  kept  from  any  menial  service.  His  accounts  were 
so  carefully  and  intelligently  rendered,  that  the  entire  care 
of  the  building  and  its  appointments  was  entrusted  to  him. 
At  the  end  of  the  week  Mr.  Woodridge  took  him  aside. 

"I  say,  you  ain't  got  any  job  in  view  arter  you  finish  up 
here,  hev  ye?" 

Reddy  started.  Scarcely  ten  days  ago  he  had  a  hundred 
projects,  schemes,  and  speculations,  more  or  less  wild  and 
extravagant,  wherewith  he  was  to  avenge  and  recoup  him- 
self in  San  Francisco.  Now  they  were  gone — he  knew  not 
where  and  how.     He  briefly  said  he  had  not. 
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"  Because,"  continued  Woodridge,  "  I've  got  an  idea 
of  startin'  a  hotel  in  the  Oak  Grove,  just  on  the  slope  back 
o'  the  Rancho.  The  company's  bound  to  make  some  sort 
o'  settlement  there  for  the  regular  hands,  and  the  place  is 
pooty  enough  for  'Frisco  people  who  want  to  run  over  here 
and  get  set  up  for  a  day  or  two.  Thar's  plenty  of  wood  and 
water  up  thar,  and  the  company's  sure  to  have  a  wharf  down 
on  the  shore.  I'll  provide  the  capital,  if  you  will  put  in  your 
time.  You  can  sling  in  ez  much  style  as  you  like  there" 
(this  was  an  allusion  to  Reddy's  attempt  to  enliven  the  blank 
walls  with  coloured  pictures  from  the  illustrated  papers  and 
green  ceanothus  sprays  from  the  slope) ;  "in  fact,  the  more 
style  the  better  for  them  city  folks.  Well,  you  think  it 
over." 

He  did,  but  meantime  he  seemed  to  make  little  progress 
in  his  court  of  the  superintendent's  daughter.  He  tried 
to  think  it  was  because  he  had  allowed  himself  to  be 
diverted  by  his  work,  but  although  she  always  betrayed  the 
same  odd  physical  consciousness  of  his  presence,  it  was 
certain  that  she  never  encouraged  him.  She  gave  him 
the  few  directions  that  his  new  occupation  still  made  neces- 
sary, and  looked  her  approval  of  his  success ;  but  nothing 
more.  He  was  forced  to  admit  that  this  was  exactly  what 
she  might  have  done  as  the  superintendent's  daughter  to  a 
deserving  employe.  Whereat,  for  a  few  days  he  assumed 
an  air  of  cold  and  ceremonious  politeness,  until  perceiving 
that,  far  from  piquing  the  girl,  it  seemed  to  gratify  her,  and 
even  to  render  her  less  sensitive  in  his  company,  he  sulked 
in  good  earnest.  This  proving  ineffective  also — except  to 
produce  a  kind  of  compassionate  curiosity — his  former  dull 
rage  returned.  The  planting  of  the  Rancho  was  nearly 
over  ;  his  service  would  be  ended  next  week  ;  he  had  not 
yet  given  his  answer  to  Woodridge's  proposition  ;  he  would 
decline  it  and  cut  the  whole  concern  ! 
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It  was  a  crisp  Sunday  morning.  The  breakfast-hour 
was  later  on  that  day  to  allow  the  men  more  time  for  their 
holiday,  which,  however,  they  generally  spent  in  cards, 
gossip,  or  reading  in  their  sleeping-sheds.  It  usually  de- 
layed Reddy's  work,  but  as  he  cared  little  for  the  com- 
panionship of  his  fellows,  it  enabled  him,  without  a  show  of 
unsociability,  to  seclude  himself  in  the  dining-room.  And 
this  morning  he  was  early  approached  by  his  employer. 

"  I'm  going  to  take  the  women  folks  over  to  Oakdale  to 
church,"  said  Mr.  Woodridge ;  "ef  ye  keer  to  join  us  thar's 
a  seat  in  the  waggon,  and  I'll  turn  on  a  couple  of  China- 
men to  do  the  work  for  you,  just  now;  and  Nelly  or  the 
old  woman  will  give  you  a  lift  this  afternoon  with  the 
counting  up." 

Reddy  felt  instinctively  that  the  invitation  had  been 
instigated  by  the  young  girl.  A  week  before  he  would  have 
rejoiced  at  it — a  month  ago  he  would  have  accepted  it  if 
only  as  a  relief  to  his  degraded  position ;  but  in  the  pique 
of  this  new  passion  he  almost  rudely  declined  it.  An  hour 
later  ho.  saw  Nelly  becomingly  and  even  tastefully  dressed 
— with  the  American  girl's  triumphant  superiority  to  her 
condition  and  surroundings — ride  past  in  her  father's  smart 
"carry-all."  He  was  startled  to  see  that  she  looked  so  like 
a  lady.  Then  with  a  new  and  jealous  inconsistency,  signifi- 
cant of  the  progress  of  his  passion,  he  resolved  to  go  to 
church  too.  She  should  see  that  he  was  not  going  to 
remain  behind  like  a  mere  slave.  He  remembered  that  he 
had  still  certain  remnants  of  his  past  finery  in  his  trunk ;  he 
would  array  himself  in  them,  walk  to  Oakdale  and  make  one 
of  the  congregation.  He  managed  to  change  his  clothes 
without  attracting  the  attention  of  his  fellows,  and  set  out. 

The  air  was  pure  but  keen,  with  none  of  the  languor  of 
spring  in  its  breath,  although  a  few  flowers  were  beginning 
to  star  the  weedy  waggon-tracked  lane,  and  there  was  an 
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awakening  spice  in  the  wayside  southernwood  and  myrtle. 
He  felt  invigorated,  although  it  seemed  only  to  whet  his 
jealous  pique.  He  hurried  on  without  even  glancing  to 
wards  the  distant  coast-line  of  San  Francisco,  or  even 
thinking  of  it.  The  bitter  memories  of  the  past  had  been 
obliterated  by  the  bitterness  of  the  present.  He  no  longer 
thought  of  "  that  woman  "  ;  even  when  he  had  threatened 
to  himself  to  return  to  San  Francisco,  he  was  vaguely  con- 
scious that  it  was  not  she  who  was  again  drawing  him  there, 
but  Nelly  who  was  driving  him  away. 

The  service  was  nearly  over  when  he  arrived  at  the  chilly 
little  corrugated-zinc  church  at  Oakdale,  but  he  slipped  into 
one  of  the  back  seats.  A  few  worshippers  turned  round  to 
look  at  him.  Among  them  were  the  daughters  of  a  neigh- 
bouring miller,  who  were  slightly  exercised  over  the  unusual 
advent  of  a  good-looking  stranger  with  certain  exterior 
signs  of  elegance.  Their  excitement  was  communicated  by 
some  mysterious  instinct  to  their  neighbour,  Nelly  Wood- 
ridge.  She  also  turned  and  caught  his  eye.  But  to  all 
appearance  she  not  only  showed  no  signs  of  her  usual 
agitation  at  his  presence,  but  did  not  seem  to  even  recognise 
him.  In  the  acerbity  of  his  pique  he  was  for  a  moment 
gratified  at  what  he  believed  to  be  the  expression  of  her 
wounded  pride,  but  his  uneasiness  quickly  returned,  and  at 
the  conclusion  of  the  service  he  slipped  out  of  the  church 
with  one  or  two  of  the  more  restless  congregation.  As  he 
passed  through  the  aisle  he  heard  the  escort  of  the  miller's 
daughters,  in  response  to  a  whispered  inquiry,  say  distinctly  : 
"Only  the  head-waiter  at  the  Company's  Rancho."  What- 
ever hesitating  idea  Reddy  might  have  had  of  waiting  at 
the  church  door  for  the  appearance  of  Nelly,  vanished 
before  the  brutal  truth.  His  brow  darkened,  and  with 
flushed  cheeks  he  turned  his  back  upon  the  building  and 
plunged  into  the  woods.    This  time  there  was  no  hesitation 
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in  his  resolve  ;  he  would  leave  the  Rancho  at  the  expiration 
of  his  engagement.  Even  in  a  higher  occupation  he  felt 
he  could  never  live  down  his  reputation  there. 

In  his  morose  abstraction  he  did  not  know  how  lonf>-  or 
how  aimlessly  he  had  wandered  among  the  mossy  live-oaks, 
his  head  and  shoulders  often  imperilled  by  the  down-curving 
of  some  huge  knotted  limb ;  his  feet  straying  blindly  from 
the  faint  track  over  the  thickly  matted  carpet  of  chickweed 
which  hid  their  roots.  But  it  was  nearly  an  hour  before  he 
emerged  upon  a  wide,  open,  wooded  slope,  and  from  the 
distant  view  of  field  and  shore,  knew  that  he  was  at  Oak 
Grove,  the  site  of  Woodridge's  projected  hotel.  And  there, 
surely,  at  a  little  distance,  was  the  Woodridges'  waggon  and 
team  tied  up  to  a  sapling,  while  the  superintendent  and 
his  wife  were  slowly  climbing  the  slope,  and  apparently  exa- 
mining the  prospect.  Without  waiting  to  see  if  Nelly  was 
with  them,  Reddy  instantly  turned  to  avoid  meeting  them. 
But  he  had  not  proceeded  a  hundred  yards  before  he  came 
upon  that  young  lady,  who  had  evidently  strayed  from  the 
party,  and  who  was  now  unconsciously  advancing  towards 
him.     A  rencontre  was  inevitable. 

She  started  slightly  and  then  stopped,  with  all  her  old 
agitation  and  embarrassment.  But,  to  his  own  surprise,  he 
was  also  embarrassed  and  even  tongue-tied. 

She  spoke  first. 

"You  were  at  church.  I  didn't  quite  know  you  in — in 
— these  clothes." 

In  her  own  finery  she  had  undergone  such  a  change  to 
Reddy's  consciousness  that  he,  for  the  first  time  in  their 
acquaintance,  now  addressed  her  as  on  his  own  level,  and 
as  if  she  had  no  understanding  of  his  own  feelings. 

"Oh,"  he  said,  with  easy  bitterness,  '^others  did,  if  you 
did  not.  They  all  detected  the  'head-waiter'  at  the  Union 
Company's  Rancho.     Even  if  I  had  accepted  your  kindness 


The  Reformation  of  James  Reddy.         79 

in  offering  me  a  seat  in  your  waggon,  it  would  have  made  no 
difference."  He  was  glad  to  put  this  construction  on  his 
previous  refusal,  for  in  the  new  relations  which  seemed  to 
be  established  by  their  Sunday  clothes  he  was  obliged  to 
soften  the  churlishness  of  that  refusal  also. 

"  I  don't  think  you'd  look  nice  setting  the  table  in  kid 
gloves,"  she  said,  glancing  quickly  at  his  finery  as  if  accept- 
ing it  as  the  real  issue ;  "  but  you  can  wear  what  you  like 
at  other  times.  /  never  found  fault  with  your  working 
clothes." 

There  was  such  a  pleasant  suggestion  in  her  emphasis 
that  his  ill-humour  softened.  Her  eyes  wandered  over  the 
opposite  grove,  where  her  unconscious  parents  had  just 
disappeared. 

"Papa's  very  keen  about  the  hotel,"  she  continued,  "and 
is  going  to  have  the  workmen  break  ground  to-morrow. 
He  says  he'll  have  it  up  in  two  months  and  ready  to  open, 
if  he  has  to  make  the  men  work  double  time.  When 
you're  manager,  you  won't  mind  what  folks  say." 

There  was  no  excuse  for  his  further  hesitation.  He 
must  speak  out,  but  he  did  it  in  a  half-hearted  way. 

"  But  if  I  simply  go  away — without  being  manager — I 
won't  hear  their  criticism  either." 

"What  do  you  mean?"  she  said  quickly. 

"  I've — I've  been  thinking  of — of  going  back  to  San 
Francisco,"  he  stammered  awkwardly. 

A  slight  flush  of  contemptuous  indignation  passed  over 
her  face,  and  gave  it  a  strength  and  expression  he  had  never 
seen  there  before.  "  Oh,  you've  not  reformed  yet,  then  ? " 
she  said  under  her  scornful  lashes. 

"  I  don't  understand  you,"  he  said,  flushing. 

"Father  ought  to  have  told  you,"  she  went  on  drily, 
"that  that  woman  has  gone  off  to  the  Springs  with  her 
husband,  and  you  won't  see  her  at  San  Francisco." 
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"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean — and  your  father  seems 
to  take  an  unwarrantable  interest  in  my  affairs,"  said  Reddy, 
with  an  anger  that  he  was  conscious,  however,  was  half 
simulated. 

"  No  more  than  he  ought  to,  if  he  expects  to  trust  you 
with  all  Jiis  affairs,"  said  the  girl  shortly ;  "  but  you  had 
better  tell  him  you  have  changed  your  mind  at  once, 
before  he  makes  any  further  calculations  on  your  staying. 
He's  just  over  the  hill  there,  with  mother." 

She  turned  away  coldly  as  she  spoke,  but  moved  slowly 
and  in  the  direction  of  the  hill,  although  she  took  a  less 
direct  trail  than  the  one  she  had  pointed  to  him.  But  he 
followed  her,  albeit  still  embarrassedly,  and  with  that  new 
sense  of  respect  which  had  checked  his  former  surliness. 
There  was  her  strong,  healthy,  well-developed  figure  moving 
before  him,  but  the  modish  grey  dress  seemed  to  give  its 
pronounced  outlines  something  of  the  dignity  of  a  goddess. 
Even  the  firm  hands  had  the  distinguishment  of  character. 

"You  understand,"  he  said  apologetically,  "that  I  mean 
no  discourtesy  to  your  father  or  his  offer.  And  " — he  hesi- 
tated— "  neither  is  my  reason  what  you  would  infer." 

"Then  what  is  it?"  she  asked,  turning  to  him  abruptly. 
"  You  know  you  have  no  other  place  when  you  leave 
here,  nor  any  chance  as  good  as  the  one  father  offers  you. 
You  are  not  fit  for  any  other  work,  and  you  know  it.  ^'^.ow 
have  no  money  to  speculate  with,  nor  can  you  get  any.  If 
you  could,  you  would  have  never  stayed  here." 

He  could  not  evade  the  appalling  truthfulness  of  her 
clear  eyes.  He  knew  it  was  no  use  to  He  to  her ;  she  had 
evidently  thoroughly  informed  herself  regarding  his  past; 
more  than  that,  she  seemed  to  read  his  present  thoughts. 
But  not  all  of  them  !  No  I  he  could  startle  her  still !  It 
was  desperate,  but  he  had  nothing  now  to  lose.  And  she 
liked  the  truth — she  should  have  it ! 
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"You  are  right,"  he  said  shortly;  "these  are  not  my 
reasons." 

"  Then,  what  reason  liave  you  ?  " 

"  You ! " 

"Me?"  she  repeated  incredulously,  yet  with  a  rising 
colour. 

"Yes,  you!  I  cannot  stay  here,  and  have  you  look 
down  upon  me." 

"I  don't  look  down  on  you,"  she  said  simply,  yet 
without  the  haste  of  repelling  an  unjust  accusation.  "  Why 
should  I  ?  Mother  and  I  have  done  the  same  work  that 
you  are  doing — if  that's  what  you  mean — and  father,  who 
is  a  man  like  yourself,  helped  us  at  first,  until  he  could  do 
other  things  better."  She  paused.  "Perhaps  you  think 
so  because  you  looked  down  on  us  when  you  first  came 
here." 

"  But  I  didn't,"  said  Reddy  quickly. 

"You  did,"  said  the  young  girl  quietly.  "That's  why 
you  acted  toward  me  as  you  did  the  night  you  walked 
home  with  me.  You  would  not  have  behaved  in  that  way 
to  any  San  Francisco  young  lady — and  I'm  not  one  of  your 
— fast — married  ivomeuy 

Reddy  felt  the  hot  blood  mount  to  his  cheek,  and  looked 
away.  "I  was  foolish  and  rude— and  I  think  you  pun- 
ished me  at  the  time,"  he  stammered.  "But  you  see  I  was 
right  in  saying  you  looked  down  on  me,"  he  concluded 
triumphantly. 

This  was  at  best  a  feeble  sequitur,  but  the  argument  of 
the  affections  is  not  always  logical.  And  it  had  its  effect 
on  the  girl. 

"I  wasn't  thinking  of  //m/,"  she  said.  "It's  that  you 
don't  know  your  own  mind." 

"If  I  said  that  I  would  stay  and  accept  your  father's 
offer,  would  you  think  that  I  did?"  he  asked  quickly. 

VOL.   IX.  p 
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"I  should  wait  and  see  what  you  actually  did  do,"  she 
replied. 

"  But  if  I  stayed — and — and — if  I  told  you  that  I  stayed 
ow  your  account — to  be  with  you  and  near  you  only — would 
you  think  that  a  proof?"  He  spoke  hesitatingly,  for  his 
lips  were  dry  with  a  nervousness  he  had  not  known  before, 

"  I  might,  if  you  told  father  you  expected  to  be  engaged 
on  those  terms.  For  it  concerns  //////  as  much  as  me.  And 
he  engages  you,  and  not  I.  Otherwise  I'd  think  it  was 
only  your  talk." 

Reddy  looked  at  her  in  astonishment.  There  was  not 
the  slightest  trace  of  coyness,  coquetry,  or  even  raillery  in 
her  clear,  honest  eyes,  and  yet  it  would  seem  as  if  she  had 
taken  his  proposition  in  its  fullest  sense  as  a  matrimonial 
declaration,  and  actually  referred  him  to  her  father.  He 
was  pleased,  frightened,  and  utterly  unprepared. 

"But  what  would  yoii  say,  Nelly?"  He  drew  closer  to 
her  and  held  out  both  his  hands.  But  she  retreated  a 
step,  and  slipped  her  own  behind  her. 

"Better  see  wliat  father  says  first,"  she  said  quietly. 
"You  may  change  your  mind  again  and  go  back  to  San 
Francisco." 

He  was  confused,  and  reddened  again.  But  he  had  be- 
come accustomed  to  her  ways ;  rather,  perhaps,  he  had 
begun  to  recognise  the  quaint  justice  that  underlaid  them, 
or  possibly,  some  better  self  of  his  own  that  had  been  buried 
under  bitterness  and  sloth  struggled  into  life.  "  But  what- 
ever he  says,"  he  returned  eagerly,  "  cannot  alter  my 
feelings  to  you.  It  can  only  alter  my  position  here,  and 
you  say  you  are  above  being  influenced  by  that.  Tell  me, 
Nelly — dear  Nelly  !  have  you  nothing  to  say  to  me,  as  I 
a?n,  or  is  it  only  to  your  father's  manager  that  you  would 
speak?"  His  voice  had  an  unmistakable  ring  of  sincerity 
in  it,  and  even  startled  him — half  rascal  as  he  was  I 
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The  young  girl's  clear,  scrutinising  eyes  softened ;  her 
red  resolute  lips  trembled  slightly  and  then  parted,  the 
upper  one  hovering  a  little  to  one  side  over  her  white 
teeth.  It  was  Nelly's  own  peculiar  smile,  and  its  serious 
piquancy  always  thrilled  him.  But  she  drew  a  little  farther 
back  from  his  brightening  eyes,  her  hands  still  curled 
behind  her,  and  said,  with  the  faintest  coquettish  toss  of 
her  head  toward  the  hill,  "If  you  want  to  see  father, 
you'd  better  hurry  up." 

With  a  sudden  determination  as  new  to  him  as  it  was 
incomprehensible,  Reddy  turned  from  her  and  struck 
forward  in  the  direction  of  the  hill.  He  was  not  quite  sure 
what  he  was  going  for.  Yet  that  he,  who  had  only  a 
moment  before  fully  determined  to  leave  the  Rancho  and 
her,  was  now  going  to  her  father  to  demand  her  hand  as  a 
contingency  of  his  remaining,  did  not  strike  him  as  so 
extravagant  and  unexpected  a  denouement  as  it  was  a 
difficult  one.  He  was  only  concerned  how  and  in  what 
way  he  should  approach  him.  In  a  moment  of  embar- 
rassment he  hesitated,  turned  and  looked  behind  him. 

She  was  standing  where  he  had  left  her,  gazing  after  him, 
leaning  forward  with  her  hands  still  held  behind  her. 
Suddenly,  as  with  an  inspiration,  she  raised  them  both, 
carried  them  impetuously  to  her  lips,  blew  him  a  dozen 
riotous  kisses,  and  then  lowering  her  head  like  a  colt, 
whisked  her  skirt  behind  her,  and  vanished  in  the  cover. 


PART  III. 

It  was  only  May,  but  the  freshness  of  early  summer 
already  clothed  the  great  fields  of  the  Rancho.  The  old 
resemblance  to  a  sea  was  still  there,  more  accented, 
perhaps,    by   the   undulations   of  bluish-green    grain    that 
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rolled  from  the  actual  shore-line  to  the  foothills.  The  farm- 
buildings  were  half  submerged  in  this  glowing  tide  of 
colour,  and  lost  their  uncouth  angularity  with  their  hidden 
rude  foundations.  The  same  sea-breeze  blew  chilly  and 
steadily  from  the  bay,  yet  softened  and  subdued  by  the 
fresher  odours  of  leaf  and  flower.  The  outlying  fringe 
of  oaks  were  starred  through  their  underbrush  with  ane- 
mones and  dog-roses  ;  there  were  lupines  growing  rankly 
in  the  open  spaces,  and  along  the  gentle  slopes  of  Oak 
Grove  daisies  were  already  scattered.  And,  as  if  it  were 
part  of  this  vernal  efflorescence,  the  eminence  itself  was 
crowned  with  that  latest  flower  of  progress  and  improve- 
ment— the  new  Oak  Grove  Hotel  ! 

Long,  low,  dazzling  with  white  colonnades,  verandahs, 
and  balconies,  which  retained,  however,  enough  of  the 
dampness  of  recent  creation  to  make  them  too  cool  for 
loungers,  except  at  high  noon,  the  hotel,  nevertheless,  had 
the  charms  of  freshness,  youth,  and  cleanliness.  Reddy's 
fastidious  neatness  showed  itself  in  all  the  appointments, 
from  the  mirrored  and  marbled  bar-room,  gilded  parlours, 
and  snowy  dining-room,  to  the  chintz  and  maple  furnishing 
of  tlie  bedrooms  above.  Reddy's  taste,  too,  had  selected 
the  pretty  site ;  his  good  fortune  had  afterward  discovered 
in  an  adjoining  thicket  a  spring  of  blandly  therapeutic 
qualities.  A  complaisant  medical  faculty  of  San  Francisco 
attested  to  its  merits;  a  sympathetic  press  advertised  the 
excellence  of  the  hotel;  a  novelty-seeking,  fashionable 
circle — as  yet  without  laws  and  blindly  imitative — found 
the  new  hotel  an  admirable  variation  to  the  vulgar,  ordinary 
"across  the  bay"  excursion,  and  an  accepted  excuse  for 
a  novel  social  dissipation.  A  number  of  distinguished 
people  had  already  visited  it ;  certain  exclusive  families 
had  secured  the  best  rooms ;  there  were  a  score  of  pretty 
women  to  be  seen  in  its  parlours ;  there  had  already  been 
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a  slight  scandal.  Nothing  seemed  wanted  to  insure  its 
success. 

Reddy  was  passing  through  the  little  wood  where  four 
months  before  he  had  parted  from  Nelly  Woodridge  to 
learn  his  fate  from  her  father.  He  remembered  that 
interview  to  which  Nelly's  wafted  kiss  had  inspired  him. 
He  recalled  to-day,  as  he  had  many  times  before,  the 
singular  complacency  with  which  Mr.  Woodridge  had 
received  his  suit,  as  if  it  were  a  slight  and  unimportant 
detail  of  the  business  in  hand,  and  how  he  had  told  him 
that  Nelly  and  her  mother  were  going  to  the  "  States  "  for 
a  three  months'  visit,  but  that  after  her  return,  if  they 
were  both  "still  agreed,"  he,  Woodridge,  would  make  no 
objection.  He  remembered  the  slight  shock  which  this 
announcement  of  Nelly's  separation  from  him  during  his 
probationary  labours  had  given  him,  and  his  sudden  sus- 
picion that  he  had  been  partly  tricked  of  his  prelimi- 
nary intent  to  secure  the  solace  of  her  company.  But 
he  had  later  satisfied  himself  that  she  knew  nothing  of 
her  father's  intentions  at  the  time,  and  he  was  fain  to 
content  himself  with  a  walk  through  the  fields  at  her 
side  the  day  she  departed,  and  a  single  kiss — which  left 
him  cold.  And  now  in  a  few  days  she  would  return 
to  witness  the  successful  fulfilment  of  his  labours,  and — 
reward  him  ! 

It  was  certainly  a  complacent  prospect.  He  could  look 
forward  to  a  sensible,  prosperous,  respectable  future.  He 
had  won  back  his  good  name,  his  fortune  and  position — not 
perhaps  exactly  in  the  way  he  had  expected— and  he  had 
stilled  the  wanton,  foolish  cravings  of  his  passionate  nature 
in  the  calm,  virginal  love  of  an  honest,  handsome  girl  who 
would  make  him  a  practical  helpmeet,  and  a  comfortable, 
trustworthy  wife.  He  ought  to  be  very  happy.  He  had 
never  known  such  perfect  health  before ;  he  had  lost  his 
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reckless  habits ;  his  handsome,  nervous  face  had  grown 
more  placid  and  contented ;  his  long  curls  had  been 
conventionally  clipped ;  he  had  gained  flesh  unmistakabl}', 
and  the  lower  buttons  of  the  slim  waistcoat  he  had  worn  to 
church  that  memorable  Sunday  were  too  tight  for  comfort 
or  looks.  He  was  happy ;  yet  as  he  glanced  over  the 
material  spring  landscape,  full  of  practical  health,  blossom, 
and  promise  of  fruition,  it  struck  him  that  the  breeze  that 
blew  over  it  was  chilly,  even  if  healthful;  and  he  shivered 
slightly. 

He  reached  the  hotel,  entered  the  office,  glanced  at  the 
register,  and  passed  through  into  his  private  room.  He 
had  been  away  for  two  days,  and  noticed  with  gratification 
that  the  influx  of  visitors  was  still  increasing.  His  clerk 
followed  into  the  room. 

"There's  a  lady  in  56  who  wanted  to  see  you  when 
you  returned.     She  asked  particularly  for  the  manager." 

"  Who  is  she  ?  " 

"  Don't  know.  It's  a  Mrs.  Merrydew,  from  Sacramento. 
Expecting  her  husband  on  the  next  steamer." 

"  Humph  !  You'll  have  to  be  rather  -areful  about  these 
solitary  married  women.  We  don't  want  another  scandal, 
you  know." 

"She  asked  for  you  by  name,  sir,  and  I  thought  you 
might  know  her,"  returned  the  clerk. 

"Very  well.     I'll  go  up." 

He  sent  a  waiter  ahead  to  announce  him,  and  leisurely 
mounted  the  stairs.  No.  56  was  the  sitting-room  of  a 
private  suite  on  the  first  floor.  The  waiter  was  holding  the 
door  open.  As  he  approached  it,  a  faint  perfume  from  the 
interior  made  him  turn  pale.  But  he  recovered  his  pre- 
sence of  mind  sufficiently  to  close  the  door  sharply  upon 
the  waiter  behind  him. 

"Jim,"  said  a  voice  which  thrilled  him. 
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He  looked  up  and  beheld  what  any  astute  reader  of 
romance  will  have  already  suspected — the  woman  to  whom 
he  believed  he  owed  his  ruin  in  San  Francisco.  She  was 
as  beautiful  and  alluring  as  ever,  albeit  she  was  thinner  and 
more  spiritual  than  he  had  ever  seen  her.  She  was  taste- 
fully dressed,  as  she  had  always  been  ;  a  certain  style  of 
languorous  silken  deshabille  which  she  was  wont  to  affect 
in  better  health  now  became  her  paler  cheek  and  feverishly 
brilliant  eyes.  There  was  the  same  opulence  of  lace  and 
ornament;  and  whether  by  accident  or  design,  clasped 
around  the  slight  wrist  of  her  extended  hand  was  a  bracelet 
which  he  remembered  had  swept  away  the  last  dregs  of  his 
fortune. 

He  took  her  hand  mechanically,  yet  knowing,  what- 
ever rage  was  in  his  heart,  he  had  not  the  strength  to 
refuse  it. 

"  They  told  me  it  was  Mrs.  Merrydew,"  he  stammered. 

"That  was  my  mother's  name,"  she  said,  with  a  liiile 
laugh.  "  I  thought  you  knew  it.  But  perhaps  you  didn't. 
When  I  got  my  divorce  from  Dick — you  didn't  know  that 
either,  I  suppose?  it's  three  months  ago — I  didn't  care  to 
take  my  maiden  name  again ;  too  many  people  remem- 
bered it.  So  after  the  decree  was  made  I  called  myself 
Mrs.  Merrydew.  You  had  disappeared.  They  said  you  had 
gone  east." 

"  But  the  clerk  says  you  are  expecting  your  Jiusband  on 
the  steamer.  AVhat  does  this  mean  ?  Why  did  you  tell 
him  that?"  He  had  so  far  collected  himself  that  there 
was  a  ring  of  inquisition  in  his  voice. 

"  Oh,  I  had  to  give  him  some  kind  of  reason  for  my 
being  alone  when  I  did  not  find  you  as  I  expected,"  she 
said  half  wearily.  Then  a  change  came  over  her  tired 
face;  a  smile  of  mingled  audacity  and  tentative  coquetry 
lit  up  the  small  features.     "Perhaps  it  is  true;  perhaps  I 
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may  have  a  husband  coming  on  the  steamer — that  depends. 
Sit  down,  Jim." 

She  let  his  hand  drop,  and  pointed  to  an  armchair  from 
which  she  had  just  risen,  and  sank  down  herself  in  a  corner 
of  the  sofa,  her  thin  fingers  playing  with  and  drawing  them- 
selves through  the  tassels  of  the  cushion. 

"You  see,  Jim,  as  soon  as  I  was  free,  Louis  Sylvester — 
you  remember  Louis  Sylvester? — wanted  to  marry  me,  and 
even  thought  that  he  was  the  cause  of  Dick's  divorcing  me. 
He  actually  went  east  to  settle  some  property  he  had  left 
him  there,  and  he's  coming  on  the  steamer." 

"  Louis  Sylvester ! "  repeated  Reddy,  staring  at  her. 
"  Why,  he  was  a  bigger  fool  than  I  was,  and  a  worse  man  ! " 
he  added  bitterly. 

"I  believe  he  was,"  said  the  lady,  smiling,  "and  I  think 
he  still  is.  But,"  she  added,  glancing  at  Reddy  under  her 
light-fringed  lids,  "you — you're  regularly  reformed,  aren't 
you?  You're  stouter,  too,  and  altogether  more  solid  and 
commercial-looking.  Yet  who'd  have  thought  of  your 
keeping  a  hotel  or  ever  doing  anything  but  speculate  in 
wild-cat  or  play  at  draw-poker?  How  did  you  drift  into 
it?  Come,  tell  me  !  I'm  not  Mrs.  Sylvester  just  yet,  and 
may  be  I  might  like  to  go  into  the  business  too.  You  don't 
want  a  partner,  do  you  ?  " 

Her  manner  was  light  and  irresponsible,  or  rather  it 
suggested  a  child-like  putting  of  all  responsibility  for  her 
actions  upon  others,  which  he  remembered  now  too  well. 
Perhaps  it  was  this  which  kept  him  from  observing  that  the 
corners  of  her  smiling  lips,  however,  twitched  slightly,  and 
that  her  fingers,  twisting  the  threads  of  the  tassel,  were 
occasionally  stiffened  nervously.  For  he  burst  out :  Oh 
yes  !  he  had  drifted  into  it  when  it  was  a  toss-up  if  it 
wasn't  his  body  instead  that  would  be  found  drifting  out  to 
sea  from  the  first  wharf  of  San  Francisco.     Yes,  he  had 
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been  a  common  labourer,  a  farm  hand,  in  those  fields  she 
had  passed — a  waiter  in  the  farm  kitchen — and  but  for 
luck  he  might  be  taking  her  orders  now  in  this  very  hotel. 
It  was  not  her  fault  if  he  was  not  in  the  gutter. 

She  raised  her  thin  hand  with  a  tired  gesture  as  if  to 
ward  off  the  onset  of  his  words.  "The  same  old  Jim," 
she  repeated,  "  and  yet  I  thought  you  had  forgotten  all  that 
now,  and  become  calmer  and  more  sensible  since  you  had 
taken  flesh  and  grown  so  matter  of  fact.  You  ought  to 
have  known  then,  as  you  know  now,  that  I  never  could 
have  been  anything  to  you  as  long  as  I  was  tied  to  Dick. 
And  you  know  you  forced  your  presents  on  me,  Jim.  I 
took  them  from  you  because  I  would  take  nothing  from 
Dick,  for  I  hated  him.  And  I  never  knew  positively  that 
you  were  in  straits  then ;  you  know  you  always  talked  big, 
Jim,  and  were  always  going  to  make  your  fortune  with  the 
next  thing  you  had  in  hand  ! " 

It  was  true,  and  he  remembered  it.  He  had  not 
intended  this  kind  of  recrimination,  but  he  was  exasperated 
with  her  wearied  acceptance  of  his  reproaches,  and  by  a 
sudden  conviction  that  his  long-cherished  grievance  against 
her,  now  that  he  had  voiced  it,  was  inadequate,  mean,  and 
trifling.     Yet  he  could  not  help  saying — • 

"Then  you  had  presents  from  Sylvester,  too.  I  presume 
you  did  not  hate  him,  either?" 

"  He  would  have  married  me  the  day  after  I  got  my 
divorce." 

"  And  so  would  I,"  burst  out  Reddy. 

She  looked  at  him  fixedly.  "You  would?"  she  said, 
with  a  peculiar  emphasis.     "  And  now ?  " 

He  coloured.  It  had  been  part  of  his  revengeful  pur- 
pose on  seeing  her  to  tell  her  of  his  engagement  to  Nelly. 
He  now  found  himself  tongue-tied,  irresolute,  and  ashamed. 
Yet  he  felt  she  was  reading  his  innermost  thoughts. 
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She,  however,  only  lowered  her  eyes,  and  wilh  the  same 
tired  expression  said  :  "  No  matter  now.  Let  us  talk  of 
something  nearer.  That  was  two  months  ago.  And  so  you 
have  charge  of  this  hotel !  I  like  it  so  much.  I  mean 
the  place  itself.  I  fancy  I  could  live  here  for  ever.  It  is 
so  far  away  and  restful.  I  am  so  sick  of  towns  and  cities 
and  people.  And  this  little  grove  is  so  secluded.  If  one 
had  merely  a  little  cottage  here,  one  might  be  so  happy." 

What  did  she  mean? — what  did  she  expect? — what  did 
she  think  of  doing?  She  must  be  got  rid  of  before  Nelly's 
arrival,  and  yet  he  found  himself  wavering  under  her  potent 
and  yet  scarcely  exerted  influence.  The  desperation  of 
weakness  is  apt  to  be  more  brutal  than  the  determination 
of  strength.  He  remembered  why  he  had  come  upstairs, 
and  blurted  out :  "  But  you  can't  stay  here.  The  rules  are 
very  stringent  in  regard  to— to  strangers  like  yourself.  It 
will  be  known  who  you  really  are,  and  what  people  say  of 
you.  Even  your  divorce  will  tell  against  you.  It's  all 
wrong,  I  know — but  what  can  I  do?  I  didn't  make  the 
lules.  I  am  only  a  servant  of  the  landlord,  and  must  carry 
them  out." 

She  leaned  back  against  the  sofa  and  laughed  silently. 
Eut  she  presently  recovered  herself,  although  with  the  same 
expression  of  fatigue.  "Don't  be  alarmed,  my  poor  Jim! 
If  you  mean  your  friend  Mr.  Woodridge,  I  know  him.  It 
was  he  himself  who  suggested  my  coming  here.  And  don't 
misunderstand  him — nor  me  either.  He's  only  a  good  friend 
of  Sylvester's ;  they  had  some  speculation  together.  He's 
coming  here  to  see  me  after  Louis  arrives.  He's  waiting  in 
San  Francisco  for  his  wife  and  daughter,  who  come  on  the 
same  steamer.  So  you  see  you  won't  get  into  trouble  on  my 
account.     Don't  look  so  scared,  my  dear  boy." 

"  Does  he  know  that  you  knew  me  ?  "  said  Reddy,  with 
a  \Yhite  face. 
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"Perhaps.  But  then  that  was  three  months  ago,"  re- 
turned the  lady,  smiling,  "and  you  know  how  you  have 
reformed  since,  and  grown  ever  so  much  more  steady  and 
respectable." 

"Did  he  talk  to  you  of  me?"  continued  Reddy,  still 
aghast. 

"A  little — complimentary,  of  course.  Don't  look  so 
frightened.     I  didn't  give  you  away." 

Her  laugh  suddenly  ceased,  and  her  face  changed  into 
a  more  nervous  activity  as  she  rose  and  went  toward  the 
window.  She  had  heard  the  sound  of  wheels  outside — the 
coach  had  just  arrived. 

"There's  Mr.  Woodridge  now,"  she  said,  in  a  more 
animated  voice.  "The  steamer  must  be  in.  But  I  don't 
see  Louis  ;  do  you  ?  ' 

She  turned  to  where  Reddy  was  standing,  but  he  was  gone. 

The  momentary  animation  of  her  face  changed.  She 
lifted  her  shoulders  wiih  a  half  gesture  of  scorn,  but  in  the 
midst  of  it  suddenly  threw  herself  on  the  sofa  and  buried 
her  face  in  her  hands. 

A  few  moments  elapsed  with  the  bustle  of  arrival  in  the 
hall  and  passages.  Then  there  was  a  hesitating  step  at 
her  door.  She  quickly  passed  her  handkerchief  over  her 
wet  eyes,  and  resumed  her  former  look  of  weary  accep- 
tation. The  door  opened ;  but  it  was  j\Ir.  Woodridge 
who  entered.  The  rough,  shirt-sleeved  ranchman  had 
developed,  during  the  last  four  months,  into  an  equally 
blunt  but  soberly  dressed  proprietor.  His  keen,  energetic 
face,  however,  wore  an  expression  of  embarrassment  and 
anxiety,  with  an  added  suggestion  of  a  half-humorous 
appreciation  of  it. 

"  I  wouldn't  have  disturbed  you,  Mrs,  IMerrydew,"  he 
said,  with  a  gentle  bluntness,  "if  I  hadn't  wanted  to  ask 
your  advice  before  I  saw  Reddy.     I'm  keeping  out  of  his 


92         The  Reformat  ion  of  James  Reddy. 

way  until  I  could  see  you.  I  left  Nelly  and  her  mother 
in  'Frisco.  There's  been  some  queer  goings  on  on  the 
steamer  coming  home ;  Nelly  has  sprung  a  new  game  on 
her  mother,  and — and  suthin'  that  looks  as  if  there  might 
be  a  new  deal.  However" — here  a  sense  that  he  was, 
perhaps,  treating  his  statement  too  seriously,  stopped  him, 
and  he  smiled  reassuringly — "that  is  as  may  be." 

"  I  don't  know,"  he  went  on,  "  as  I  ever  told  you  any- 
thing about  my  Nelly  and  Redd}'.  Partik'lerly  about 
Nelly.  She's  a  good  girl,  a  square  girl,  but  she's  got  some 
all-fired  romantic  ideas  in  her  head.  Mebbee  it  kem  from 
her  reading,  mebbee  it  kem  from  her  not  knowing  other  girls, 
or  seeing  too  much  of  a  queer  sort  of  men ;  but  she  got  an 
interest  in  the  bad  ones,  and  thought  it  was  her  mission  to 
reform  them.  Reform  them  by  pure  kindness,  attentive 
little  sisterly  ways,  and  moral  example.  She  first  tried  her 
hand  on  Reddy.  When  he  first  kem  to  us  he  was — well,  he 
was  a  blazin'  ruin  !  She  took  him  in  hand,  yanked  him 
outer  himself,  put  his  foot  on  the  bedrock,  and  made  him 
what  you  see  him  now.  Well — what  happened — why,  he 
got  reg'larly  soft  on  her ;  wanted  to  marry  her,  and  I  agreed 
conditionally,  of  course,  to  keep  him  up  to  the  mark.  Did 
you  speak  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  the  lady,  with  her  bright  eyes  fixed  upon  him. 

"  Well,  that  was  all  well  and  good,  and  I'd  like  to  have 
carried  out  my  part  of  the  contract,  and  was  willing,  and 
am  still.  But  you  see,  Nelly,  after  she'd  landed  Reddy  on 
firm  ground,  got  a  little  tired,  I  reckon,  gal  like,  of  the 
thing  she'd  worked  so  easily,  and  when  she  went  east  she 
looked  around  for  some  other  wreck  to  try  her  hand  on, 
and  she  found  it  on  the  steamer  coming  back.  And  who 
do  you  think  it  was  ?     Why,  our  friend  Louis  Sylvester  1 " 

Mrs.  Merrydew  smiled  slightly,  with  her  bright  eyes  still 
on  the  speaker. 
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"  Well,  you  know  he  is  fast  at  times — if  he  is  a  friend  of 
mine — and  she  reg'larly  tackled  him ;  and,  as  my  old 
woman  says,  it  was  a  sight  to  see  her  go  for  him.  But 
then  he  didn't  tumble  to  it.  No  !  Reformin'  ain't  in  his 
line,  I'm  afeard.  And  what  was  the  result?  Why,  Nelly 
only  got  all  the  more  keen  when  she  found  she  couldn't 
manage  him  like  Reddy — and,  between  you  and  me,  she'd 
have  liked  Reddy  more  if  he  hadn't  been  so  easy — and  it's 
ended,  I  reckon,  in  her  now  falling  dead  in  love  with  Syl- 
vester. She  swears  she  won't  marry  any  one  else,  and  wants 
to  devote  her  whole  life  to  him  !  Now,  what's  to  be  done  ? 
Reddy  don't  know  it  yet,  and  I  don't  know  how  to  tell  him. 
Nelly  says  her  mission  was  ended  when  she  made  a  new 
man  of  him,  and  he  oughter  be  thankful  for  that.  Couldn't 
you  kinder  break  the  news  to  him,  and  tell  him  there  ain't 
any  show  for  him  ?  " 

"  Does  he  love  the  girl  so  much,  then  ? "  said  the  lady 
gently. 

"Yes;  but  I  am  afraid  there  is  no  hope  for  Reddy 
as  long  as  she  thinks  there's  a  chance  of  her  capturing 
Sylvester." 

The  lady  rose,  and  went  to  the  writing-table.  "  Would 
it  be  any  comfort  to  you,  Mr.  Woodridge,  if  you  were  told 
that  she  had  not  the  slightest  chance  with  Sylvester?" 

"Yes." 

She  wrote  a  few  lines  on  a  card,  put  it  in  an  envelope, 
and  handed  it  to  Woodridge.  "Find  out  where  Sylvester 
is  in  San  Francisco,  and  give  him  that  card.  I  think  it 
will  satisfy  you.  And  now  as  I  have  to  catch  the  return 
coach  in  ten  minutes,  I  must  ask  you  to  excuse  me  while  I 
put  my  things  together." 

"  And  you  won't  first  break  the  news  to  Reddy  for  me  ?  " 

"No;  and  I  advise  you  to  keep  the  whole  matter  to 
yourself  for  the  present.     Good-bye  !  " 
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She  smiled  again,  fascinatingly  as  usual,  but,  as  it  seemed 
to  him,  a  trifle  wearily,  and  then  passed  into  the  inner 
room.  Years  after,  in  his  practical,  matter-of-fact  recollec- 
tions of  this  strange  woman,  he  always  remembered  her  by 
this  smile. 

But  she  had  sufficiently  impressed  him  by  her  parting 
adjuration  to  cause  him  to  answer  Reddy's  eager  inquiries 
with  the  statement  that  Nelly  and  her  mother  were  greatly 
preoccupied  with  some  friends  in  San  Francisco,  and  to 
speedily  escape  further  questioning.  Reddy's  disappoint- 
ment was  somewhat  mitigated  by  the  simultaneous  an- 
nouncement of  Mrs.  Merrydew's  departure.  But  he  was  still 
more  relieved  and  gratified  to  hear,  a  few  days  later,  of  the 
marriage  of  Mrs.  Merrydew  with  Louis  Sylvester.  If,  to 
the  general  surprise  and  comment  it  excited,  he  contributed 
only  a  smile  of  cynical  toleration  and  superior  self-compla- 
cency, the  reader  will  understand  and  not  blame  him.  Nor 
did  the  public,  who  knew  the  austere  completeness  of  his 
reform.  Nor  did  Mr.  Woodridge,  who  failed  to  understand 
the  only  actor  in  this  little  comedy  who  might  perhaps  have 
differed  from  them  all. 

A  month  later  James  Reddy  married  Nelly  Woodridge  in 
the  chilly  little  church  at  Oakdale.  Perhaps  by  that  time  it 
might  have  occurred  to  him  that,  although  the  freshness 
and  fruition  of  summer  were  everywhere,  the  building 
seemed  to  be  still  unwarmed.  And  when  he  stepped  forth 
with  his  bride  and  glanced  across  the  prosperous  landscape 
toward  the  distant  bay  and  headlands  of  San  Francisco,  he 
shivered  slightly  at  the  drily  practical  kiss  of  the  keen 
North-western  Trades. 

But  he  was  prosperous  and  comfortable  thereafter,  as 
the  respectable  owner  of  broad  lands  and  paying  shares. 
It  was  said  that  Mrs.  Reddy  contributed  much  to  the 
popularity  of  the  hotel   by   her   charming    freedom   from 
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prejudice,  and  sympathy  with  mankind ;  but  this  was 
perhaps  only  due  to  the  contrast  to  her  more  serious, 
and  at  times  abstracted  husband.  At  least  this  was  the 
charitable  opinion  of  the  proverbially  tolerant  and  kind- 
hearted  Baroness  Streichholzer  {jiee  Merrydew,  and  rehct 
of  the  late  lamented  Louis  Sylvester,  Esq.),  whom  I 
recently  had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  at  Wiesbaden,  where 
the  waters  and  reposeful  surroundings  strongly  reminded 
her  of  Oakdale. 


Che  ©eit  of  tlje  a^^lDulMjes. 


PART  I. 


The  consul  for  the  United  States  of  America  at  the  port 
of  St.  Kentigern  was  sitting  alone  in  the  settled  gloom  of 
his  private  office.  Yet  it  was  only  high  noon  of  a  "season- 
able "  winter's  day,  by  the  face  of  the  clock  that  hung  like 
a  pallid  moon  on  the  murky  wall  opposite  to  him.  What 
else  could  be  seen  of  the  apartment  by  the  faint  light  that 
struggled  through  the  pall  of  fog  outside  the  lustreless 
windows,  presented  the  ordinary  aspect  of  a  business 
sanctum.  There  were  a  shelf  of  fog-bound  admiralty  law, 
one  or  two  coloured  prints  of  ocean  steamships  under  full 
steam,  bow  on,  tremendously  foreshortened,  and  seeming 
to  force  themselves  through  shadowy  partitions ;  there  were 
engravings  of  Lincoln  and  Washington,  as  unsubstantial 
and  shadowy  as  the  dead  themselves.  Outside,  against 
the  window,  which  was  almost  level  with  the  street,  an 
occasional  procession  of  black  silhouetted  figures  of  men 
and  women,  with  hymn-books  in  their  hands  and  gloom  on 
their  faces,  seemed  to  be  born  of  the  fog,  and  prematurely 
to  return  to  it.  At  which  a  conviction  of  sin  overcame 
the  consul.  He  remembered  that  it  was  the  Sabbath 
day,  and  that  he  had  no  business  to  be  at  the  consulate 
at  all. 

Unfortunately,  with  this  shameful  conviction   came  the 
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sound  of  a  bell  ringing  somewhere  in  the  depths  of  the 
building,  and  the  shuffling  of  feet  on  the  outer  steps.  The 
light  of  his  fire  had  evidently  been  seen,  and  like  a  beacon 
had  attracted  some  wandering  and  possibly  intoxicated 
mariner  with  American  papers.  The  consul  walked  into 
the  hall  with  a  sudden  righteous  frigidity  of  manner.  It 
was  one  thing  to  be  lounging  in  one's  own  office  on  the 
Sabbath  day,  and  quite  another  to  be  deliberately  calling 
there  on  business. 

He  opened  the  front  door,  and  a  middle-aged  man 
entered,  accompanying  and  partly  shoving  forward  a  more 
diffident  and  younger  one.  Neither  appeared  to  be  a  sailor, 
although  both  were  dressed  in  that  dingy  respectability  and 
remoteness  of  fashion  affected  by  second  and  third  mates 
when  ashore.  They  were  already  well  in  the  hall,  and 
making  their  way  toward  the  private  office,  wlien  the  elder 
man  said,  with  an  air  of  casual  explanation,  "  Lookin'  for 
the  American  consul;  I  reckon  this  yer's  the  consulate?" 

"It  is  the  consulate,"  said  the  official  drily,  "and  I  am 
the  consul ;  but " 

"That's  all  right,"  interrupted  the  stranger,  pushing  past 
him,  and  opening  the  door  of  tiie  private  office,  into  which 
he  shoved  his  companion.  "Thar,  now  !"  he  continued  to 
the  diffident  youth,  pointing  to  a  chair,  and  quite  ignoring 
the  presence  of  the  consul.  "Thar's  a  bit  of  America. 
Sit  down  than  You're  under  the  flag  now,  and  can  do 
as  you  darn  please."  Nevertheless,  he  looked  a  little 
disappointed  as  he  glanced  around  him,  as  if  he  had 
expected  a  different  environment  and  possibly  a  different 
climate. 

"I  presume,"  said  the  consul  suavely,  "you  wish  to  see 
me  on  some  urgent  matter;  for  you  probably  know  that  the 
consulate  is  closed  on  Sunday  to  ordinary  business.  I  am 
here  myself  quite  accidentally." 

VOL.    IX.  G 
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"Then  you  don't  live  liere?"  said  the  visitor  dis- 
appointedly. 

"No." 

"  I  reckon  that's  the  reason  why  we  didn't  see  no  flag 
a-flyin'  when  we  was  a-huntin'  this  place  yesterday.  We 
was  directed  here,  but  I  says  to  Malcolm,  says  I,  '  No,  it 
ain't  here,  or  you'd  see  the  Stars  and  Stripes  afore  you'd  see 
anythin'  else.'  But  I  reckon  you  float  it  over  your  house, 
eh  ?  " 

The  Consul  here  explained  smilingly  that  he  did  not  fly  a 
flag  over  his  lodgings,  and  that  except  on  national  holidays 
it  was  not  customary  to  display  the  national  ensign  on  the 
consulate, 

"  Then  you  can't  do  here — and  you  a  consul — what  any 
nigger  can  do  in  the  States,  eh  ?  That's  about  how  it  pans 
out,  don't  it  ?  But  I  didn't  think  you'd  tumble  to  it  quite 
so  quick.  Jack." 

At  this  mention  of  his  Christian  name,  the  consul  turned 
sharply  on  the  speaker.  A  closer  scrutiny  of  the  face  before 
him  ended  with  a  flash  of  reminiscence.  The  fog  without 
and  wathin  seemed  to  melt  away  ;  he  was  standing  once  more 
on  a  Western  hillside  with  this  man,  a  hundred  miles  of 
sparkling  sunshine  and  crisp  dry  air  stretching  around  him, 
and  above  a  blue  and  arched  sky  that  roofed  the  third  of  a 
continent  with  six  months'  summer.  And  then  the  fog 
seemed  to  come  back  heavier  and  thicker  to  his  conscious- 
ness. He  emotionally  stretched  out  his  hand  to  the 
stranger.  But  it  was  the  fog  and  his  personal  surroundings 
which  now  seemed  to  be  unreal. 

"  Why,  it's  Harry  Custer  ! "  he  said,  with  a  laugh  that, 
however,  ended  in  a  sigh.  "  I  didn't  recognise  you  in 
this  half  liyht."  He  then  glanced  curiously  toward  the 
diftident  young  man,  as  if  to  identify  another  possible  old 
acquaintance. 
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"  Well,  I  spotted  you  from  the  first,"  said  Custer,  "  though 
I  ain't  seen  you  since  we  were  in  Scott's  Camp  together. 
That's  ten  years  ago.  You're  lookin'  at  /^/V;/,"  he  continued, 
following  the  consul's  wandering  eye.  "  Well,  it's  about  him 
that  I  came  to  see  you.  This  yer's  a  M'Hulish — a  genuine 
M'Hulish  ! " 

He  paused,  as  if  to  give  effect  to  this  statement.  But 
the  name  apparently  offered  no  thrilling  suggestion  to  the 
consul,  who  regarded  the  young  man  closely  for  further 
explanation.  He  was  a  fair-faced  youth  of  about  twenty 
years,  with  pale,  reddish-brown  eyes,  dark  hair  reddish  at 
the  roots,  and  a  singular  white  and  pink  waxiness  of  oval 
cheek,  which,  however,  narrowed  suddenly  at  the  angle  of 
the  jaw,  and  fell  away  with  the  retreating  chin. 

"  Yes,"  continued  Custer  \  "  I  oughter  say  the  only 
M'Hulish.  He  is  the  direct  heir — and  of  royal  descent  ! 
He's  one  of  them  jM'Hulishes  whose  name  in  them  o'd 
history  times  was  enough  to  whoop  up  the  boys  and  make 
'em  paint  the  town  red.  A  regular  campaign  boomer — 
the  old  M'Hulish  was.  Stump  speeches  and  brass  bands 
warn't  in  it  with  the  boys  when  he  was  around.  They'd  go 
their  bottom  dollar  and  last  cartridge — if  they'd  had  cartridges 
in  them  days — on  him.  That  was  the  regular  M'Hulish 
gait.  And  Malcolm  there's  the  last  of  'em — got  the  same 
style  of  features,  too." 

Ludicrous  as  the  situation  was,  it  struck  the  consul  dimly, 
as  through  fog  and  darkness,  that  the  features  of  the  young 
man  were  not  unfamiliar,  and  indeed  had  looked  out  upon 
him  dimly  and  vaguely  at  various  times,  from  various  historic 
canvases.  It  was  the  face  of  complacent  fatuity,  incom- 
petency, and  inconstancy,  which  had  dragged  down  strength, 
competency,  and  constancy  to  its  own  idiotic  fate  and  levels — 
a  face  for  whose  weaknesses  valour  and  beauty  had  not  only 
sacrificed  themselves,  but  made  things  equally  unpleasant 
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to  a  great  many  minor  virtues.  Nevertheless,  the  consul, 
with  an  amused  sense  of  its  ridiculous  incongruity  to  the 
grim  Scottish  Sabbath  procession  in  the  street,  and  the  fog- 
bound volumes  of  admiralty  law  in  the  room,  smiled  affably. 

"  Of  course  our  young  friend  has  no  desire  to  test  the 
magic  of  his  name  here  in  these  degenerate  days." 

"No,"  said  Custer  complacently;  "  thougli,  between  you 
and  me,  old  man,  there's  always  no  tellin'  what  might  turn 
up  over  in  this  yer  monarchy.  Things  of  course  are  different 
over  our  way.  But  jest  now  Malcolm  will  be  satisfied  to 
take  the  title  and  property  to  which  he's  rightful  heir." 

The  consul's  face  fell,  Alas  !  it  was  only  the  old,  old  story. 
Its  endless  repetitions  and  variations  had  been  familiar  to 
him  even  in  his  youth  and  in  his  own  land.  "Ef  that  man 
had  his  rights,"  had  once  been  pointed  out  to  him  in  a  wild 
Western  camp,  "he'd  be  now  sittin'  in  scarlet  on  the  right 
of  the  Queen  of  England  !  "  The  gentleman  who  was  indi- 
cated in  this  apocalyptical  vision,  it  appeared,  simply  bore 
a  singular  likeness  to  a  reigning  Hanoverian  family,  which 
for  some  unexplained  reason  he  had  contented  himself  with 
bearing  with  fortitude  and  patience.  But  it  was  in  his 
official  capacity  that  the  consul's  experience  had  been  the 
most  trying.  At  times  it  had  seemed  to  him  that  much 
of  the  real  property  and  peerage  of  Great  Britain  was  the 
inherited  right  of  penniless  American  republicans  who  had 
hitherto  refrained  from  presenting  their  legal  claims,  and 
that  the  habitual  first  duty  of  generations  of  British  noble- 
men on  coming  into  their  estates  and  titles  was  to  ship 
their  heirs  and  next-of-kin  to  America,  and  then  forget 
all  about  them.  Pie  had  listened  patiently  to  claims  to 
positions  more  or  less  exalted — claims  often  presented 
with  ingenuous  sophistry  or  pathetic  simplicity,  prose- 
cuted with  great  good  humour,  and  abandoned  with  in- 
vincible cheerfulness ;    but  they  seldom  culminated  more 
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seriously  than  in  the  disbursement  of  a  few  dollars  by  the 
consul  to  enable  the  rightful  owner  of  millions  to  procure 
a  steerage  passage  back  to  his  previous  democratic  retire- 
ment. There  had  been  others,  less  sincere,  but  more  pre- 
tentious in  quality,  to  whom,  however,  a  letter  to  the 
Heralds'  College  in  London  was  all-sufficient,  and  who,  on 
payment  of  various  fees  and  emoluments,  were  enabled  to 
stagger  back  to  New  York  or  Boston  with  certain  unclaimed 
and  forgotten  luggage,  which  a  more  gallant  ancestor  had 
scorned  to  bring  with  him  into  the  new  life,  or  had  thrown 
aside  in  his  undue  haste  to  make  them  citizens  of  the  republic. 
Still,  all  this  had  grown  monotonous  and  wearisome,  and 
was  disappointing  as  coming  through  the  intervention  of  an 
old  friend  who  ought  to  know  better. 

"Of  course  you  have  already  had  legal  opinion  on  the 
subject  over  there,"  said  the  consul,  with  a  sigh  ;  "  but  here, 
you  know,  you  ought  first  to  get  some  professional  advice 
from  those  acquainted  with  Scotch  procedure.  But  perhaps 
you  have  that  too.'' 

"No,"  said  Custer  cheerfully.  "Why,  it  ain't  only  two 
months  ago  that  I  first  saw  Malcolm.  Tumbled  over  him 
on  his  own  farm  jest  out  of  JMacCorkleville,  Kentucky, 
where  he  and  his  fathers  before  him  had  been  livin'  nigh  a 
hundred  years — yes,  a  hu?idred  years^  by  Jove  !  ever  since 
they  first  emigrated  to  the  country.  Had  a  talk  over  it ; 
saw  an  old  Bible  about  as  big  and  as  used  up  as  that," 
lifting  the  well-worn  consular  Bible — "  with  dates  in  it ;  and 
heard  the  whole  story.     And  here  we  are." 

"And  you  have  consulted  no  lawyer?"  gasped  the 
consul. 

"The  M'Hulishes,"  said  an  unexpected  voice  that 
sounded  thin  and  feminine,  "  never  took  any  legal  decision. 
From  the  craggy  summits  of  Glen  Crankie  he  lifted  the 
banner  of  his  forefathers,  or  raised   the   war-cry,   '  Hulish 
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dhu,  ieroe  ! '  from  the  battlements  of  Craigiedurach ;  and 
the  dan  gathered  round  him  with  shouts  that  rent  the  air. 
That  was  the  way  of  it  in  old  times.  And  the  boys  whooped 
him  up  and  stood  by  him."  It  was  the  diffident  young 
man  who  had  half  spoken,  half  recited,  with  an  odd  en- 
thusiasm that  even  the  culminating  slang  could  not  make 
conventional. 

"  That's  about  the  size  of  it,"  said  Custer,  leaning  back 
in  his  cliair  easily  with  an  approving  glance  at  the  young 
man.  "  And  I  don't  know  if  that  ain't  the  way  to  work  the 
thing  now." 

The  consul  stared  hopelessly  from  the  one  to  the  other. 
It  had  always  seemed  possible  that  this  dreadful  mania 
might  develop  into  actual  insanity,  and  he  had  little  doubt 
but  that  the  younger  man's  brain  was  slightly  affected.  But 
this  did  not  account  for  the  delusion  and  expectations  of 
the  elder.  Harry  Custer,  as  the  consul  remembered  him, 
was  a  level-headed,  practical  miner,  whose  leaning  to 
adventure  and  excitement  had  not  prevented  him  from 
being  a  cool  speculator,  and  he  had  amassed  more  than 
a  competency  by  reason  of  his  judicious  foresight  and 
prompt  action.  Yet  he  was  evidently  under  the  glamour 
of  this  madman,  although  outwardly  as  lazily  self-contained 
as  ever. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,"  said  the  consul,  in  a  sup- 
pressed voice,  "  that  you  two  have  come  here  equipped  only 
with  a  statement  of  facts  and  a  family  Bible,  and  that  you 
expect  to  take  advantage  of  a  feudal  enthusiasm  which  no 
longer  exists — and  perhaps  never  did  exist  out  of  the  pages 
of  romance — as  a  means  of  claiming  estates  whose  titles 
have  long  since  been  settled  by  law,  and  can  be  claimed 
only  under  that  tenure  ?  Surely  I  have  misunderstood  you. 
You  cannot  be  in  earnest." 

"Honest  Injun,"  said  Custer,  nodding  his  head  lazily. 


The  Heir  of  the  M'Hiilishcs.  103 

"  We  mean  it,  but  not  jest  that  way  you've  put  it.  F'r 
instance,  it  ain't  only  us  two.  This  yer  thing,  ole  pard, 
we're  runnin'  as  a  syndicate." 

"  A  syndicate?"  echoed  the  consul. 

"A  syndicate,"  repeated  Custer.  "  Half  the  boys  that 
were  at  Eagle  Camp  are  in  it,  and  two  of  Malcolm's  neigh- 
bours from  Kentucky — the  regular  old  Scotch  breed  like 
himself;  for  you  know  that  ISIacCorkle  County  was  settled 
by  them  old  Scotch  Covenanters,  and  the  folks  are  Scotch 
Presbyterians  to  this  day.  And  for  the  matter  of  ih:it,  the 
Eagle  boys  that  are  in  it  are  of  Scotch  descent,  or  a  kind 
of  blend,  you  know — in  fact,  I'm  half  Scotch  myself — or 
Irish,"  he  added  thoughtfully.  "  So  you  see  that  settles 
your  argument  about  any  local  opinion  ;  for  if  them  Scots 
don't  know  their  own  people,  who  does  ?  " 

"  May  I  ask,"  said  the  consul,  with  a  desperate  at- 
tempt to  preserve  his  composure,  "  what  you  are  proposing 
to  do  ?  " 

"Well,"  said  Custer,  settling  himself  comfortably  back 
in  his  chair  again,  "that  depends.  Do  you  remember  the 
time  that  we  jumped  them  Mexican  claims  on  the  North 
Fork — the  lime  them  Greasers  wanted  to  take  in  the  whole 
river-bank  because  they'd  found  gold  on  one  of  the  upper 
bars?  Seems  to  me  we  jest  went  peaceful-like  over  there 
one  moonshiny  night,  and  took  up  their  stakes  and  set 
down  ours.     Seems  to  me_>w^  were  one  of  the  party." 

"That  was  in  our  own  country,"  returned  the  consul 
hastily,  "and  was  an  indefensible  act,  even  in  a  lawless 
frontier  civilisation.  But  you  are  surely  not  mad  enough 
even  to  conceive  of  such  a  thing  Jiere  I  " 

"  Keep  your  hair  on.  Jack,"  said  Custer  lazily.  "  What's 
the  matter  with  constitutional  methods,  eh?  D,o  you 
remember  the  time  when  we  didn't  like  Pueblo  rules,  and 
we  laid  out  Eureka  City  on  their  lines,  and  whooped  up  the 
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Mexicans  and  diggers  to  elect  mayor  and  aldermen,  and 
put  the  city  front  on  Juanita  Creek,  and  then  corralled  it 
for  water  lots  ?  Seems  to  me  you  were  county  clerk  then. 
Now  who's  to  keep  Dick  Macgregor  and  Joe  Hamilton, 
that  are  both  up  the  Nile  now,  from  droppin'  in  over  here 
to  see  Malcolm  in  his  own  house?  Who's  goin'  to  object 
to  Wallace  or  Baird,  who  are  on  this  side,  doin'  the  Eytalian 
lakes,  from  comin'  here  on  their  way  home ;  or  Watson  and 
Moore  and  Timley,  that  are  livin'  over  in  Paris,  from 
joinin'  the  boys  in  givin'  Malcolm  a  housewarmin'  in  his 
old  home  ?  What's  to  keep  the  whole  syndicate  from 
gatherin'  at  Kelpie  Island  up  here  off  the  west  coast,  among 
the  tombs  of  Malcolm's  ancestors,  and  fixin'  up  things 
generally  with  the  clan  ?  " 

"Only  one  thing,"  said  the  consul,  with  a  gravity  which 
he  nevertheless  felt  might  be  a  mistaken  attitude.  "  You 
shouldn't  have  told  vie  about  it.  For  if,  as  your  old  friend, 
I  cannot  keep  you  from  committing  an  inconceivable  folly, 
as  the  American  consul  here  it  will  be  my  first  duty  to  give 
notice  to  our  legation,  and  perhaps  warn  the  authorities. 
And  you  may  be  sure  I  will  do  it." 

To  his  surprise  Custer  leaned  forward  and  pressed  his 
hand  with  an  expression  of  cheerful  relief.  "That's  so, 
old  pard  ;  I  reckoned  on  it.  In  fact,  I  told  Malcolm  that 
that  would  be  about  your  gait.  Of  course  you  couldn't  do 
it  otherwise.  And  it  would  have  been  playin'  it  rather  low 
down  on  you  to  have  left  you  out  in  the  cold — without  even 
that  show  in  the  game.  For  what  you  will  do  in  warnin' 
the  other  fellows,  don't  you  see,  will  just  waken  up  the  clan. 
It's  better  than  a  campaign  circular.'' 

"Don't  be  too  sure  of  that,"  said  the  consul,  with  a  half- 
hysterical  laugh.  "  But  we  won't  consider  so  lamentable  a 
contingency.  Come  and  dine  with  me,  both  of  you,  and 
we'll  discuss  the  only  thing  worth   discussing — your  legal 
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rights — and  you  can  tell  me  your  whole  story,  which,   by 
the  way,  I  haven't  heard." 

"  Sorry,  Jack,  but  it  can't  be  done,"  said  Custer,  with 
his  first  approach  to  seriousness  of  manner.  "You  see, 
we'd  made  up  our  mind  not  to  come  here  again  after  this 
first  call.     We  ain't  goin'  to  compromise  you. ' 

"I  am  the  best  judge  of  that,"  returned  the  consul 
drily.  Then  suddenly  changing  his  manner,  he  grasped 
Custer's  hand  with  both  his  own.  "  Come,  Harr}',"  he 
said  earnestly,  "  I  will  not  believe  that  this  is  not  a  joke, 
but  I  beg  of  you  to  promise  me  one  thing — do  not  move  a 
step  further  in  this  matter  without  legal  counsel.  I  will 
give  you  a  letter  to  a  legal  friend  of  mine — a  man  of  affairs, 
a  man  of  the  world,  and  a  Scot  as  typical  perhaps  as  any 
you  have  mentioned.  State  your  legal  case  to  him — only 
that ;  his  opinion  will  show  you  also,  if  I  am  not  mistaken, 
the  folly  of  your  depending  upon  any  sectional  or  historical 
sentiment  in  this  matter." 

Without  waiting  for  a  reply,  he  sat  down  and  hastily 
wrote  a  few  lines  to  a  friendly  local  magnate.  When  he 
had  handed  the  note  to  Custer,  the  latter  looked  at  the 
address,  and  showed  it  to  his  young  companion. 

"Same  name,  isn't  it?"  he  asked. 

"Yes,"  responded  Mr.  M'Hulish. 

"Do  you  know  him?"  asked  the  consul,  evidently  sur- 
prised. 

"  We  don't ;  but  he's  a  friend  of  one  of  the  Eagle  boys. 
I  reckon  we  would  have  seen  him  anyhow ;  but  we'll  agree 
with  you  to  hold  on  until  we  do.  It's  a  go.  Good-bye, 
old  pard  !     So  long  !" 

They  both  shook  the  consul's  hand  and  departed,  leaving 
him  staring  at  the  fog  into  which  they  had  melted  as  if  they 
were  unreal  shadows  of  the  past. 


io6  The  Heir  of  the  M'H^dishes. 


II. 

The  next  morning  the  fog  had  given  way  to  a  palpable, 
horizontally  driving  rain,  which  wetted  the  inside  as  well  as 
the  outside  of  umbrellas,  and  caused  them  to  be  presented 
at  every  conceivable  angle  as  they  drifted  past  the  windows 
of  the  consulate.  There  was  a  tap  at  the  door,  and  a  clerk 
entered. 

"Ye  will  be  in  to  Sir  James  M'Feu?" 

The  consul  nodded,  and  added,  "  Show  him  in  here." 

It  was  the  magnate  to  whom  he  had  sent  the  note  the 
previous  day  ;  a  man  of  large  yet  slow  and  cautious  nature, 
learned,  and  even  pedantic,  yet  far-sighted  and  practical ; 
very  human  and  hearty  in  social  intercourse — which,  how- 
ever, left  him  as  it  found  him — with  no  sentimental  or  un- 
businesslike entanglements.  The  consul  had  known  him 
sensible  and  sturdy  at  board  meetings  and  executive 
councils ;  logical  and  convincing  at  political  gatherings ; 
decorous  and  grave  in  the  kirk ;  and  humorous  and  jovial 
at  festivities,  where  perhaps  later  in  the  evening,  in  company 
with  others,  hands  were  clasped  over  a  libation  lyrically 
defined  as  a  "  right  guid  williewaught."  On  one  of  these 
occasions  they  had  walked  home  together,  not  without 
some  ostentation  of  steadiness;  yet  when  M'Feu's  emi- 
nently respectable  front  door  had  closed  upon  him,  the 
consul  was  perfectly  satisfied  that  a  distinctly  proper  and 
unswerving  man  of  business  would  issue  from  it  the  next 
morning. 

"Eh  !  but  it's  a  soft  day,"  said  Sir  James,  removing  his 
gloves.     "Ye'U  not  be  gadding  about  in  this  weather." 

"  You  got  my  note  of  introduction,  I  suppose } "  said  the 
consul,  when  the  momentous  topic  of  the  weather  was 
exhausted. 
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"Oh  ay." 

"  And  you  saw  the  gentleman  ?  " 

"  Ay." 

"And  what's  your  opinion  of — his  claims?" 

"He's  a  fine  lad — that  Malcolm — a  fine  type  of  a  lad," 
said  Sir  James,  with  an  almost  too  effusive  confidence. 
"  Ye'll  be  thinking  so  yourself — no  doubt  ?  Ay,  it's 
wonderful  to  consider  the  preservation  of  type  so  long 
after  its  dispersal  in  other  lands.  And  it's  a  strange  and 
wonderful  country  that  of  yours,  with  its  plantations — as 
one  might  say — of  homogeneity  unimpaired  for  so  many 
years,  and  keeping  the  old  faith  too — and  all  its  strange 
survivals.  Ay,  and  that  Kentucky,  where  his  land  is — it 
will  be  a  rich  state  !  It's  very  instructing  and  interesting 
to  hear  his  account  of  that  remarkable  region  they  call 
'  the  blue-grass  country,'  and  the  stock  they  raise  there. 
I'm  obliged  to  ye,  my  friend,  for  a  most  edifying  and  im- 
proving evening." 

"  But  his  claim — did  he  not  speak  of  that  ?  " 

"Oh  ay.  And  that  Mr.  Custer — he's  a  grand  man  and 
an  amusing  one.  Ye'll  be  great  comrades,  you  and  he  ! 
Man  !  it  was  delightful  to  hear  him  tell  of  the  rare  doings, 
and  the  bit  fun  ye  two  had  in  the  old  times.  Eh,  sir,  but 
who'd  think  that  of  the  proper  American  consul  at  St. 
Kentigern  ! "  And  Sir  James  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  and 
bestowed  an  admiring  smile  on  that  ofificial. 

The  consul  thought  he  began  to  understand  this  evasion. 
"Then  you  don't  think  much  of  Mr.  M'Hulish's  claim?" 
he  said. 

"  I'm  not  saying  that." 

"But  do  you  really  think  a  claim  based  upon  a  family 
Bible  and  a  family  likeness  a  subject  for  serious  con- 
sideration?" 

"  I'm  not  saying'  that  either,  laddie." 
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"  Perhaps  he  has  confided  to  you  more  fully  than  he  has 
to  me,  or  possibly  you  yourself  knew  something  in  corro- 
boration of  his  facts." 

"No." 

His  companion  had  evidently  no  desire  to  be  communi- 
cative. But  the  consul  had  heard  enough  to  feel  that  he 
was  justified  in  leaving  the  matter  in  his  hands.  He  had 
given  him  fair  warning.  Yet,  nevertheless,  he  would  be 
even  more  explicit. 

"I  do  not  know,"  he  began,  "whether  this  young 
M'Hulish  confided  to  you  his  great  reliance  upon  some 
peculiar  effect  of  his  presence  among  the  tenants,  and  of 
establishing  his  claim  to  the  property  by  exciting  the  en- 
thusiasm of  the  clan.  It  certainly  struck  me  that  he  had 
some  rather  exaggerated  ideas,  borrowed  perhaps  from 
romances  he'd  read,  like  Don  Quixote,  and  his  books  of 
chivalry.  He  seems  to  believe  in  the  existence  of  a  clan 
loyalty,  and  the  actual  survival  of  old  feudal  instincts  and  of 
old  feudal  methods  in  the  Highlands.  He  appears  to  look 
upon  himself  as  a  kind  of  local  Prince  Charlie,  and,  by 
Jove  !  I've  an  idea  he's  almost  as  crazy." 

"And  why  should  he  na  believe  in  his  own  kith  and 
kin?"  said  Sir  James  quickly,  with  a  sudden  ring  in  his 
voice,  and  a  dialectical  freedom  quite  distinct  from  his 
former  deliberate  and  cautious  utterance.  "  The  M'Hul- 
ishes  were  chieftains  before  America  was  discovered, 
and  many's  the  time  they  overran  the  Border  before  they 
went  as  far  as  that.  If  there's  anything  in  blood  and 
loyalty,  it  would  be  strange  if  they  did  na  respond.  And  I 
can  tell  ye,  ma  frien',  there's  more  in  the  Hielands  than 
any  '  romancer,'  as  ye  call  them — ay,  even  Scott  hissel',  and 
he  was  but  an  Edinboro'  man — ever  dreamed  of.  Don't 
fash  yoursel'  about  that.  And  you  and  me'll  not  agree 
about  Prince  Charlie.      Some  day   I'll  tell  ye,  ma  frien', 


The  Heir  of  the  M'Htdishcs.  109 

mair  aboot  that  bonnie  laddie  than  yell  gather  from  your 
partisan  historians.  Until  then  ye'll  be  wise  when  ye'll  be 
talking  to  Scotchmen  not  to  be  expressing  your  Southern 
prejudices." 

Intensely  surprised  and  amused  at  this  sudden  outbreak 
of  enthusiasm  on  the  part  of  the  usually  cautious  lawyer, 
the  consul  could  not  refrain  from  accenting  it  by  a  marked 
return  to  practical  business. 

'•  I  shall  be  delighted  to  learn  more  about  Prince 
Charlie,"  he  said,  smiling;  "but  just  now  his  prototype 
— if  you'll  allow  me  to  call  him  so — is  a  nearer  topic,  and 
for  the  present — at  least  until  he  assume  his  new  titles 
and  dignities— has  a  right  to  claim  my  protection,  and  I 
am  responsible  for  him  as  an  American  citizen.  Now,  my 
dear  friend,  is  there  really  any  property,  land,  or  title  of 
any  importance  involved  in  his  claim,  and  what  and  where, 
in  Heaven's  name,  is  it?  For  I  assure  you  I  know  nothing 
practical  about  it,  and  cannot  make  head  or  tail  of  it." 

Sir  James  resumed  his  slow  serenity,  and  gathered  up 
his  gloves.  "  Ay,  there's  a  great  deer-forest  in  Balloch- 
brinkie,  and  there's  part  of  Loch  Phillibeg  in  Cairngorm- 
sh're,  and  there's  Kelpie  Island  off  Moreovershire.  Ay, 
there's  enough  land  when  the  crofters  are  cleared  off,  and 
the  small  sheep-tenants  evicted.  It  will  be  a  grand  property 
then." 

The  consul  stared.  "  The  crofiers  and  tenants  evicted  !  " 
he  repeated.  "Are  they  not  part  of  the  clan,  and  loyal  to 
theM'Hulish?" 

"The  M'Hulish,"  said  Sir  James,  with  great  deliberation, 
"hasn't  set  foot  there  for  years.  They'd  be  burning  him 
in  effigy." 

"But,"  said  the  astonished  consul,  "that's  rather  bad 
for  the  expectant  heir — and  the  magic  of  the  M'Hulish 
presence." 
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"I'm  not  saying  that,"  returned  Sir  James  cautiously. 
"  Ye  see  he  can  be  making  better  arrangements  with  the 
family  on  account  of  it." 

"With  the  family?"  repeated  the  consul.  "Then  does 
he  talk  of  compromising  ?  " 

"  I  mean  they  would  be  more  likely  to  sell  for  a  fair 
consideration,  and  he'd  be  better  paying  money  to  them 
than  the  lawyers.  The  syndicate  will  be  rich,  eh  ?  And  I'm 
not  saying  the  M'Hulish  wouldn't  take  Kentucky  lands  in 
exchange.     It's  a  fine  country,  that  blue-grass  district." 

The  consul  stared  at  Sir  James  so  long  that  a  faint  smile 
came  into  the  latter's  shrewd  eyes ;  at  which  the  consul 
smiled  too,  A  vague  air  of  relief  and  understanding  seemed 
to  fill  the  apartment. 

"  Oh  ay,"  continued  Sir  James,  drawing  on  his  gloves 
with  easy  deliberation,  "he's  a  fine  lad  that  Malcolm,  and 
it's  a  praiseworthy  instinct  in  him  to  wish  to  return  to  the 
land  of  his  forebears,  and  take  his  place  again  among  them. 
And  I'm  noticing,  Mr.  Consul,  that  a  great  many  of  your 
countrymen  are  doing  the  same.  Eh,  yours  is  a  gran' 
country  of  progress  and  ceevel  and  religious  liberty,  but  for 
a'  that,  as  Burns  says,  it's  in  your  blood  to  turn  to  the  auld 
home  again.  And  it's  a  fine  thing  to  have  the  money  to 
do  it — and,  I'm  thinking,  money  well  spent  all  around. 
Good  morning.  Eh,  but  I'm  forgetting  that  I  wanted  to 
ask  you  to  dine  with  me  and  Malcolm,  and  your  Mr.  Custer, 
and  Mr.  Watson,  who  will  be  one  of  your  syndicate,  and 
whom  I  once  met  abroad.  But  ye'U  get  a  bit  note  of  invi- 
tation, with  the  day,  from  me  later." 

The  consul  remembered  that  Custer  had  said  that  one  of 
the  "  Eagle  boys  "  had  known  Sir  James.  This  was  evi- 
dently Watson.  He  smiled  again  ;  but  this  time  Sir  James 
responded  only  in  a  general  sort  of  way,  as  he  genially 
bowed  himself  out  of  the  room. 
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The  consul  watclied  his  solid  and  eminently  respectable 
figure  as  it  passed  the  window,  and  then  returned  to  his 
desk,  still  smiling.  First  of  all,  he  was  relieved.  What 
had  seemed  to  him  a  wild  and  reckless  enterprise,  with 
possibly  some  grim  international  complications  on  the  part 
of  his  compatriots,  had  simply  resolved  itself  into  an 
ordinary  business  speculation — the  ethics  of  which  they 
had  pretty  equally  divided  with  the  local  operators.  If 
anything,  it  seemed  that  the  Scotchman  would  get  the  best 
of  the  bargain,  and  that,  for  once  at  least,  his  countrymen 
were  deficient  in  foresight.  But  that  was  a  matter  between 
the  parties,  and  Custer  himself  would  probably  be  the  first 
to  resent  any  suggestion  of  the  kind  from  the  consul. 
The  vision  of  the  M'Hulish  burned  in  effigy  by  his  devoted 
tenants  and  retainers,  and  the  thought  that  the  prosaic 
dollars  of  his  countrymen  would  be  substituted  for  the 
potent  presence  of  the  heir,  tickled,  it  is  to  be  feared,  the 
saturnine  humour  of  the  consul.  He  had  taken  an  in- 
vincible dislike  to  the  callow  representative  of  the  M'Hulish, 
who  he  felt  had  in  some  extraordinary  way  imposed  upon 
Custer's  credulity.  But  then  he  had  apparently  imposed 
equally  upon  the  practical  Sir  James.  The  thought  of  this 
sham  ideal  of  feudal  and  privileged  incompetency  being 
elevated  to  actual  position  by  the  combined  eftbrts  of 
American  republicans  and  hard-headed  Scotch  dissenters, 
on  whom  the  soft  Scotch  mists  fell  from  above  with  equal 
impartiality,  struck  him  as  being  very  amusing,  and  for 
some  time  thereafter  lightened  the  respectable  gloom  of  his 
office.  Other  engagements  prevented  his  attendance  at 
Sir  James's  dinner,  although  he  was  informed  afterward 
that  it  had  passed  off  with  great  eclat^  the  later  singing  of 
"  Auld  Lang  Syne,"  and  the  drinking  of  the  health  of  Custer 
and  Malcolm  with  "  Hieland  honours."  He  learned  also 
that  Sir  James  had   invited   Custer  and    Malcolm    to  his 
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lacustrine  country-seat  in  the  early  spring.  But  he  learned 
nothing  more  of  the  progress  of  Malcolm's  claim,  its  details, 
or  the  manner  in  which  it  was  prosecuted.  No  one  else 
seemed  to  know  anything  about  it;  it  found  no  echo  in  the 
gossip  of  the  clubs,  or  in  the  newspapers  of  St.  Kentigern. 
In  the  absence  of  the  parties  connected  with  it,  it  began  to 
assume  to  him  the  aspect  of  a  half-humorous  romance. 
He  often  found  himself  wondering  if  there  had  been  any 
other  purpose  in  this  quest  or  speculation  than  what  had 
appeared  on  the  surface,  it  seemed  so  inadequate  in  result. 
It  would  have  been  so  perfectly  easy  for  a  wealthy  syndicate 
to  buy  up  a  much  more  valuable  estate.  He  disbelieved 
utterly  in  the  sincerity  of  Malcolm's  sentimental  attitude. 
There  must  be  some  other  reason — perhaps  not  known 
even  to  the  syndicate. 

One  day  he  thought  that  he  had  found  it.  He  had 
received  a  note  addressed  from  one  of  the  principal  hotels, 
but  bearing  a  large  personal  crest  on  paper  and  envelope. 
A  Miss  Kirkby,  passing  through  St.  Kentigern  on  her 
way  to  Edinburgh,  desired  to  see  the  consul  the  next  day, 
if  he  would  appoint  an  hour  at  the  consulate ;  or,  as  her 
time  was  limited,  she  would  take  it  as  a  great  favour  if  he 
would  call  at  her  hotel.  Although  a  countrywoman,  her 
name  might  not  be  so  well  known  to  him  as  those  of  her 
"old  friends,"  Harry  Custer,  Esq.,  and  Sir  Malcolm 
M'Hulish.  The  consul  was  a  little  surprised ;  the  use  of 
the  title — unless  it  referred  to  some  other  M'Hulish — • 
would  seem  to  indicate  that  Malcolm's  claim  was  successful. 
He  had,  however,  no  previous  knowledge  of  the  title  of 
"  Sir  "  in  connection  with  the  estate,  and  it  was  probable 
that  his  fair  correspondent — like  most  of  her  country, 
women — was  more  appreciative  than  correct  in  her  be- 
stowal of  dignities.  He  determined  to  waive  his  ordinary 
business  rules,  and  to  call  upon  her  at  once,  accepting,  as 
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became  l:is  patriotism,  that  charming  t3ranny  which  the 
American  woman  usually  reserves  exclusively  for  her 
devoted  countrymen. 

She  received  him  with  an  affectation  of  patronage,  as  if 
she  had  lately  become  uneasily  conscious  of  being  in  a 
country  where  there  were  distinctions  of  class.  She  was 
young,  pretty,  and  tastefully  dressed;  the  national  femi- 
nine adaptability  had  not,  however,  extended  to  her  voice 
and  accent.  Both  were  strongly  South-western,  and  as 
she  began  to  speak  she  seemed  to  lose  her  momentary 
affectation. 

"  It  was  mighty  good  of  you  to  come  and  see  me,  for,  the 
fact  is,  I  didn't  admire  going  to  your  consulate — not  one 
bit.  You  see,  I'm  a  Southern  girl,  and  never  was  '  recon- 
structed' either.  I  don't  hanker  after  your  Gov'ment.  I 
haven't  recognised  it,  and  don't  want  to.  I  reckon  I  ain't 
been  under  the  flag  since  the  wah.  So  you  see,  I  haven't 
any  papers  to  get  authenticated,  nor  any  certificates  to  ask 
for,  and  ain't  wanting  any  advice  or  protection.  I  thought 
I'd  be  fair  and  square  with  you  from  the  word  'go.'" 

Nothing  could  be  more  fascinating  and  infectious  than 
the  mirthful  ingenuousness  which  accompanied  and  seemed 
to  mitigate  this  ungracious  speech,  and  the  consul  was 
greatly  amused,  albeit  conscious  that  it  was  only  an  attitude, 
and  perhaps  somewhat  worn  in  sentiment.  He  knew  that 
during  the  war  of  the  rebellion,  and  directly  after  it,  Great 
Britain  was  the  resort  of  certain  Americans  from  the  ^\^est 
as  well  as  from  the  South,  who  sought  social  distinction  by 
the  affectation  of  dissatisfaction  with  their  own  Government, 
or  the  ostentatious  simulation  of  enforced  exile ;  but  he 
was  quite  unprepared  for  this  senseless  protraction  of  dead- 
and-gone  issues.  He  ventured  to  point  out  with  good- 
humoured  practicality  that  several  years  had  elapsed  since 
the   war,    that    the   South    and    North    were    honourably 
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reconciled,  and  that  he  was  legally  supposed  to  represent 
Kentucky  as  well  as  New  York.  "Your  friends,"  he 
added  smilingly,  "Mr.  Custer  and  Mn  M'Hulish,  seemed 
to  accept  the  fact  without  any  posthumous  sentiment." 

"  I  don't  go  much  on  that,"  she  said,  with  a  laugh.  "  I've 
been  living  in  Paris  till  maw — who's  lying  down  upstairs- 
came  over  and  brought  me  across  to  England  for  a  look 
around.  And  I  reckon  Malcolm's  got  to  keep  touch  with 
you  on  account  of  his  property." 

The  consul  smiled.  "Ah,  then,  I  hope  you  can  tell  me 
something  about  that,  for  I  really  don't  know  whether  he 
has  established  his  claim  or  not." 

"  Why,"  returned  the  girl,  with  naive  astonishment,  "  that 
was  just  what  I  was  going  to  ask  you.  He  reckoned  you'd 
know  all  about  it." 

"  I  haven't  heard  anything  of  the  claim  for  two  months," 
said  the  consul ;  "  but  from  your  reference  to  him  as  '  Sir 
INTalcolm,'  I  presume  you  considered  it  settled.  Though, 
of  course,  even  then  he  wouldn't  be  'Sir  Malcolm,'  and  you 
might  have  meant  somebody  else." 

"Well,  then,  Lord  Malcolm — I  can't  get  the  hang  of 
those  titles  yet." 

"  Neither  '  Lord '  nor  '  Sir  '  \  you  know  the  estate  carries 
no  title  whatever  with  it,"  said  the  consul  smilingly. 

"But  wouldn't  he  be  the  laird  of  something  or  other, 
you  know  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  but  that  is  only  a  Scotch  description,  not  a  title. 
It's  not  the  same  as  Lord." 

The  young  girl  looked  at  him  with  undisguised  astonish- 
ment. A  half  laugh  twitched  the  corners  of  her  mouth. 
"Are  you  sure?"  she  said. 

"Perfectly,"  returned  the  consul,  a  little  impatiently, 
"  But  do  I  understand  that  you  really  know  nothing  more 
of  the  progress  of  the  claim  ?  " 
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Miss  Kirkby,  still  abstracted  by  some  humorous  astonish- 
ment, said  quickly  :  "Wait  a  minute.  I'll  just  run  up  and 
see  if  maw's  coming  down.  She'd  admire  to  see  you." 
Then  she  stopped,  hesitated,  and,  as  she  rose,  added, 
"  Then  a  laird's  wife  wouldn't  be  Lady  anything,  anyway, 
would  she  ?  " 

"She  certainly  would  acquire  no  title  merely  through  her 
marriage." 

The  young  girl  laughed  again,  nodded,  and  disappeared. 
The  consul,  amused,  yet  somewhat  perplexed  over  the  naive 
brusqueness  of  the  interview,  waited  patiently.  Presently 
she  returned,  a  little  out  of  breath,  ^but  apparently  still 
enjoying  some  facetious  retrospect,  and  said,  "  Maw  will  be 
down  soon."  After  a  pause,  fixing  her  bright  eyes  mis- 
chievously on  the  consul,  she  continued — 

"  Did  you  see  much  of  Malcolm  ? " 

"  I  saw  him  only  once." 

"  What  did  you  think  of  him  ?  " 

The  consul  in  so  brief  a  period  had  been  unable  to 
judge. 

"You  wouldn't  think  I  was  half  engaged  to  him,  would 
you  ?  " 

The  consul  was  obliged  again  to  protest  that  in  so  short 
an  interview  he  had  been  unable  to  conceive  of  Malcolm's 
good  fortune. 

"I  know  what  you  mean,"  said  the  girl  lightly.  "You 
think  he's  a  crank.  But  it's  all  over  now;  the  engage- 
ment's off." 

"  I  trust  that  this  does  not  mean  that  you  doubt  his 
success  ?  " 

The  lady  shrugged  her  shoulders  disdainfully.  "  That's 
all  right  enough,  I  reckon.  There's  a  hundred  thousand 
dollars  in  the  syndicate.  Maw  put  in  twenty  thousand,  and 
Custer's  bound  to  make  it  go — particularly  as  there's  some 
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talk  of  a  compromise.  But  ]\Ialcolm's  a  crank,  and  I  reckon 
if  it  wasn't  for  the  compromise  the  syndicate  wouldn't 
have  much  show.  Why,  he  didn't  even  know  that  the 
M'Hulishes  had  no  title." 

"  Do  you  think  he  has  been  suffering  under  a  delusion 
in  regard  to  his  relationship  ?  " 

"No ;  he  was  only  a  fool  in  the  way  he  wanted  to  prove 
it.  He  actually  got  these  boys  to  think  it  could  be  fili- 
bustered into  his  possession.  Had  a  sort  of  idea  of  'a 
rising  in  the  Highlands,'  you  know,  like  that  poem  or 
picture — which  is  it  ?  And  those  fool  boys,  and  Custer 
among  them,  thought  it  would  be  great  fun  and  a  great 
spree.  Luckily,  maw  had  the  gumption  to  get  Watson  to 
write  over  about  it  to  one  of  his  friends,  a  Mr. — Mr. — 
M'Feu,  a  very  prominent  man." 

"Perhaps  you  mean  Sir  James  M'Feu,"  suggested  the 
consul.  "  He's  a  knight.  And  what  did  he  say  ?  "  he 
added  eagerly. 

"Oh,  he  -wrote  a  most  sensible  letter,"  returned  the  lady, 
apparently  mollified  by  the  title  of  Watson's  adviser,  "  saying 
that  there  was  little  doubt,  if  any,  that  if  the  American 
M'Hulishes  wanted  the  old  estate  they  could  get  it  by 
the  expenditure  of  a  little  capital.  He  offered  to  make 
the  trial;  that  was  the  compromise  they're  talking  about. 
But  he  didn't  say  anything  about  there  being  no  'Lord' 
^I'Hulish." 

"  Perhaps  he  thought,  as  you  were  Americans,  you  didn't 
care  for  ///a/,"  said  the  consul  drily. 

"That's  no  reason  why  we  shouldn't  have  it  if  it  belonged 
to  us,  or  we  chose  to  pay  for  it,"  said  the  lady  pertly. 

"Then  your  changed  personal  relations  with  Mr. 
M'Hulish  is  the  reason  why  you  hear  so  little  of  his  pro- 
gress or  his  expectations?" 

"  Yes ;  but  he  don't  know  that  they  are  changed,  for  we 
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haven't  seen  him  since  we've  been  here,  although  they  say 
he's  here,  and  hiding  somewhere  about." 

"Why  should  he  be  hiding?" 

The  young  girl  lifted  her  pretty  brows.  "May  be  he 
thinks  it's  mysterious.  Didn't  I  tell  you  he  was  a  crank  ?  " 
Yet  she  laughed  so  naively  and  with  such  sublime  uncon- 
sciousness of  any  reflection  on  herself,  that  the  consul  was 
obliged  to  smile  too. 

"You  certainly  do  not  seem  to  be  breaking  your  heart  as 
well  as  your  engagement,"  he  said. 

"  Not  much — but  here  comes  maw.  Look  here,"  she 
said,  turning  suddenly  and  coaxingly  upon  him,  "if  she 
asks  you  to  come  along  with  us  up  north,  you'll  come, 
won't  you  ?     Do  I     It  will  be  such  fun  !  " 

"Up  north?"  repeated  the  consul  interrogatively. 

"Yes;  to  see  the  property.     Here's, maw." 

A  more  languid  but  equally  well-appointed  woman  had 
entered  the  room.  When  the  ceremony  of  introduction 
was  over,  she  turned  to  her  daughter,  and  said,  "  Run  away, 
dear,  while  I  talk  business  with — er — this  gentleman,"  and 
as  the  girl  withdrew  laughingly,  she  half  stifled  a  reminis- 
cent yawn,  and  raised  her  heavy  lids  to  the  consul. 

"  You've  had  a  talk  with  my  Elsie  ?  " 

The  consul  confessed  to  having  had  that  pleasure. 

"She  speaks  her  mind,"  said  Mrs.  Kirkby  wearily,  "but 
she  means  well,  and  for  all  her  flightiness  her  head's  level. 
And  since  her  father  died  she  runs  me,"  she  continued, 
with  a  slight  laugh.  After  a  pause,  she  added  abstractedly, 
"  I  suppose  she  told  you  of  her  engagement  to  young 
M'Huhsh?" 

"  Yes ;  but  she  said  she  had  broken  it." 

Mrs.  Kirkby  lifted  her  eyebrows  with  an  expression  of 
relief.  "It  was  a  piece  of  girl-and-boy  foolishness,  any- 
way," she  said.     "  Elsie  and  he  were  children  together  at 
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MacCorkleville — second  cousins  in  fact — and  I  reckon  he 
got  her  fancy  excited  over  his  nobility,  and  his  being  the 
chief  of  the  M'Hulishes.  Of  course  Custer  will  manage  to 
get  something  for  the  shareholders  out  of  it — I  never  knew 
him  to  fail  in  a  money  speculation  yet — but  I  think  that's 
about  all.  I  had  an  idea  of  going  up  with  Elsie  to  take  a 
look  at  the  property,  and  I  thought  of  asking  you  to  join 
us.  Did  Elsie  tell  you  ?  I  know  she'd  like  it — and  so 
would  I." 

For  all  her  indolent,  purposeless  manner,  there  \vas 
enough  latent  sincerity  and  earnestness  in  her  request  to 
interest  the  consul.  Besides,  his  own  curiosity  in  regard  to 
this  singularly  supported  claim  was  excited,  and  here  seemed 
to  be  an  opportunity  of  satisfying  it.  He  was  not  quite 
sure,  either,  that  his  previous  antagonism  to  his  fair  country- 
woman's apparent  selfishness  and  snobbery  was  entirely 
just.  He  had  been  absent  from  America  a  long  time; 
perhaps  it  was  he  himself  who  had  changed,  and  lost  touch 
with  his  compatriots.  And  yet  the  demonstrative  independ- 
ence and  recklessness  of  men  like  Custer  were  less  objec- 
tionable to,  and  less  inconsistent  with,  his  American  ideas 
than  the  snobbishness  and  almost  servile  adaptability  of 
the  women.  Or  was  it  possible  that  it  was  only  a  weakness 
of  the  sex,  which  no  republican  nativity  or  education  could 
eliminate  ?     Nevertheless  he  looked  up  smilingly. 

"  But  the  property  is,  I  understand,  scattered  about  in 
various  places,"  he  said. 

"  Oh,  but  we  mean  to  go  only  to  Kelpie  Island,  where 
there  is  the  ruin  of  an  old  castle.     Elsie  must  see  that." 

The  consul  thought  it  might  be  amusing.  "  By  all  means 
let  us  see  that.     I  shall  be  deUghted  to  go  with  you." 

His  ready  and  unqualified  assent  appeared  to  relieve  and 
dissipate  the  lady's  abstraction.  She  became  more  natural 
and  confiding ;  spoke  freely  of  Malcolm's  mania,  which  she 
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seemed  to  accept  as  an  hallucination  or  a  conviction  with 
equal  cheerfulness,  and,  in  brief,  convinced  the  consul  that 
her  connection  with  the  scheme  was  only  the  caprice  of 
inexperienced  and  unaccustomed  idleness.  He  left  her, 
promising  to  return  the  next  day  and  arrange  for  their  early 
departure. 

His  way  home  lay  through  one  of  the  public  squares  of 
St.  Kentigern,  at  an  hour  of  the  afternoon  when  it  was 
crossed  by  working  men  and  women  returning  to  their 
quarters  from  the  docks  and  factories.  Never  in  any  light 
a  picturesque  or  even  cheery  procession,  there  were  days 
when  its  unwholesome,  monotonous  poverty  and  dull  hope- 
lessness of  prospect  impressed  him  more  forcibly.  He 
remembered  how  at  first  the  spectacle  of  barefooted  girls 
and  women  slipping  through  fog  and  mist  across  the  greasy 
pavement  had  offended  his  fresh  New  World  conception  of 
a  more  tenderly  nurtured  sex,  until  his  susceptibilities 
seemed  to  have  grown  as  callous  and  hardened  as  the  flesh 
he  looked  upon,  and  he  had  begun  to  regard  them  from 
the  easy  local  standpoint  of  a  distinct  and  differently 
equipped  class. 

It  chanced  also  that  this  afternoon  some  of  the  male 
workers  had  added  to  their  usual  solidity  a  singular  trance- 
like intoxication.  It  had  often  struck  him  before  as  a  form 
of  drunkenness  peculiar  to  the  St.  Kentigern  labourers.  Men 
passed  him  singly  and  silently,  as  if  following  some  vague 
alcoholic  dream,  or  moving  through  some  Scotch  mist  of 
whisky  and  water.  Others  clung  unsteadily  but  as  silently 
together,  with  no  trace  of  convivial  fellowship  or  hilarity  in 
their  dull  fixed  features  and  mechanically  moving  limbs. 
There  was  something  weird  in  this  mirthless  companionship, 
and  the  appalling  loneliness  of  those  fixed  or  abstracted 
eyes.  Suddenly  he  was  aware  of  two  men  who  were  reeling 
toward  him  under  the  influence  of  this  drug-like  intoxica- 
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tion,  and  he  was  startled  by  a  likeness  which  one  of  them 
bore  to  some  one  he  had  seen ;  but  where,  and  under  what 
circumstances,  he  could  not  determine.  The  fatuous  eye, 
the  features  of  complacent  vanity  and  self-satisfied  reverie 
were  there,  either  intensified  by  drink,  or  perhaps  sug- 
gesting it  through  some  other  equally  hopeless  form  of 
hallucination.  He  turned  and  followed  the  man,  trying 
to  identify  him  through  his  companion,  who  appeared  to 
be  a  petty  tradesman  of  a  sinewder,  more  material  type. 
But  in  vain ;  and  as  the  pair  turned  into  a  side  street  the 
consul  slowly  retraced  his  steps.  But  he  had  not  proceeded 
far  before  the  recollection  that  had  escaped  him  returned, 
and  he  knew  that  the  likeness  suggested  by  the  face  he  had 
seen  was  that  of  Malcolm  M'Hulish. 


PART  II. 

A  JOURNEY  to  Kelpie  Island  consisted  of  a  series  of  con- 
secutive episodes  by  rail,  by  coach,  and  by  steamboat. 
Tiie  consul  was  already  familiar  with  them,  as  indeed  were 
most  of  the  civilised  world,  for  it  seemed  that  all  roads  at 
certain  seasons  led  out  of  and  returned  to  St.  Kentigern, 
as  a  point  in  a  vast  circle  wherein  travellers  were  sure  to 
meet  one  another  again,  coming  or  going,  at  certain  depots 
and  caravansaries,  with  more  or  less  superiority  or  envy. 
Tourists  on  the  road  to  the  historic  crags  of  Wateffa  came 
sharply  upon  other  tourists  returning  from  them,  and 
glared  suspiciously  at  them,  as  if  to  wrest  the  dread  secret 
from  their  souls — a  scrutiny  which  the  others  returned  with 
half-humorous  pity  or  superior  calm. 

The  consul  knew  also  that  the  service  by  boat  and  rail 
was  admirable  and  skilful ;  for  were  not  the  righteous  St. 
Kentigerners  of  the  tribe  of  Tubal  Cain,  great  artificers  in 
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steel  and  iron,  and  a  mighty  race  of  engineers  before  the 
Lord,  who  had  carried  their  calling  and  accent  beyond  the 
seas  ?  He  knew,  too,  that  the  land  of  these  delightful 
caravansaries  overflowed  with  marmalade  and  honey,  and 
that  the  manna  of  delicious  scones  and  cakes  fell  even  upon 
deserted  waters  of  crag  and  heather.  He  knew  that  their 
way  would  lie  through  much  scenery  whose  rude  barrenness 
and  grim  economy  of  vegetation  had  been  usually  accepted 
by  cockney  tourists  for  sublimity  and  grandeur ;  but  he 
knew  also  that  its  severity  was  mitigated  by  lowland 
glimpses  of  sylvan  luxuriance  and  tangled  delicacy  utterly 
unlike  the  complacent  snugness  of  an  English  pastoral 
landscape,  with  which  it  was  often  confounded  and  mis- 
understood, as  being  tame  and  civilised. 

It  rained  the  day  they  left  St.  Kentigern,  and  the  next, 
and  the  day  after  that,  spasmodically,  as  regarded  local 
effort;  sporadically^  as  seen  through  the  filmed  windows  of 
railway  carriages  or  from  the  shining  decks  of  steamboats. 
There  was  always  a  shower  being  sown  somewhere  along 
the  valley,  or  reluctantly  tearing  itself  from  a  mountain-top, 
or  being  pulled  into  long  threads  from  the  leaden  bosom  of 
a  lake ;  the  coach  swept  in  and  out  of  them  to  the  folding 
and  unfolding  of  umbrellas  and  mackintoshes,  accom- 
panied by  flying  beams  of  sunlight  that  raced  with  the 
vehicle  on  long  hillsides,  and  vanished  at  the  turn  of  the 
road.  There  were  hat-lifting  scurries  of  wind  down  the 
mountain-side,  small  tumults  in  little  lakes  below,  hysteric 
ebullitions  on  mild,  melancholy  inland  seas,  boisterous 
passages  of  nearly  half-an-hour,  with  landings  on  tempestuous 
miniature  quays.  All  this  seen  through  wonderful  aqueous 
vapour,  against  a  background  of  sky  darkened  at  times  to 
the  depths  of  an  India-ink-washed  sketch,  but  more  usually 
blurred  and  confused  on  the  surface  like  the  grey  silhouette 
of  a  child's  slate-pencil  drawing  half  rubbed  from  the  slate 
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by  soft  palms.  Occasionally  a  rare  glinting  of  real  sunshine 
on  a  distant  fringe  of  dripping  larches  made  some  frowning 
crest  appear  to  smile  as  through  wet  lashes. 

Miss  Elsie  tucked  her  little  feet  under  the  mackintosh. 
"I  know,"  she  said  sadly,  "I  should  get  web-footed  if  I 
stayed  here  long.  Why,  it's  like  coming  down  from  Ararat 
just  after  the  Deluge  cleared  up." 

Mrs.  Kirkby  suggested  that  if  the  sun  would  only  shine 
squarely  and  decently,  like  a  Christian,  for  a  few  moments, 
they  could  see  the  prospect  better. 

The  consul  here  pointed  out  that  the  admirers  of  Scotch 
scenery  thought  that  this  was  its  greatest  charm.  It  was 
this  misty  effect  which  made  it  so  superior  to  what  they  call 
the  vulgar  chromos  and  sun-pictures  of  less  favoured  lands. 

"You  mean  because  it  prevents  folks  from  seeing  how 
poor  the  view  really  is." 

The  consul  remarked  that  perhaps  distance  was  lacking. 
As  to  the  sun  shining  in  a  Christian  way,  this  might  depend 
upon  the  local  idea  of  Christianity. 

"  Well,  I  don't  call  the  scenery  giddy  or  frivolous, 
certainly.  And  I  reckon  I  begin  to  understand  the  kind 
of  sermons  Malcolm's  folks  brought  over  to  MacCorkleville. 
I  guess  they  didn't  know  much  of  the  heaven  they  only  saw 
once  a  year.  Why,  even  the  highest  hills — which  they  call 
mountains  here — ain't  big  enough  to  get  above  the  fogs  of 
their  own  creating." 

Feminine  wit  is  not  apt  to  be  abstract.  It  struck  the 
consul  that  in  Miss  Elsie's  sprightliness  there  was  the 
usual  ulterior  and  personal  object,  and  he  glanced  around 
at  his  fellow-passengers.  The  object  evidently  was  sitting 
at  the  end  of  the  opposite  seat,  an  amused,  but  well- 
behaved  listener.  For  the  rest,  he  was  still  young  and 
reserved,  but  in  face,  figure,  and  dress  utterly  unlike  his 
companions — an  Englishman  of  a  pronounced  and  distinct 
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type,  the  man  of  society  and  clubs.  While  there  was 
more  or  less  hinting  of  local  influence  in  the  apparel  of 
the  others — there  was  a  kilt,  and  bare,  unweather-beaten 
knees  from  Birmingham,  and  even  the  American  Elsie 
wore  a  bewitching  tam-o'-shanter — the  stranger  carried 
easy  distinction,  from  his  tweed  travelling-cap  to  his  well- 
made  shoes  and  gaiters,  as  an  unmistakable  Southerner. 
His  deep  and  pleasantly  level  voice  had  been  heard  only 
once  or  twice,  and  then  only  in  answering  questions,  and 
his  quiet,  composed  eyes  alone  had  responded  to  the  young 
girl's  provocation. 

They  were  passing  a  brown  glen,  in  the  cheerless  depths 
of  which  a  brown  watercourse,  a  shade  lighter,  was  running, 
and  occasionally  foaming  like  brown  beer.  Beyond  it  heaved 
an  arid  bulk  of  hillside,  the  scant  vegetation  of  which,  scat- 
tered like  patches  of  hair,  made  it  look  like  the  decaying 
hide  of  some  huge  antediluvian  ruminant.  On  the  dreari- 
est part  of  the  dreary  slope  rose  the  ruins  of  a  tower,  and 
crumbling  walls  and  battlements. 

"  Whatever  possessed  folks  to  build  there  ? "  said  Miss 
Elsie.  "  If  they  were  poor,  it  might  be  some  excuse ;  but 
that  those  old  swells,  or  chiefs,  should  put  up  a  castle  in 
such  a  God- forsaken  place  gets  OTi?." 

"  But,  don't  you  know,  they  were  poor,  according  to  our 
modern  ideas,  and  I  fancy  they  built  these  things  more  for 
defence  than  show,  and  really  more  to  gather  in  cattle — 
like  one  of  your  Texan  ranches — after  a  raid.  That  is,  I  have 
heard  so  \  I  rather  fancy  that  was  the  idea,  wasn't  it  ? " 
It  was  the  Englishman  who  had  spoken,  and  was  now 
looking  around  at  the  other  passengers  as  if  in  easy  defer- 
ence to  local  opinion. 

"What  raid?"  said  Miss  Elsie  animatedly.  "Oh  yes, 
I  see — one  of  their  old  Border  raids — moss-troopers.  I 
used  to  like  to  read  about  them." 
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"  I  fancy,  don't  you  know,"  said  the  Englishman  slowly, 
"  that  it  wasn't  exactly  that  sort  of  thing,  you  know,  for  it's 
a  good  way  from  the  Border ;  but  it  was  one  of  their  raids 
upon  their  neighbours,  to  lift  their  cattle — steal  'em,  in  fact. 
That's  the  way  those  chaps  had.  But  of  course  you've 
read  all  about  that.  You  Americans,  don't  you  know,  are 
all  up  in  these  historical  matters." 

"  Eh,  but  they  were  often  reprisals,"  said  a  Scotch  pas- 
senger. 

"  I  don't  suppose  they  took  much  trouble  to  inquire  if  the 
beasts  belonged  to  an  enemy,"  said  the  Englishman. 

But  here  Miss  Elsie  spoke  of  castles  generally,  and 
averred  that  the  dearest  wish  of  her  life  was  to  see  MacbetKs 
castle  at  Glamis,  where  Duiicafi  was  murdered.  At  which 
the  Englishman,  still  deferentially,  mistrusted  the  fact  that 
the  murder  had  been  committed  there,  and  thought  that 
the  castle  to  which  Shakespeare  probably  referred,  if  he 
hadn't  invented  the  murder,  too,  was  farther  north,  at 
Cawdor.  "  You  knqw,"  he  added  playfully,  "  over  there 
in  America  you've  discovered  that  Shakespeare  himself  was 
an  invention." 

This  led  to  some  retaliating  brilliancy  from  the  young 
lady,  and  when  the  coach  stopped  at  the  next  station  their 
conversation  had  presumably  become  interesting  enough 
to  justify  him  in  securing  a  seat  nearer  to  her.  The  talk 
returning  to  ruins,  Miss  Elsie  informed  him  that  they  were 
going  to  see  some  on  Kelpie  Island.  The  consul,  from 
some  instinctive  impulse — perhaps  a  recollection  of  Custer's 
peculiar  methods — gave  her  a  sign  of  warning.  But  the 
Englishman  only  lifted  his  eyebrows  in  a  kind  of  half- 
humorous  concern. 

"  I  don't  think  you'd  like  it,  you  know.  It's  a  beastly 
place — rocks  and  sea — worse  than  this,  and  half  the  time 
you  can't  see  the  mainland,  only  a  mile  away.     Really,  you 
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know,  they  oughtn't  to  have  induced  you  to  take  tickets 
there — those  excursion-ticket  chaps.  They're  jolly  frauds. 
It's  no  place  for  a  stranger  to  go  to." 

"  But  there  are  the  ruins  of  an  old  castle,  the  old  seat 
of — "  began  the  astonished  I\Iiss  Elsie ;  but  she  was  again 
stopped  by  a  significant  glance  from  the  consul. 

"  I  believe  there  was  something  of  the  kind  there  once 
— something  like  your  friends  the  cattle-stealers'  castle  over 
on  that  hillside,"  returned  the  Englishman  ;  "  but  the  stones 
were  taken  by  the  fishermen  for  their  cabins,  and  the  walls 
were  quite  pulled  down." 

"  How  dared  they  do  that?"  said  the  young  lady  indig- 
nantly.    "  I  call  it  not  only  sacrilege,  but  stealing." 

"It  was  defrauding  the  owner  of  the  property;  they 
might  as  well  take  his  money,"  said  Mrs.  Kirkby,  in  languid 
protest. 

The  smile  which  this  outburst  of  proprietorial  indignation 
brought  to  the  face  of  the  consul  lingered  with  the  English- 
man's reply. 

"  But  it  was  only  robbing  the  old  robbers,  don't  you  know, 
and  they  put  their  spoils  to  better  use  than  their  old  masters 
did  ;  certainly  to  more  practical  use  than  the  owners  do  now, 
for  the  ruins  are  good  for  nothing." 

"  But  the  hallowed  associations— the  picturesqueness  ! " 
continued  Mrs.  Kirkby,  with  languid  interest. 

"  The  associations  wouldn't  be  anything  except  to  the 
family,  you  know ;  and  I  should  fancy  they  wouldn't  be 
either  hallowed  or  pleasant.  As  for  picturesqueness,  the 
ruins  are  beastly  ugly — weather-beaten  instead  of  being  mel- 
lowed by  time,  you  know,  and  bare  where  they  ought  to  be 
hidden  by  vines  and  moss.  I  can't  make  out  why  any- 
body sent  you  there,  for  you  Americans  are  rather  particular 
about  your  sight-seeing." 

"  We  heard  of  them  through  a  friend,"  said  the  consul, 
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with  assumed  carelessness.  "  Perhaps  it's  as  good  an  excuse 
as  any  for  a  pleasant  journey." 

"And  very  likely  your  friend  mistook  it  for  something 
else,  or  was  himself  imposed  upon,"  said  the  Englishman 
politely.  "  But  you  might  not  think  it  so ;  and,  after  all," 
he  added  thoughtfully,  "it's  years  since  I've  seen  it.  I 
only  meant  that  I  could  show  you  something  better  a  few 
miles  from  my  place  in  Gloucestershire,  and  not  quite  so 
far  from  a  railway  as  this.  If,"  he  added,  with  a  pleasant 
deliberation  which  was  the  real  courtesy  of  his  conventionally 
worded  speech,  "you  ever  happened  at  any  time  to  be  any- 
where near  Audrey  Edge,  and  would  look  me  up,  I  should 
be  glad  to  show  it  to  you  and  your  friends."  An  hour 
later,  when  he  left  them  at  a  railway  station,  where  their 
paths  diverged.  Miss  Elsie  recovered  a  fluency  that  she  had 
lately  checked.  "  Well,  I  like  that !  He  never  told  us  his 
name,  or  offered  a  card.  I  wonder  if  they  call  that  an  in- 
vitation over  here.  Does  he  suppose  anybody's  going  to 
look  up  his  old  Audrey  Edge — perhaps  it's  named  after 
his  wife — to  find  out  who  he  is  ?  He  might  have  been  civil 
enough  to  have  left  his  name,  if  he — meant  anything." 

"  But  I  assure  you  he  was  perfectly  sincere,  and  meant 
an  invitation,"  returned  the  consul  smihngly.  "Audrey 
Edge  is  evidently  a  well-known  place,  and  he  is  a  man  of 
some  position.     That  is  why  he  didn't  specify  either." 

"  Well,  you  won't  catch  me  going  there,"  said  Miss 
Elsie. 

"  You  would  be  quite  right  in  either  going  or  staying 
away,''  said  the  consul  simply. 

Miss  Elsie  tossed  her  head  slightly.  Nevertheless,  before 
they  left  the  station,  she  informed  him  that  she  had  been 
told  that  the  station-master  had  addressed  the  stranger  as 
"My  lord,"  and  that  another  passenger  had  said  he  was 
"  Lord  Duncaster." 
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"  And  that  proves " 

"That  I'm  right,"  said  the  young  lady  decisively,  "and 
that  his  invitation  was  a  mere  form." 

It  was  after  sundown  when  they  reached  the  picturesque 
and  well-appointed  hotel  that  lifted  itself  above  the  little 
fishing  village  which  fronted  Kelpie  Island.  The  hotel  was 
in  as  strong  contrast  to  the  narrow,  curving  street  of  dull, 
comfortless-looking  stone  cottages  below  it,  as  were  the 
smart  tourists  who  had  just  landed  from  the  steamer  to  the 
hard-visaged,  roughly  clad  villagers  who  watched  them  with 
a  certain  mingling  of  critical  independence  and  superior 
self-righteousness.  As  the  new  arrivals  walked  down  the 
main  street,  half  beach,  half  thoroughfare,  their  baggage 
following  them  in  low  trollies  drawn  by  porters  at  their 
heels,  like  a  decorous  funeral,  the  joyless  faces  of  the  lookers- 
on  added  to  the  resemblance.  Beyond  them,  in  the  pro- 
longed northern  twilight,  the  waters  of  the  bay  took  on  a 
peculiar  pewtery  brightness,  but  with  the  usual  mourning- 
edged  border  of  Scotch  sea-coast  scenery.  Low  banks  of 
cloud  lay  on  the  chill  sea  ;  the  outlines  of  Kelpie  Island  were 
hidden. 

But  the  interior  of  the  hotel,  bright  with  the  latest 
fastidiousness  in  modern  decoration  and  art-furniture,  and 
gay  with  pictured  canvases  and  colour,  seemed  to  mock 
the  sullen  landscape  and  the  sterile  crags  amid  which  the 
building  was  set.  An  attempt  to  make  a  pleasance  in  this 
barren  waste  had  resulted  only  in  empty  vases,  bleak 
statuary,  and  iron  settees,  as  cold  and  slippery  to  the  touch 
as  the  sides  of  their  steamer. 

"It'll  be  a  fine  morning  to-morra,  and  there'll  be  a  boat 
going  away  to  Kelpie  for  a  peek-neek  in  the  ruins,"  said 
the  porter,  as  the  consul  and  his  fair  companions  looked 
doubtfully  from  the  windows  of  the  cheerful  hall. 

A  picnic  in  the  sacred  ruins  of  Kelpie  !     The  consul  saw 
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the  ladies  stiffening  wiih  indignation  at  this  trespass  upon 
their  possible  rights  and  probable  privileges,  and  glanced 
at  them  warningly. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  it  is  common  property,  and 
anybody  can  go  there?"  demanded  Miss  Elsie  scornfully. 

"  No ;  it's  only  the  hotel  that  owns  the  boat  and  gives 
the  tickets — a  half-crown  the  passage." 

"And  do  the  owners,  the  M'Hulishes,  permit  this?" 

The  porter  looked  at  them  with  a  puzzled,  half-pitying 
politeness.  He  was  a  handsome,  tall,  broad-shouldered 
young  fellow,  with  a  certain  naive  and  gentle  courtesy  of 
manner  that  relieved  his  strong  accent.  "  Oh  ay,"  he 
said,  with  a  reassuring  smile;  "ye'll  no  be  troubled  by 
them.  I'll  just  gang  away  noo  and  see  if  I  can  secure  the 
teekets." 

An  elderly  guest,  who  was  examining  a  time-table  on  the 
wall,  turned  to  them  as  the  porter  disappeared. 

"  Ye'll  be  strangers  noo,  and  not  knowing  that  Tonalt  the 
porter  is  a  M'Hulish  hissel'  ?  "  he  said  deliberately. 

"A  what  ?  "  said  the  astonished  Miss  Elsie. 

"  A  M'Hulish.  Ay,  one  of  the  family.  The  M'Hulishes 
of  Kelpie  were  his  own  forebears.  Eh,  but  he's  a  fine  lad, 
and  doin'  well  for  the  hotel" 

Miss  Elsie  extinguished  a  sudden  smile  with  her  hand- 
kerchief as  her  mother  anxiously  inquired,  "And  are  the 
family  as  poor  as  that?  " 

"But  I  am  not  saying  he's /wr,  ma'am — no,"  replied 
the  stranger,  with  native  caution.  "What  wi'  tips  and 
gratooities  and  percentages  on  the  teekets,  it's  a  bit  of 
money  he'll  be  having  in  the  bank  noo." 

The  prophecy  of  Donald  M'Hulish  as  to  the  weather 
came  true.  The  next  morning  was  bright  and  sunny,  and 
the  boat  to  Kelpie  Island — a  large  yawl — duly  received  its 
complement   of  passengers   and   provision-hampers.     The 


The  Heir  of  the  M'Hulishes.  129 

ladies  had  apparently  become  more  tolerant  of  their  fellow 
pleasure-seekers,  and  it  appeared  that  Miss  Elsie  had  even 
overcome  her  hilarity  at  the  discovery  of  what  "might  have 
been  "  a  relative  in  the  person  of  the  porter  Donald.  "  I 
had  a  long  talk  with  him  before  breakfast  this  morning," 
she  said  gaily,  "  and  I  know  all  about  him.  It  appears  that 
there  are  hundreds  of  him — all  M'Hulishes — all  along  the 
coast  and  elsewhere — only  none  of  them  ever  lived  on  the 
island,  and  don't  want  to.  But  he  looks  more  like  a  '  laird  ' 
and  a  chief  than  Malcolm,  and  if  it  comes  to  choosing  a 
head  of  the  family,  remember,  maw,  I  shall  vote  solid  for 
him." 

"  How  can  you  go  on  so,  Elsie  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Kirkby,  with 
languid  protest.  "  Only  I  trust  you  didn't  say  anything  to 
him  of  the  syndicate.  And,  thank  Heaven  !  the  property 
isn't  here." 

"  No ;  the  waiter  tells  me  all  the  lovely  things  we  had  for 
breakfast  came  from  miles  away.  And  they  don't  seem  to 
have  ever  raised  anything  on  the  island,  from  its  looks. 
Think  of  having  to  row  three  miles  for  the  morning's  milk!" 

There  was  certainly  very  little  appearance  of  vegetation 
on  the  sterile  crags  that  soon  began  to  lift  themselves  above 
the  steely  waves  ahead.  A  few  scraggy  trees  and  bushes 
which  twisted  and  writhed  like  vines  around  the  square 
tower  and  crumbling  walls  of  an  irregular  but  angular 
building,  looked  in  their  brown  shadows  like  part  of  the 
debris. 

"  It's  just  like  a  burnt-down  bone-boiling  factory,"  said 
Miss  Elsie  critically;  "and  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  that 
really  was  old  M'Hulish's  business.  They  couldn't  have 
it  on  the  mainland  for  its  being  a  nuisance." 

Nevertheless,  she  was  one  of  the  first  to  leap  ashore 
when  the  yawl's  bow  grated  in  a  pebbly  cove,  and  carried 
her  pretty  but  incongruous  little  slippers  through  the  sea- 
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weed,  wet  sand,  and  slimy  cobbles,  with  a  heroism  that 
redeemed  her  vanity.  A  scrambling  ascent  of  a  few 
moments  brought  them  to  a  wall  with  a  gap  in  it,  which 
gave  easy  ingress  to  the  interior  of  the  ruins.  This  was 
merely  a  little  curving  hollow  from  which  the  outlines  of 
the  plan  had  long  since  faded.  It  was  kept  green  by  the 
brown  walls,  which,  like  the  crags  of  the  mainland  valleys, 
sheltered  it  from  the  incessant  strife  of  the  Atlantic  gales. 
A  iQ.\N  pale  flowers  that  might  have  grown  in  a  damp  cellar 
shivered  against  the  stones.  Scraps  of  newspaper,  soda- 
water  and  beer  bottles,  highly  decorated  old  provision-tins, 
and  spent  cartridge-cases — the  remains  of  chilly  picnics  and 
damp  shooting-luncheons — had  at  first  sight  lent  colour  to 
the  foreground  by  mere  contrast ;  but  the  corrosion  of  time 
and  weather  had  blackened  rather  than  mellowed  the  walls 
in  a  way  which  forcibly  reminded  the  consul  of  Miss  Elsie's 
simile  of  the  "  burnt-down  factory."  The  view  from  the 
square  tower — a  mere  roost  for  unclean  sea-fowl,  from  the 
sides  of  which  rags  of  peeling  moss  and  vine  hung  like 
tattered  clothing — was  equally  depressing.  The  few  fisher- 
men's huts  along  the  shore  were  built  of  stones  taken  from 
the  ruin,  and  roofed  in  with  sodden  beams  and  timbers 
in  the  last  stages  of  deliquescence.  The  thick  smoke  of 
smouldering  peat-fires  came  from  the  low  chimneys,  and 
drifted  across  the  ruins  with  the  odours  of  drying  fish. 

"I've  just  seen  a  sort  of  ground-plan  of  the  castle,"  said 
Miss  Elsie  cheerfully.  "It  never  had  a  room  in  it  as  big 
as  our  bedroom  in  the  hotel,  and  there  weren't  windows 
enough  to  go  round.  A  slit  in  the  wall,  about  two  inches 
wide  by  two  feet  long,  was  considered  dazzling  extravagance 
to  Malcolm's  ancestors.  I  don't  wonder  some  of 'em  broke 
out  and  swam  over  to  America.  That  reminds  me.  Who 
do  you  suppose  is  here — came  over  from  the  hotel  in  a  boat 
of  his  own,  just  to  see  maw  ? " 
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"  Not  Malcolm,  surely." 

"  Not  much,"  replied  Miss  Elsie,  setting  her  small  lips  to- 
gether. "It's  Mr.  Custer.  He's  talking  business  with  her  now 
down  on  the  beach.     They'll  be  here  when  lunch  is  ready." 

The  consul  remembered  the  romantic  plan  which  the 
enthusiastic  Custer  had  imparted  to  him  in  the  foggy  con- 
sulate at  St.  Kentigern,  and  then  thought  of  the  matter-of- 
fact  tourists,  the  few  stolid  fishermen,  and  the  prosaic  ruins 
around  them,  and  smiled.  He  looked  up,  and  saw  that 
Miss  Elsie  was  watching  him, 

"  You  know  Mr.  Custer,  don't  you  ?  " 

"  We  are  old  Californian  friends." 

"  I  thought  so ;  but  I  think  he  looked  a  little  upset  when 
he  heard  you  were  here,  too." 

He  certainly  was  a  little  awkward,  as  if  struggling  with 
some  half-humorous  embarrassment,  as  he  came  forward  a 
few  moments  later  with  Mrs.  Kirkb}'.  But  the  stimulation 
of  the  keen  sea-air  triumphed  over  the  infeliciiies  of  the 
situation  and  surroundings,  and  the  little  party  were 
presently  enjoying  their  well-selected  luncheon  with  the 
wholesome  appetite  of  travel  and  change.  The  chill  damp 
made  limp  the  napkins  and  tablecloth,  and  invaded  the 
victuals;  the  wind,  which  was  rising,  whistled  round  the 
walls,  and  made  miniature  cyclones  of  the  torn  paper  and 
dried  twigs  around  them ;  but  they  ate,  drank,  and  were 
merry.  At  the  end  of  the  repast  the  two  gentlemen  rose  to 
light  their  cigars  in  the  lee  of  the  wall. 

"  I  suppose  you  know  all  about  IMalcolm  ? "  said  Custer, 
after  an  awkward  pause. 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  said  the  consul,  somewhat  impatiently, 
"I  know  nothing  about  him,  andj'c'z^  ought  to  know  that 
by  this  time." 

"I  thought _)w^/-/;7'(?;?^,  Sir  James,  might  have  told  you," 
continued  Custer,  with  significant  emphasis. 
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"  I  have  not  seen  Sir  James  for  two  months." 

"  Well,  Malcolm's  a  crank — always  was  one,  I  reckon, 
and  is  reg'larly  off  his  head  now.  Yes,  sir — Scotch  whisky 
and  your  friend  Sir  James  finished  him.  After  that  dinner 
at  M'Feu's  he  was  done  for — went  wild.  Danced  a  sword- 
dance,  or  a  strathspey,  or  some  other  blamed  thing,  on  the 
table,  and  yelled  louder  than  the  pipes.  So  they  all  did. 
Jack,  I've  painted  the  town  red  once  myself;  I  thought  I 
knew  what  a  first-class  jamboree  was ;  but  they  were  prayer- 
meetings  to  that  show  !  Everybody  was  blind  drunk — but 
they  all  got  over  it  except  hwi.  They  were  a  diiferent  lot 
of  men  the  next  day,  as  cool  and  cautious  as  you  please ; 
but  he  was  shut  up  for  a  week,  and  came  out  crazy." 

"  But  what's  that  to  do  with  his  claim  ?  " 

"  Well,  there  ain't  much  use  '  whooping  up  the  boys ' 
when  only  the  whooper  gets  wild." 

"  Still  that  does  not  affect  any  right  he  may  have  in  the 
property." 

"  But  it  affects  the  syndicate,"  said  Custer  gloomily ; 
"  and  when  we  found  that  he  was  whooping  up  some  shop- 
keepers and  factory-hands  who  claimed  to  belong  to  the 
clan — and  you  can't  heave  a  stone  at  a  dog  around  here 
without  hitting  a  M'Hulish — we  concluded  we  hadn't  much 
use  for  him  ornamentally.  So  we  shipped  him  home  last 
steamer." 

"  And  the  property  ?  " 

"  Oh,  that's  all  right,"  said  Custer,  still  gloomily.  "  We've 
effected  an  amicable  compromise,  as  Sir  James  calls  it. 
That  means  we've  taken  a  lot  of  land  somewhere  north, 
that  you  can  shoot  over — that  is,  you  needn't  be  afraid 
of  hitting  a  house,  or  a  tree,  or  a  man  anywhere ;  and 
we've  got  a  strip  more  of  the  same  sort  on  the  seashore 
somewhere  off  here,  occupied  only  by  some  gay  galoots 
called  crofters,  and  you  can  raise  a  lawsuit  and  an  impre- 
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cation  on  every  acre.  Then  there's  this  soul-subduing, 
sequestered  spot,  and  what's  left  of  the  old  bone-boiling 
establishment,  and  the  rights  of  fishing  and  peat-burning, 
and  otherwise  creating  a  nuisance  off  the  mainland.  It 
cost  the  syndicate  only  a  hundred  thousand  dollars,  half 
cash  and  half  in  Texan  and  Kentucky  grass-lands.  But 
we've  carried  the  thing  through." 

"  I  congratulate  you,"  said  the  consul. 

"Thanks."  Custer  puffed  at  his  cigar  for  a  few  moments. 
"  That  Sir  James  M'Feu  is  a  fine  man." 

"He  is." 

"A  large,  broad,  all-round  man.  Knows  everything  and 
everybody,  don't  he  ?  " 

"I  think  so." 

"  Big  man  in  the  Church,  I  should  say?  No  slouch  at  a 
party  canvass,  or  ward  politics,  eh  .''  As  a  board  director, 
or  president,  just  takes  the  cake,  don't  he  ? 

"  I  believe  so." 

"  Nothing  mean  about  Jimmy  as  an  advocate  or  an 
arbitrator,  either,  is  there?  Rings  the  bell  every  time, 
don't  he  ?  Financiers  take  a  back  seat  when  he's  around  ? 
Owns  half  of  Scotland  by  this  time,  I  reckon." 

The  consul  believed  that  Sir  James  had  the  reputation 
of  being  exceedingly  sagacious  in  financial  and  mercantile 
matters,  and  that  he  was  a  man  of  some  wealth. 

"Naturally.  I  wonder  what  he'd  take  to  come  over  to 
America  and  give  the  boys  points,"  continued  Custer,  in 
meditative  admiration.  "  There  were  two  or  three  men  on 
Scott's  River,  and  one  Chinaman,  that  we  used  to  think 
smart,  but  they  were  doddering  ijuts  to  him.  And  as  for 
me — I  say.  Jack,  you  didn't  see  any  hayseed  in  my  hair 
that  day  I  walked  inter  your  consulate,  did  you  ?  " 

The  consul  smilingly  admitted  that  he  had  not  noticed 
these  signs  of  rustic  innocence  in  his  friend. 
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"  Nor  any  flies  ?  Well,  for  all  that,  when  I  get  home 
I'm  going  to  resign.  No  more  foreign  investments  for  me. 
When  anybody  calls  at  the  consulate  and  asks  for  H.  J. 
Custer,  say  you  don't  know  me.  And  you  don't.  And  I 
say,  Jack,  try  to  smooth  things  over  for  me  with  //^r." 

"With  Miss  Elsie?" 

Custer  cast  a  glance  of  profound  pity  upon  the  consul. 
"No;  with  Mrs.  Kirkby,  of  course.     See?" 

The  consul  thought  he  did  see,  and  that  he  had  at  last 
found  a  clue  to  Custer's  extraordinary  speculation.  But, 
like  most  theorists  who  argue  from  a  single  fact,  a  few 
months  later  he  might  have  doubted  his  deduction. 

He  was  staying  at  a  large  country-house  many  miles 
distant  from  the  scene  of  his  late  experiences.  Already 
they  had  faded  from  his  memory  with  the  departure  of  his 
compatriots  from  St.  Kentigern.  He  was  smoking  by  the 
fire  in  the  billiard-room  late  one  night,  when  a  fellow-guest 
approached  him. 

"Saw  you  didn't  remember  me  at  dinner?" 

The  voice  was  hesitating,  pleasant,  and  not  quite  un- 
familiar. The  consul  looked  up,  and  identified  the  figure 
before  him  as  one  of  the  new  arrivals  that  day,  whom,  in 
the  informal  and  easy  courtesy  of  the  house,  he  had  met 
with  no  further  introduction  than  a  vague  smile.  He 
remembered,  too,  that  the  stranger  had  glanced  at  him 
once  or  twice  at  dinner,  with  shy  but  engaging  reserve. 

"You  must  see  such  a  lot  of  people,  and  the  way  things 
are  arranged  and  settled  here  everybody  expects  to  look 
and  act  like  everybody  else,  don't  you  know,  so  you  can't 
tell  one  chap  from  another.  Deuced  annoying,  eh? 
That's  where  you  Americans  are  different,  and  that's  why 
those  countrywomen  of  yours  were  so  charming,  don't  you 
know,  so  original !  We  were  all  together  on  the  top  of  a 
coach  in  Scotland,   don't  you   remember?     Had  such  a 
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jolly  time  in  the  beastly  rain.     You  didn't  catch  my  name. 
It's  Duncaster." 

The  consul  at  once  recalled  his  former  fellow-traveller. 
The  two  men  shook  hands.  The  Englishman  took  a  pipe 
from  his  smoking-jacket,  and  drew  a  chair  beside  the 
consul. 

"Yes,"  he  continued,  comfortably  filling  his  pipe,  "the 
daughter.  Miss  Kirkby,  was  awfully  good  fun  ;  so  fresh,  so 
perfectly  natural  and  innocent,  don't  you  know,  and  yet  so 
extraordinarily  sharp  and  clever.  She  had  some  awfully 
good  chaff  over  that  Scotch  scenery  before  those  Scotch 
tourists,  do  you  remember?  And  it  was  all  so  beastly  true, 
too.     Perhaps  she's  with  you  here  ?  " 

There  was  so  much  unexpected  and  unaffected  interest 
in  the  young  Englishman's  eyes  that  the  consul  was  quite 
serious  in  his  regrets  that  the  ladies  had  gone  back  to 
Paris. 

"I'd  like  to  have  taken  them  over  to  Audrey  Edge  from 
here.  It's  no  distance  by  train.  I  did  ask  them  in 
Scotland,  but  I  suppose  they  had  something  better  to 
do.  But  you  might  tell  them  I've  got  some  sisters  there, 
and  that  it  is  an  old  place  and  not  half  bad,  don't  you 
know,  when  you  write  to  them.  You  might  give  me  their 
address." 

The  consul  did  so,  and  added  a  few  pleasant  words 
regarding  their  position — barring  the  syndicate — which  he 
had  gathered  from  Custer,  Lord  Duncaster's  look  of 
interest,  far  from  abating,  became  gently  confidential. 

"I  suppose  you  must  see  a  good  deal  of  your  country- 
men in  your  business,  and  I  suppose,  just  like  Englishmen, 
they  differ,  by  Jove  !  Some  of  them,  don't  you  know,  are 
rather  pushing  and  anxious  for  position,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing;  and  some  of 'em,  like  your  friends,  are  quite  inde- 
,  pendent  and  natural." 
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He  stopped,  and  puffed  slowly  at  his  pipe.  Presently 
he  took  it  from  his  mouth,  with  a  little  laugh.  "  I've  a 
mind  to  tell  you  a  rather  queer  experience  of  mine.  It's 
nothing  against  your  people  generally,  you  know,  nor  do 
I  fancy  it's  even  an  American  type ;  so  you  won't  mind 
my  speaking  of  it.  I've  got  some  property  in  Scotland 
— rather  poor  stuff  you'd  call  it — but,  by  Jove !  some 
Americans  have  been  laying  claim  to  it  under  some  obscure 
plea  of  relationship.  There  might  have  been  something  in 
it,  although  not  all  they  claim ;  but  my  business  man,  a 
clever  chap  up  in  your  place — perhaps  you  may  have  heard 
of  him — Sir  James  M'Feu — wrote  to  me  that  what  they 
really  wanted  were  some  ancestral  lands,  with  the  right  to 
use  the  family  name  and  privileges.  The  oddest  part  of 
the  affair  was  that  the  claimant  was  an  impossible  sort  of 
lunatic,  and  the  whole  thing  was  run  by  a  syndicate  of 
shrewd  Western  men.  As  I  don't  care  for  the  property, 
which  has  only  been  dropping  a  lot  of  money  every  year 
for  upkeep  and  litigation,  Sir  James,  who  is  an  awfully 
far-sighted  chap  at  managing,  thought  he  could  effect  a 
compromise,  and  get  rid  of  the  property  at  a  fair  valuation. 
And,  by  Jove  !  he  did.  But  what  your  countrymen  can 
get  out  of  it — for  the  shooting  isn't  half  as  good  as  what 
they  can  get  in  their  own  country — or  what  use  the  privi- 
leges are  to  them,  I  can't  fancy."  . 

"  I  think  I  know  the  story,"  said  the  consul,  eyeing  his 
fellow-guest  attentively;  "but  if  I  remember  rightly,  the 
young  man  claimed  to  be  the  rightful  and  only  surviving 
heir." 

The  Englishman  rose,  and  bending  over  the  hearth, 
slowly  knocked  the  ashes  from  his  pipe.  "That's  quite 
impossible,  don't  you  know.  For,"  he  added,  as  he  stood 
up  in  front  of  the  fire,  in  face,  figure,  and  careless  repose 
more  decidedly  English  than  ever,  "you  see  my  title  of 
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Duncaster  only  came  to  me  through  an  uncle,  but  I  am 
the  direct  and  sole  heir  of  the  old  family  and  the  Scotch 
property.  I  don't  perhaps  look  like  a  Scot — we've  been 
settled  in  England  some  time — but,"  he  continued,  with  an 
invincible  English  drawling  deliberation,  "  /—am — really— 
you— know— what  they  call  The  M'Hulish." 
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PART  I. 

The  rain  was  dripping  monotonously  from  the  scant  eaves 
of  the  httle  church  of  the  Sidon  Brethren  at  West  Wood- 
lands. Hewn  out  of  the  very  heart  of  a  thicket  of  buckeye 
spruce  and  alder,  unsunned  and  unblown  upon  by  any 
wind,  it  was  so  green  and  unseasoned  in  its  solitude  that 
it  seemed  a  part  of  the  arboreal  growth,  and  on  damp 
Sundays  to  have  taken  root  again  and  sprouted.  There 
were  moss  and  shining  spots  on  the  underside  of  the 
unplaned  rafters,  little  green  pools  of  infusoria  stood  on 
the  ledge  of  the  windows,  whose  panes  were  at  times 
suddenly  clouded  by  mysterious  unknown  breaths  from 
without  or  within.  It  was  oppressed  with  an  extravagance 
of  leaves  at  all  seasons,  whether  in  summer,  when  green 
and  limp  they  crowded  the  porch,  doorways,  and  shutters,  or 
when  penetrating  knot-holes  and  interstices  of  shingle  and 
clapboard,  on  some  creeping  vine,  they  unexpectedly  burst 
and  bourgeoned  on  the  walls  like  banners ;  or  later,  when 
they  rotted  in  brown  heaps  in  corners,  outlined  the  edges 
of  the  floor  with  a  thin  yellow  border,  or  invaded  the  ranks 
of  the  high-backed  benches  which  served  as  pews. 

There  had  been  a  continuous  rustling  at  the  porch,  and 
the  shaking  out  of  waterproofs  and  closing  of  umbrellas, 
until  the  half-filled  church  was  already  redolent  of  damp 
dyes   and  the  sulphur  of  indiarubber.      The  eyes  of  the 
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congregation  were  turned  to  the  door,  with  something 
more  than  the  usual  curiosity  and  expectation,  for  the  new 
revivahst  preacher  from  Horse  Shoe  Bay  was  coming  that 
morning.  Already  voices  of  authority  were  heard  approach- 
ing, and  keeping  up  their  conversation  to  the  very  door  of 
the  sacred  edifice,  in  marked  contrast  with  the  awed  and 
bashful  whisperings  in  the  porch  of  the  ordinary  congre- 
gation. The  worshippers  recognised  the  voices  of  Deacons 
Shadwell  and  Bradley ;  in  the  reverential  hush  of  the 
building  they  seemed  charged  with  undue  importance. 

"  It  was  set  back  in  the  road  for  quiet  in  the  Lord's 
work,"  said  Bradley. 

"  Yes ;  but  it  oughtn't  to  be  hidden  !  Let  your  light  so 
shine  before  men,  you  know,  Brother  Bradley,"  returned 
a  deep  voice,  unrecognised  and  unfamiliar — presumably 
that  of  the  new-comer. 

"It  wouldn't  take  much  to  move  it — on  skids  and  rollers 
— nearer  to  the  road,"  suggested  Shadwell  tentatively. 

"No;  but  if  you  left  it  stranded  there  in  the  wind  and 
sun,  green  and  sappy  as  it  is  now,  ye'd  have  every  seam 
and  crack  startin'  till  the  ribs  shone  through,  and  no 
amount  of  caulkin'  would  make  it  watertight  agin.  No ; 
my  idea  is — clear  out  the  brush  and  shadder  around  it ! 
Let  the  light  shine  in  upon  it !  Make  the  waste  places 
glad  around  it,  but  keep  it  there!  And  that's  my  idea 
o'  gen'ral  missionary  work ;  that's  how  the  gospel  orter 
be  rooted." 

Here  the  bell,  which  from  the  plain  open  four  posted 
belfry  above  had  been  clanging  with  a  metallic  sharpness 
that  had  an  odd  impatient  worldliness  about  it,  suddenly 
ceased. 

"That  bell,"  said  Bradley's  voice,  with  the  same  sug- 
gestion of  conveying  important  truths  to  the  listening 
congregation   within,    "was  took  from    the  wreck   of  the 
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Tama/pais.  Brother  Horley  bought  it  at  auction  at  Horse 
Shoe  Bay  and  presented  it.  You  know  the  Tmnalpais 
ran  ashore  on  Skinner's  Reef,  just  off  here." 

"Yes,  with  plenty  of  sea  room,  not  half  a  gale  o'  wind 
blowing,  and  her  real  course  fifty  miles  to  westward  !  The 
whole  watch  must  have  been  drunk,  or  sunk  in  slothful 
idleness,"  returned  the  deep  voice  again.  A  momentary 
pause  followed,  and  then  the  two  deacons  entered  the 
church  with  the  stranger. 

He  appeared  to  be  a  powerfully  built  man,  with  a  square, 
beardless  chin  ;  a  face  that  carried  one  or  two  scars  of  small- 
pox, and  a  deeper  one  of  a  less  peaceful  suggestion,  set  in  a 
complexion  weather-beaten  to  the  colour  of  Spanish  leather. 
Two  small,  moist  grey  eyes,  that  glistened  with  every 
emotion,  seemed  to  contradict  the  hard  expression  of  the 
other  features.  He  was  dressed  in  cheap  black,  like  the 
two  deacons,  with  the  exception  of  a  loose  black  alpaca 
coat,  and  the  usual  black  silk  neckerchief  tied  in  a  large 
bow  under  a  turned-down  collar — the  general  sign  and 
symbol  of  a  minister  of  his  sect.  He  walked  directly  to 
the  raised  platform  at  the  end  of  the  chapel,  where  stood  a 
table,  on  which  was  a  .pitcher  of  water,  a  glass,  and  hymn- 
book,  and  a  tall  upright  desk  holding  a  Bible.  Glancing 
over  these  details,  he  suddenly  paused,  carefully  lifted 
some  hitherto  undetected  object  from  the  desk  beside  the 
Bible,  and  stooping  gently,  placed  it  upon  the  floor.  As 
it  hopped  away  the  congregation  saw  that  it  was  a  small 
green  frog.  The  intrusion  was  by  no  means  an  unusual  one, 
but  some  odd  contrast  between  this  powerful  man  and  the 
little  animal  affected  them  profoundly.  No  one — even  the 
youngest — smiled  ;  every  one — even  the  youngest — became 
suddenly  attentive.  Turning  over  the  leaves  of  the  hymn- 
book,  he  then  gave  out  the  first  two  lines  of  a  hymn.  The 
choir  accordion  in  the  front  side-bench  awoke  like  an  infant 
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into  wailing  life,  and  Cissy  Appleby,  soprano,  took  up  a 
little  more  musically  the  lugubrious  chant.  At  the  close 
of  the  verse  the  preacher  joined  in,  after  a  sailor  fashion, 
with  a  breezy  bass  that  seemed  to  fill  the  little  building 
with  the  trouble  of  the  sea.  Then  followed  a  prayer  from 
Deacon  Shadwell,  broken  by  "  Aniens  "  from  the  preacher, 
with  a  nautical  suggestion  of  "Ay  !  Ay  ! ''  about  them,  and 
he  began  his  sermon. 

It  was,  as  those  who  knew  his  methods  might  have  ex- 
pected, a  suggestion  of  the  conversation  they  had  already 
overheard.  He  likened  the  little  chapel,  choked  with 
umbrage  and  rotting  in  its  dampness,  to  the  gospel  seed 
sown  in  crowded  places,  famishing  in  the  midst  of  plenty, 
and  sterile  from  the  absorptions  of  the  more  active  life 
around  it.  He  pointed  out  again  the  true  work  of  the 
pioneer  missionary  :  the  careful  pruning  and  elimination 
of  those  forces  that  grew  up  with  the  Christian's  life,  which 
many  people  foolishly  believed  were  a  part  of  it.  "The 
World  must  live  and  the  Word  must  live,"  said  they,  and 
there  were  easy-going  brethren  who  thought  they  could  live 
together.  But  he  warned  them  that  the  world  was  always 
closing  upon — "  shaddering  "  and  strangling — the  Word, 
unless  kept  down,  and  that  "  fair  seein'  settlement,"  or  city, 
which  appeared  to  be  "bustin'  and  bloomin' "  with  life  and 
progress,  was  really  "  hustlin'  and  jostlin' "  the  Word  of 
God,  even  in  the  midst  of  these  "  fancy  spires  and  steeples  " 
it  had  erected  to  its  glory.  It  was  the  work  of  the  missionary 
pioneer  to  keep  down  or  root  out  this  carnal,  worldly  growth, 
as  much  in  the  settlement  as  in  the  wilderness.  Some  were 
for  getting  over  the  difficulty  by  dragging  the  mere  wasted 
"  letter  of  the  Word,"  or  the  rotten  and  withered  husks  of 
it,  into  the  highways  and  byways,  where  the  "blazin"' 
scorn  of  the  world  would  finish  it.  A  low,  penitential 
groan  from  Deacon  Shadwell  followed  this  accusino;  illustra- 
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tion.  But  the  preacher  would  tell  them  that  the  only  way 
was  to  boldly  attack  this  rankly  growing  world  around 
them ;  to  clear  out  fresh  paths  for  the  Truth,  and  let  the 
sunlight  of  heaven  stream  among  them. 

There  was  little  doubt  that  the  congregation  was  moved. 
Whatever  they  might  have  thought  of  the  application,  the 
fact  itself  was  patent.  The  rheumatic  Beaseleys  felt  the 
truth  of  it  in  their  aching  bones ;  it  came  home  to  the  fever 
and  ague-stricken  Filgees  in  their  damp  seats  against  the 
sappy  wall ;  it  echoed  plainly  in  the  chronic  cough  of 
Sister  Mary  Strutt  and  Widow  Doddridge;  and  Cissy 
Appleby,  with  her  round  brown  eyes  fixed  upon  the  speaker, 
remembering  how  the  starch  had  been  taken  out  of  her 
Sunday  frocks,  how  her  long  ringlets  had  become  uncurled, 
her  frills  limp,  and  even  her  ribbons  lustreless,  felt  that  in- 
deed a  prophet  had  arisen  in  Israel. 

One  or  two,  however,  were  disappointed  that  he  had  as 
yet  given  no  indication  of  that  powerful  exhortatory  emotion 
for  which  he  was  famed,  and  which  had  been  said  to  excite 
certain  corresponding  corybantic  symptoms  among  his 
sensitive  female  worshippers.  When  the  service  was  over, 
and  the  congregation  crowded  around  him.  Sister  Mary 
Strutt,  on  the  outer  fringe  of  the  assembly,  confided  to 
Sister  Evans  that  she  had  "hearn  tell  how  that  when  he 
was  over  at  Soquel  he  prayed  that  pow'ful  that  all  the 
wimmen  got  fits  and  tremblin'  spells,  and  ole  Mrs,  Jackson 
had  to  be  hauled  off  his  legs  that  she  was  kneelin'  and 
claspin'  while  wrestling  with  the  Sperit." 

"I  reckon  we  seemed  kinder  strange  to  him  this  morn- 
ing, and  he  wanted  to  jest  feel  his  way  to  our  hearts  first," 
exclaimed  Brother  Jonas  Steers  politely.  "  He'll  be  more 
at  home  at  evenin'  service.  It's  queer  that  some  of  the  best 
exhortiii'  work  is  done  arter  early  candlelight.  I  reckon 
he's  goin'  to  stop  over  with  Deacon  Bradley  to  dinner." 
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But  it  appeared  that  the  new  preacher,  now  formally 
introduced  as  Brother  Seabright,  was  intending  to  walk 
over  to  Hemlock  Mills  to  dinner.  He  only  asked  to  be 
directed  the  nearest  way ;  he  would  not  trouble  Brother 
Shadwell  or  Deacon  Bradley  to  come  with  him. 

"  But  here's  Cissy  Appleby  lives  within  a  mile  o'  thar,  and 
you  could  go  along  with  her.  She'd  jest  admire  to  show 
you  the  way,"  interrupted  Brother  Shadwell.  "  Wouldn't 
you,  Cissy?" 

Thus  appealed  to,  the  young  chorister — a  tall  girl  of 
sixteen  or  seventeen — timidly  raised  her  eyes  to  Brother 
Seabright  as  he  was  about  to  repeat  his  former  protestation, 
and  he  stopped. 

"  Ef  the  young  lady  is  goin'  that  way,  it's  only  fair  to 
accept  her  kindness  in  a  Christian  sperit,"  he  said  gently. 

Cissy  turned  with  a  mingUng  of  apology  and  bashfulness 
towards  a  young  fellow  who  seemed  to  be  acting  as  her 
escort,  but  who  was  hesitating  in  an  equal  bashfulness, 
•when  Seabright  added,  "And  perhaps  our  young  friend 
will  come  too  ?  " 

But  the  young  friend  drew  back  with  a  confused  laugh, 
and  Brother  Seabright  and  Cissy  passed  out  from  the  porch 
together.  For  a  few  moments  they  mingled  with  the  stream 
and  conversation  of  the  departing  congregation,  but  pre- 
sently Cissy  timidly  indicated  a  diverging  bypath,  and 
they  both  turned  into  it. 

It  was  much  warmer  in  the  open  than  it  had  been  in  the 
chapel  and  thicket ;  and  Ciss}'^,  by  way  of  relieving  a  certain 
awkward  tension  of  silence,  took  off  the  waterproof  cloak, 
and  slung  it  on  her  arm.  This  disclosed  her  five  long, 
brown,  cable-like  curls  that  hung  down  her  shoulders, 
reaching  below  her  waist  in  some  forgotten  fashion  of  girl- 
hood. They  were  Cissy's  peculiar  adornment,  remarkable 
for  their  length,  thickness,  and  the  extraordinary  youthful- 
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ness  imparted  to  a  figure  otherwise  precociously  matured. 
In  some  wavering  doubt  of  her  actual  years  and  privileges, 
Brother  Seabright  offered  to  carry  her  cloak  for  her,  but 
she  declined  it  with  a  rustic  and  youthful  pertinacity  that 
seemed  to  settle  the  question.  In  fact,  Cissy  was  as  much 
embarrassed  as  she  was  flattered  by  the  company  of  this 
distinguished  stranger.  However,  it  would  be  known  to 
all  West  Woodlands  that  he  had  walked  home  with  her, 
while  nobody  but  herself  would  know  that  they  had  scarcely 
exchanged  a  word.  She  noticed  how  he  lounged  on  with  a 
heavy,  rolling  gait,  sometimes  a  little  before  or  behind  her 
as  the  path  narrowed.  At  such  times  when  they  accidentally 
came  in  contact  in  passing,  she  felt  a  half-uneasy  physical 
consciousness  of  him,  which  she  referred  to  his  size,  the 
scars  on  his  face,  or  some  latent  hardness  of  expression, 
but  was  relieved  to  see  that  he  had  not  observed  it.  Yet 
this  was  the  man  that  made  grown  women  cry  ;  she  thought 
of  old  Mrs.  Jackson  fervently  grasping  the  plodding  ankles 
before  her,  and  a  hysteric  desire  to  laugh,  with  the  fear 
that  he  might  see  it  on  her  face,  overcame  her.  Then  she 
wondered  if  he  was  going  to  walk  all  the  way  home  without 
speaking ;  yet  she  knew  she  would  be  more  embarrassed  if 
he  began  to  talk  to  her. 

Suddenly  he  stopped,  and  she  bumped  up  against  him. 

"  Oh,  excuse  me  !  "  she  stammered  hurriedly. 

"  Eh  ? "  He  evidently  had  not  noticed  the  collision. 
"  Did  you  speak?  " 

"  No  ! — that  is — it  wasn't  anything,"  returned  the  girl, 
colouring. 

But  he  had  quite  forgotten  her,  and  was  looking  intently 
before  him.  They  had  come  to  a  break  in  the  fringe  of 
woodland,  and  upon  a  sudden  view  of  the  ocean.  At  this 
point  the  low  line  of  coast-range  which  sheltered  the  valley 
of  West  Woodlands  was  abruptly  cloven  by  a  gorge  that 
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crumbled  and  fell  away  seaward  to  the  shore  of  Horse  Shoe 
Bay.  On  its  northern  trend  stretched  the  settlement  of 
Horse  Shoe  to  the  promontory  of  Whale  Mouth  Point, 
with  its  outlying  reef  of  rocks  curved  inwards  like  the  vast 
submerged  jaw  of  some  marine  monster,  through  whose 
blunt,  tooth-like  projections  the  shiplong  swell  of  the  Pacific 
streamed  and  fell.  On  the  southern  shore  the  light  yellow 
sands  of  Punta  de  la  Concepcion  glittered  like  sunshine  all 
the  way  to  the  olive-gardens  and  white  domes  of  the  Mission. 
The  two  shores  seemed  to  typify  the  two  different  climates 
and  civilisations  separated  by  the  bay. 

The  heavy  woodland  atmosphere  was  quickened  by  the 
salt  breath  of  tlie  sea.     The  stranger  inhaled  it  meditatively. 

"  That's  the  reef  where  the  Tamalpais  struck,"  he  said, 
"  and  more'n  fifty  miles  out  of  her  course — yes,  more'n 
fifty  miles  from  where  she  should  have  bin  !  It  don't  look 
nat'ral  !     No — it — don't — look — nat'ral !  " 

As  he  seemed  to  be  speaking  to  himself,  the  young  girl, 
who  had  been  gazing  with  far  greater  interest  at  the  foreign- 
looking  southern  shore,  felt  confused  and  did  not  reply. 
Then,  as  if  recalling  her  presence,  Brother  Seabright  turned 
to  her  and  said — 

"  Yes,  young  lady  ;  and  when  you  hear  the  old  bell  of  the 
Ta7nalpais,  and  think  of  how  it  came  here^,  you  may  rejoice 
in  the  goodness  of  the  Lord  that  made  even  those  who 
strayed  from  the  straight  course  and  the  true  reckoning  the 
means  of  testifying  onto  Him." 

But  the  young  are  quicker  to  detect  attitudes  and  affecta- 
tion than  we  are  apt  to  imagine  ;  and  Cissy  coukl  distinguish 
a  certain  other  straying  in  this  afterthought  or  moral  of  the 
preacher  called  up  by  her  presence,  and  knew  that  it  was  not 
the  real  interest  which  the  view  had  evoked.  She  had  heard 
that  he  had  been  a  sailor,  and,  with  the  tact  of  her  sex, 
answered  with  what  she  thought  would  entertain  him. 

VOL.   IX.  K 
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"  I  was  a  little  girl  when  it  happened,  and  I  heard  that  some 
sailors  got  ashore  down  there,  and  cHmbed  up  this  gully 
from  the  rocks  below.  And  they  camped  that  night — for 
there  were  no  houses  at  West  Woodlands  then — just  in  the 
woods  where  our  chapel  now  stands.  It  was  funny,  wasn't  it  ? 
— I  mean,"  she  corrected  herself  bashfully,  "  it  was  strange 
they  chanced  to  come  just  there  ?  " 

But  she  had  evidently  hit  the  point  of  interest. 

"  What  became  of  them  ?  "  he  said  quickly.  "  They  never 
came  to  Horse  Shoe  Setdement,  where  the  others  landed 
from  the  wreck.  I  never  heard  of  that  boat's  crew  or  of  any 
landing  here." 

"No.  They  kept  on  over  the  range  south  to  the  Mission. 
I  reckon  they  didn't  know  there  was  a  way  down  on  this 
side  to  Horse  Shoe,"  returned  Cissy. 

Brother  Seabright  moved  on,  and  continued  his  slow, 
plodding  march.  But  he  kept  a  little  nearer  Cissy,  and 
she  was  conscious  that  he  occasionally  looked  at  her. 
Presently  he  said — 

"  You  have  a  heavenly  gift,  Miss  Appleby." 

Cissy  flushed,  and 'her  hand  involuntarily  went  to  one 
of  her  long,  distinguishing  curls.  It  might  be  iliat.  The 
preacher  continued — 

"  Yes ;  a  voice  like  yours  is  a  heavenly  gift.  And  you 
have  properly  devoted  it  to  His  service.  Have  you  been 
singing  long  ?  " 

"  About  two  years.     But  I've  got  to  study  a  heap  yet." 

"  The  little  birds  don't  think  it  necessary  to  study  to  praise 
Him,"  said  the  preacher  sententiously. 

It  occurred  to  Cissy  that  this  was  very  unfair  argument. 
She  said  quickly — 

"  But  the  little  birds  don't  have  to  follow  words  in  the 
hymn-books.  You  don't  give  out  lines  to  larks  and  bob-o- 
links,"  and  blushed. 
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The  preacher  smiled.  It  was  a  very  engaging  smile, 
Cissy  thought,  that  lightened  his  hard  mouth.  It  enabled 
her  to  take  heart  of  grace,  and  presently  to  chatter  like 
the  very  birds  she  liad  disparaged.  Oh  yes  ;  she  knew  she 
had  to  learn  a  great  deal  more.  She  had  studied  "  some  " 
already.  She  was  taking  lessons  over  at  Point  Concepcion, 
where  her  aunt  had  friends,  and  she  went  three  times  a  week. 
The  gentleman  who  taught  her  was  a  Catholic,  and,  of  course, 
he  knew  she  was  a  Protestant.  She  would  have  preferred 
to  live  there,  but  her  mother  and  father  were  both  dead, 
and  had  left  her  with  her  aunt.  She  liked  it  better  because 
it  was  sunnier  and  brighter  there.  She  loved  the  sun  and 
warmth.  She  had  listened  to  what  he  had  said  about  the 
dampness  and  gloom  of  the  chapel.  It  was  true.  The 
dampness  was  that  dreadful  sometimes  it  just  ruined  her 
clothes,  and  even  made  her  hoarse.  Did  he  think  they 
would  really  take  his  advice  and  clear  out  the  woods  round 
the  chapel  ? 

"  Would  you  like  it  ?  "  he  asked  pleasantly. 

"  Yes." 

"  And  you  think  you  wouldn't  pine  so  much  for  the  sun- 
shine and  warmth  of  the  Mission  ?  " 

"  I'm  not  pining,"  said  Cissy,  with  a  toss  of  her  curls,  "  for 
anything  or  anybody ;  but  I  think  the  woods  ought  to  be 
cleared  out.    It's  just  as  it  was  when  the  runaways  hid  there." 

"When  'Cu.triinazvays  hid  there  ! ''''  said  Brother  Seabright 
quickly.     "  What  runaways  ?  "' 

"  Why,  the  boat's  crew,"  said  Cissy. 

"  Why  do  you  call  them  runaways  ?  " 

"I  don't  know.  Didn't  you?"  said  Cissy  simply. 
"  Didn't  you  say  they  never  came  back  to  Horse  Shoe 
Bay?  Perhaps  I  had  it  from  auntie.  But  I  know  it's 
damp  and  creepy;  and  when  I  was  littler  I  used  to  be 
frightened  to  be  alone  there  practising." 
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"  Why  ?  "  said  the  preacher  quickly. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know,"  hurried  on  Cissy,  with  a  vague 
impression  that  she  had  said  too  much.  "  Only  my  fancy, 
I  guess." 

"  Well,"  said  Brother  Seabright,  after  a  pause,  "  we'll 
see  what  can  be  done  to  make  a  clearing  there.  Birds 
sing  best  in  the  sunshine,  and  you  ought  to  have  some  say 
about  it." 

Cissy's  dimples  and  blushes  came  together  this  time. 
"  That's  our  house,"  she  said  suddenly,  with  a  slight  accent 
of  relief,  pointing  to  a  weather-beaten  farmhouse  on  the 
edge  of  the  gorge.  "  I  turn  off  here,  but  you  keep  straight 
on  for  the  Mills ;  they're  back  in  the  woods  a  piece.  But," 
she  stammered,  with  a  sudden  shamed  sense  of  her  forgotten 
hospitality,  "  won't  you  come  in  and  see  aunty  ?  " 

"No,  thank  you,  not  now."  He  stopped,  turning  his 
gaze  from  the  house  to  her.  "How  old  is  your  house? 
Was  it  there  at  the  time  of  the  wreck?  " 

"Yes,"  said  Cissy. 

"  It's  odd  that  the  crew  did  not  come  there  for  help, 
eh  ?  " 

"  Maybe  they  overlooked  it  in  the  darkness  and  the 
storm,"  said  Cissy  simply.     "Good-bye,  sir." 

The  preacher  held  her  hand  for  an  instant  in  his  power- 
ful but  gently  graduated  grasp.  "Good-bye  until  evening 
service." 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  Cissy. 

The  young  girl  tripped  on  towards  the  house,  a  little 
agitated  and  conscious,  and  yet  a  little  proud  as  she  saw 
the  faces  of  her  aunt,  her  uncle,  her  two  cousins,  and  even 
her  discarded  escort,  Jo  Adam?,  at  the  window,  watching 
her. 

"So,"  said  her  aunt,  as  she  entered  breathlessly,  "ye 
walked  home  with  the  preacher !     It  was  a  speshal  provi- 
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dence  and  manifestation  for  ye,  Cissy.  I  hope  ye  was 
mannerly  and  humble,  and  profited  by  the  words  of 
grace." 

"I  don't  know,"  said  Cissy,  putting  aside  her  hat  and 
cloak  listlessly.  "  He  didn't  talk  much  of  anything  but 
the  old  wreck  of  the  Tamalpais." 

"  What  ?  "  said  her  aunt  quickly. 

"  The  wreck  of  the  Tavialpais,  and  the  boat's  crew  that 
came  up  the  gorge,"  repeated  the  young  girl. 

"And  what  did  he  know  about  the  boat's  crew?"  said 
her  aunt  hurriedly,  fixing  her  black  eyes  on  Cissy. 

"Nothing  except  what  I  told  him." 

"  What  jw<r  told  him  !  "  echoed  her  aunt,  with  an  ominous 
colour  filling  the  sallow  hollows  of  her  cheek. 

"  Yes  !  He  has  been  a  sailor,  you  know,  and  I 
thought  it  would  interest  him  ;  and  it  did  !  He  thought 
it  strange." 

"Cecilia  Jane  Appleby,"  said  her  aunt  shrilly,  "do  you 
mean  to  say  that  you  threw  away  your  chances  of  salvation 
and  saving  grace  just  to  tell  gossiping  tales  that  you  knew 
was  lies,  and  evil  report,  and  false  witnesses  ! " 

"I  only  talked  of  what  I'd  heard.  Aunt  Vashti,"  said 
Cecilia  indignantly.  "And  he  afterwards  talked  of — of — 
my  voice,  and  said  I  had  a  heavenly  gift,"  she  added,  with 
a  slight  quiver  of  her  lip. 

Aunt  Vashti  regarded  the  girl  sharply. 

"And  you  may  thank  the  Lord  for  that  heavenly  gift," 
she  said,  in  a  slightly  lower  voice;  "for  ef  ye  hadn't  to  use 
it  to-night,  I'd  shut  ye  up  in  your  room,  to  make  it  pay  for 
yer  foolish  gaddin'  tongue  I  And  I  reckon  I'll  escort  ye  to 
chapel  to-night  myself,  miss,  and  get  shut  o'  some  of  this 
foolishness." 
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PART  II. 

The  broad  plaza  of  the  Mission  de  la  Concepcion  had 
been  baking  in  the  day-long  sunlight.  Shining  drifts  from 
the  outlying  sand  dunes,  blown  across  the  ill-paved  road- 
way, radiated  the  heat  in  the  faces  of  the  few  loungers  like 
the  pricking  of  Liliputian  arrows,  and  invaded  even  the 
cactus  hedges.  The  hot  air  visibly  quivered  over  the  dark 
red  tiles  of  the  tienda  roof,  as  if  they  were  undergoing  a 
second  burning.  The  black  shadow  of  a  chimney  on  the 
whitewashed  adobe  wall  was  like  a  door  or  cavernous  opening 
in  the  wall  itself;  the  tops  of  the  olive  and  pear  trees  seen 
above  it  were  russet  and  sere  already  in  the  fierce  light. 
Even  the  moist  breath  of  the  sea  beyond  had  quite  evapo- 
rated before  it  crossed  the  plaza,  and  now  rustled  the  leaves 
in  the  Mission  garden  with  a  dry,  crepitant  sound. 

Nevertheless,  it  seemed  to  Cissy  Appleby,  as  she  crossed 
the  plaza,  a  very  welcome  change  from  West  Woodlands. 
Although  the  late  winter  rains  had  ceased  a  month  ago — 
a  few  days  after  the  revivalist  preacher  had  left — the  woods 
around  the  chapel  were  still  sodden  and  heavy,  and  the 
threatened  improvement  in  its  site  had  not  taken  place. 
Neither  had  the  preacher  himself  alluded  to  it  again ;  his 
evening  sermon — the  only  other  one  he  preached  there — 
was  unexciting,  and  he  had,  in  fact,  left  West  Woodlands 
without  any  display  of  that  extraordinary  exhortatory  faculty 
for  which  he  was  famous.  Yet  Cissy,  in  spite  of  her  enjoy- 
ment of  the  dry,  hot  Mission,  remembered  him,  and  also 
recalled,  albeit  poutingly,  his  blunt  suggesting  that  she  was 
"pining  for  it."  Nevertheless,  she  would  like  to  have  sung 
for  him  here — supposing  it  was  possible  to  conceive  of  a 
Sidon  Brotherhood  Chapel  at  the  Mission.  It  was  a  great 
pity,  she   thought,  that   the  Sidon  Brotherhood   and  the 
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Franciscan  Brotherhood  were  not  more  brotherly  towards 
each  other.  Cissy  belonged  to  the  former  by  hereditary 
right,  locality,  and  circumstance,  but  it  is  to  be  feared  that 
her  theology  was  imperfect. 

She  entered  a  lane  between  the  Jslission  wall  and  a  lighter 
iron-fenced  enclosure,  once  a  part  of  the  garden,  but  now 
the  appurtenance  of  a  private  dwelling  that  was  reconstructed 
over  the  heavy  adobe  shell  of  some  forgotten  structure  of 
the  old  ecclesiastical  founders.  It  was  pierced  by  many 
windows  and  openings,  and  that  sunlight  and  publicity 
which  the  former  padres  had  jealously  excluded  was  now 
wooed  from  long  balconies  and  verandahs  by  the  new 
proprietor,  a  well-to-do  American.  Elisha  Braggs,  whose 
name  was  generously  and  euphoniously  translated  by  his 
native  neighbours  into  •'  Don  Eliseo,"  although  a  heretic, 
had  given  largess  to  the  church  in  the  way  of  restoring  its 
earthquake-shaken  tower,  and  in  presenting  a  new  organ  to 
its  dilapidated  choir.  He  had  further  endeared  himself  to 
the  conservative  Spanish  population  by  introducing  no 
obtrusive  improvements;  by  distributing  his  means  through 
the  old  channels ;  by  apparently  inciting  no  further  alien 
immigration,  but  contenting  himself  to  live  alone  among 
them,  adopting  their  habits,  customs,  and  language.  A 
harmless,  musical  taste,  and  a  disposition  to  instruct  the 
young  boy  choristers,  was  equally  balanced  by  great  skill  in 
horsemanship  and  the  personal  management  of  a  ranch  of 
wild  cattle  on  the  inland  plains. 

Consciously  pretty,  and  prettily  conscious  in  her  white- 
s'.arched,  rose-sprigged  muslin,  her  pink  parasol,  beribboned 
gipsy  hat,  and  the  long  manelike  curls  that  swung  over  her 
shoulders,  Cissy  entered  the  house,  and  was  shown  to  the 
large,  low  drawing-room  on  the  ground-floor.  She  once 
more  inhaled  its  hot  pot-pourri  fragrance,  in  which  the  spice 
of  the  Castilian  rose-leaves  of  the  garden  was  dominant.     A 
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few  boys,  whom  she  recognised  as  the  choristers  of  the 
Mission  and  her  fellow-pupils,  were  already  awaiting  her 
with  some  degree  of  anxiety  and  impatience.  This  fact, 
and  a  certain  quick  animation  that  sprang  to  the  blue  eyes 
of  the  master  of  the  house  as  the  rose-sprigged  frock  and 
long  curls  appeared  at  the  doorway,  showed  that  Cissy  was 
clearly  the  favourite  pupil. 

Ehsha  Braggs  was  a  man  of  middle  age,  with  a  figure 
somewhat  rounded  by  the  adipose  curves  of  a  comfortable 
life,  and  an  air  of  fastidiousness,  which  was,  however, 
occasionally  at  variance  with  what  seemed  to  be  his  original 
condition.  He  greeted  Cissy  with  a  certain  nervous  over- 
consciousness  of  his  duties  as  host  and  teacher,  and  then 
plunged  abruptly  into  the  lesson.  It  lasted  an  hour.  Cissy 
tactfully  dividing  his  somewhat  exclusive  instruction  with 
the  others,  and  even  interpreting  it  to  their  slower  compre- 
hension. When  it  was  over,  the  choristers  shyly  departed, 
according  to  their  usual  custom,  leaving  Cissy  and  Don 
Eliseo — and  occasionally  one  of  the  padres — to  more 
informal  practising  and  performance.  Neither  the  ingenu- 
ousness of  Cissy  nor  the  worldly  caution  of  Aunt  Vashti  had 
ever  questioned  the  propriety  of  these  prolonged  and  se- 
cluded seances  ;  and  the  young  girl  herself,  although  by  no 
means  unaccustomed  to  the  bashful  attentions  of  the  youth 
of  West  Woodlands,  had  never  dreamed  of  these  later 
musical  interviews  as  being  anything  but  an  ordinary  recrea- 
tion of  her  art.  The  feeling  of  gratitude  and  kindness  she 
had  for  Don  Eliseo,  her  aunt's  friend,  had  never  left  her  con- 
scious or  embarrassed  when  she  was  alone  with  him.  But 
to-day,  possibly  from  his  own  nervousness  and  preoccupa- 
tion, she  was  aware  of  some  vague  uneasiness,  and  at  an 
early  opportunity  rose  to  go.  But  Don  Eliseo  gently  laid 
his  hand  on  hers  and  said — 

"  Don't  go  yet ;  I  want  to  talk  to  you." 
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His  touch  suddenly  reminded  lier  that  once  or  twice  he 
had  done  the  same  thing,  and  she  had  been  disagreeably 
impressed  by  it.  But  she  lifted  her  brown  eyes  to  his  with 
an  unconsciousness  of  his  meaning  that  was  more  crushing 
than  a  withdrawal  of  her  hand,  and  waited  for  him  to  go  on. 

"  It  is  such  a  long  way  for  you  to  come,  and  you  have  so 
little  time  to  stay  when  you  are  here,  that  I  am  thinking  of 
asking  your  aunt  to  let  you  live  here  at  the  Mission,  as  a 
pupil,  in  the  house  of  the  Senora  Hermandez,  until  your 
lessons  are  finished.  Padre  Jose  will  attend  to  the  rest  of 
your  education.     Would  you  like  it  ?  " 

Poor  Cissy's  eyes  leaped  up  in  unaffected  and  sparkling 
afifirmation  before  her  tongue  replied.  To  bask  in  this 
beloved  sunshine  for  days  together  \  to  have  this  quaint 
Spanish  life  before  her  eyes,  and  those  soft  Spanish  accents 
in  her  ears ;  to  forget  herself  in  wandering  in  the  old-time 
Mission  garden  beyond  ;  to  have  daily  access  to  Mr.  Braggs's 
piano  and  the  organ  of  the  church — this  was  indeed  the 
realisation  of  her  fondest  dreams !  Yet  she  hesitated. 
Somewhere  in  her  inherited  Puritan  nature  was  a  vague 
conviction  that  it  was  wrong,  and  it  seemed  even  to  find  an 
echo  in  the  warning  of  the  preacher  :  this  was  what  she  was 
"pining  for."' 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  stammered.  "  I  must  ask  auntie  ; 
I  shouldn't  like  to  leave  her;  and  there's  the  chapel." 

"  Isn't  that  revivalist  preacher  enough  to  run  it  for  a 
wliile  ?  "  said  her  companion  half-sneeringly. 

The  remark  was  not  a  tactful  one. 

"  Mr.  Seabright  hasn't  been  here  for  a  month,"  she 
answered,  somewhat  quickly.  "But  he's  coming  next 
Sunday,  and  I'm  glad  of  it.  He's  a  very  good  man.  And 
there's  nothing  he  don't  notice.  He  saw  how  silly  it  was 
to  stick  the  chapel  into  the  very  heart  of  the  woods,  and  he 
told  them  so." 
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"  And  I  suppose  he'll  run  up  a  brand  new  meeting-house 
out  on  the  road,"  said  Braggs,  smiling. 

"No,  he's  going  to  open  up  the  woods,  and  let  the  sun 
and  light  in,  and  clear  out  the  underbrush." 

"And  what's  that  for?" 

There  was  such  an  utter  and  abrupt  change  in  the 
speaker's  voice  and  manner — which  until  then  had  been 
lazily  fastidious  and  confident — that  Cissy  was  startled. 
And  the  change  being  rude  and  dictatorial,  she  was  startled 
into  opposition.  She  had  wanted  to  say  that  the  improve- 
ment had  been  suggested  by  //er,  but  she  took  a  more 
aggressive  attitude. 

"  Brother  Seabright  says  it's  a  question  of  religion  and 
morals.  It's  a  scandal  and  a  wrong,  and  a  disgrace  to  the 
Word,  that  the  chapel  should  have  been  put  there." 

Don  Eliseo's  face  turned  so  white  and  waxy  that  Cissy 
would  have  noticed  it  had  she  not  femininely  looked  away 
while  taking  this  attitude. 

"  I  suppoBe  that's  part  of  his  sensation  style,  and  very 
effective,"  he  said,  resuming  his  former  voice  and  manner. 
"  I  must  try  to  hear  him  some  day.  But  now,  in  regard  to 
your  coming'  here,  of  course  I  shall  consult  your  aunt, 
although  I  imagine  she  will  have  no  objection.  I  only 
wanted  to  know  how  you  felt  about  it."  He  again  laid  his 
hand  on  hers. 

"I  should  like  to  come  very  much,"  said  Cissy  timidly  ; 
"and  it's  very  kind  of  you,  I'm  sure;  but  you  will  see  what 
auntie  says,  won't  you  ? "  She  withdrew  her  hand  after 
momentarily  grasping  his,  as  if  his  own  act  had  been  only  a 
parting  salutation,  and  departed. 

Aunt  Vashti  received  Cissy's  account  of  her  interview 
with  a  grim  satisfaction.  "  She  did  not  know  what  ideas 
young  gals  had  nowadays,  but  in  Aer  time  she'd  been  fit  to 
jump  outer  her  skin  at  such  an  offer  from  such  a  good  man 
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as  Elisha  Braggs.  And  he  was  a  rich  man,  too.  And  ef 
he  was  goin'  to  give  her  an  edication  free,  it  wasn't  goin'  to 
stop  there.  For  her  part,  she  didn't  like  to  put  ideas  in 
young  girls'  heads — goodness  knows  they'd  enough  foolish- 
ness already — but  if  Cissy  made  a  Christian  use  of  her  gifts, 
and  'tended  to  her  edication  and  privileges,  and  made  her- 
self a  fit  helpmeet  for  any  man,  she  would  say  that  there 
were  few  men  in  these  parts  that  was  as  "  comf 'ble  ketch  " 
as  Lish  Braggs,  or  would  make  as  good  a  husband  and 
provider." 

The  blood  suddenly  left  Cissy's  cheeks,  and  then  returned 
with  uncomfortable  heat.  Her  aunt's  words  had  suddenly 
revealed  to  her  the  meaning  of  the  uneasiness  she  had  felt 
in  Braggs's  house  that  morning — the  old  repulsion  that  had 
come  at  his  touch.  She  had  never  thought  of  him  as  a 
suitor  or  a  beau  before,  yet  it  now  seemed  perfectly  plain  to 
her  that  this  was  the  ulterior  meaning  of  his  generosity. 
And  yet  she  received  his  offer  to  educate  her.  She  did  not 
conceal  from  herself  the  pride  and  satisfaction  she  felt  in 
this  presumptive  selection  of  her  as  his  wife,  the  worldly 
advantages  that  it  promised,  nor  that  it  was  a  destiny  far 
beyond  her  deserts.  Yet  she  was  conscious  of  exactly  the 
same  sense  of  wrong-doing  in  her  preferences — something 
that  seemed  vaguely  akin  to  that  "  conviction  of  sin  "  of 
which  she  had  heard  so  much — as  when  she  received  his 
offer  of  education.  It  was  this  mixture  of  fear  and  satis- 
faction that  caused  her  alternate  paling  and  flushing,  yet 
this  time  it  was  the  fear  that  came  first.  Perhaps  she  was 
becoming  unduly  sensitive.  The  secretiveness  of  her  sex 
came  to  her  aid  here  \  she  awkwardly  changed  the  subject, 
and  Aunt  Vashti,  complacently  believing  that  her  words  had 
fallen  on  fruitful  soil,  discreetly  said  no  more. 

It  was  a  hot  morning  when  Cissy  walked  alone  to  chapel 
early  next  Sunday.     There  was  a  dry  irritation  in  the  air 
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which  even  the  North-west  Trades,  blowing  through  the  sea- 
ward gorge,  could  not  temper,  and  for  the  first  time  in  her 
life  she  looked  forward  to  the  leafy  seclusion  of  the  buried 
chapel  with  a  feeling  of  longing.     She  had  avoided  her 
youthful  escort,  for  she  wished  to  practise  alone  for  an  hour 
before  the  service  with  the  new  harmonium,  that  had  taken 
the  place  of  the  old  accordion  and  its  unskilful  performer. 
Perhaps,  too,  there  was  a  timid  desire  to  be  at  her  best  on 
the  return  of  Brother  Seabright,  and  to  show  him,  wath  a 
new  performance,   that  the  "heavenly  gift"  had  not  been 
neglected.     She  opened  the  chapel  with  the  key  she  always 
carried,    "swished"   away    an    intrusive   squirrel,    left   the 
window  open  for  a  moment  until  the  beating  of  frightened 
wings  against  the  rafters  had  ceased,   and,  after  carefully 
examining  the  floor  for  spiders,  mice,  and  other  creeping 
things,  brushed  away  a  few  fallen  leaves  and  twigs  from  the 
top  of  the  harmonium.     Then,  wnth  her  long  curls  tossed 
over  her  shoulders  and  hanging  limply  down  the  back  of 
her  new  maple-leaf-yellow  frock — which  was  also  a  timid 
recognition  of  Brother  Seabright's  return — and  her  brown 
eyes  turned  to  the  rafters,   this  rustic  St.   CeciUa  of  the 
Coast  Range  began  to  sing.    The  shell  of  the  little  building 
dilated  with  the  melody,  the  sashes  of  the  windows  pul- 
sated, the  two  ejected  linnets  joined  in  timidly  from  their 
coign  of  vantage  in  the  belfry  outside,  and  the  limp  vines 
above  the  porch  swayed  like  her  curls.     Once  she  thought 
she  heard  stealthy  footsteps  without ;  once  she  was  almost 
certain  she  felt  the  brushing  of  somebody  outside  against 
the  thin  walls   of  the  chapel;  and  once   she  stopped  to 
glance  quickly  at  the  window  with  a  strange  instinct  that 
some  one  was  looking  at  her.     But  she  quickly  reflected 
that  Brother  Seabright  would  only  come  there  when  the 
Deacons   did,   and  with   them.       Why   she   should   think 
that  it  was  Brother  Seabright,  or  why  Brother  Seabrip-ht 
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should  come  thus  and  at  such  a  time,  she  could  not  have 
explained. 

He  did  not,  in  fact,  make  his  appearance  until  later,  and 
after  the  congregation  had  quite  filled  the  chapel.  He  did 
not,  moreover,  appear  to  notice  her  as  she  sat  there,  and 
when  he  gave  out  the  hymn  he  seemed  to  have  quietly 
overlooked  the  new  harmonium.  She  sang  her  best,  how- 
ever, and  more  than  one  of  the  audience  thought  that 
"little  Sister  Ai)pleby  "  had  greatly  improved.  Indeed,  it 
would  not  have  seemed  strange  to  some — remembering 
Brother  Seabrighl's  discursive  oratory — if  he  had  made 
some  allusion  to  it.  But  he  did  not.  His  heavy  eyes 
moved  slowly  over  the  congregation,  and  he  began. 

As  usual,  he  did  not  take  a  text.  But  he  would  talk  to 
them  that  morning  about  "  the  Conviction  of  Sin,"  and 
the  sense  of  wrong-doing  that  was  innate  in  the  sinner. 
This  included  all  forms  of  temptation,  for  what  was  tempta- 
tion but  the  inborn  consciousness  of  something  to  struggle 
against? — and  that  was  sin.  At  this  apparently  concise 
exposition  of  her  own  feelings  in  regard  to  Don  Eliseo's 
offer.  Cissy  felt  herself  blushing  to  the  roots  of  her  curls. 
Could  it  be  possible  that  Brother  Seabright  had  heard  of 
her  temptation  to  leave  West  Woodlands,  and  that  this 
warning  was  intended  for  her?  He  did  not  even  look  in 
her  direction.  Yet  his  next  sentence  seemed  to  be  an 
answer  to  her  own  mental  query.  "  Folks  might  ask,"  he 
continued,  "if  even  the  young  and  inexperienced  should 
feel  this,  or  was  there  a  state  of  innocent  guilt  without 
consciousness  ?  "  He  would  answer  that  question  by  telhng 
them  what  had  happened  to  him  that  morning.  He  had 
come  to  the  chapel,  not  by  the  road,  but  through  the  tangled 
woods  behind  them  (Cissy  started),  through  the  thick  brush 
and  undergrowth  that  was  choking  the  life  out  of  this 
little  chapel — the  wilderness  that  he  had  believed  was  never 
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before  trodden  by  human  feet,  and  was  known  only  to  roam- 
ing beasts  and  vermin.     But  that  was  where  he  was  wrong. 

In  the  stillness  of  the  listening  silence,  a  sudden  cough 
from  some  one  in  one  of  the  back  benches  produced  that 
instantaneous  diversion  of  attention  common  to  humanity 
on  such  occasions.  Cissy's  curls  swung  round  with  the 
others.  But  she  was  surprised  to  see  that  Mr.  Braggs  was 
seated  in  one  of  the  benches  near  the  door,  and  from  the 
fact  of  his  holding  a  handkerchief  to  his  mouth,  and  being 
gazed  at  by  his  neighbours,  it  was  evident  that  it  was  he 
who  had  coughed.  Perhaps  he  had  come  to  West  Wood- 
lands to  talk  to  her  aunt  ?  With  the  preacher  before  her, 
and  her  probable  suitor  behind  her,  she  felt  herself  again 
blushing. 

Brother  Seabright  continued.  Yes,  he  was  wrong,  for 
there  before  him,  in  the  depths  of  the  forest,  were  two 
children.  They  were  looking  at  a  bush  of  "pizon  berries" 
— the  deadly  nightshade,  as  it  was  fitly  called — and  one 
was  warning  the  other  of  its  dangerous  qualities. 

"But  how  do  you  know  it's  the  ^  pizon  berry'?"  asked 
the  other. 

"  Because  it's  larger,  and  nicer,  and  bigger,  and  easier  to 
get  than  the  real  good  ones,"  returned  the  first. 

And  it  was  so.  Thus  was  the  truth  revealed  from  the 
mouths  of  babes  and  sucklings ;  even  they  were  conscious 
of  temptation  and  sin  !  But  here  there  was  another  in- 
terruption from  the  back  benches,  which  proved,  however, 
to  be  only  the  suppressed  giggle  of  a  boy — evidently  the 
youthful  hero  of  the  illustration — surprised  into  nervous 
hilarity. 

The  preacher  then  passed  to  the  "  Conviction  of  Sin  " — 
in  its  more  familiar  phases.  Many  brothers  confounded 
this  with  discovery  and  publicity.  It  was  not  their  own  sin 
"finding  them  out,"  but  others  discovering  it.     Until  that 
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happened,  they  fancied  themselves  safe,  stiUing  their 
consciences,  confounding  the  bhnded  eye  of  the  world  with 
the  all-seeing  eye  of  the  Lord.  But  were  they  safe  even 
then  ?  Did  not  sooner  or  later  the  sea  deliver  up  its  dead, 
the  earth  what  was  buried  in  it,  the  wild  woods  what  its 
depths  had  hidden  ?  Was  not  the  foolish  secret,  the  guilty 
secret,  the  forgotten  sin,  sure  to  be  disclosed  ?  Then  if 
they  could  not  fly  from  the  testimony  of  His  works,  if  they 
could  not  evade  even  their  fellow-man,  why  did  they  not 
first  turn  to  Him  ?  Why,  from  the  penitent  child  at  his 
mother's  knee  to  the  murderer  on  the  scaffold,  did  they 
only  at  the  last  confess  unto  Him  ? 

His  voice  and  manner  had  suddenly  changed.  From 
the  rough  note  of  accusation  and  challenge  it  had  passed 
into  the  equally  rough  but  broken  and  sympathetic  accents 
of  appeal.  Why  did  they  hesitate  longer  to  confess  their 
sin — not  to  man — but  unto  Him  ?  Why  did  they  delay  ? 
Now — that  evening !  that  very  moment !  this  was  the 
appointed  time !  He  entreated  them  in  the  name  of 
religious  faith,  in  the  name  of  a  human  brotherly  love. 
His  delivery  was  now  no  longer  deliberate,  but  hurried 
and  panting ;  his  speech  now  no  longer  chosen,  but  made 
up  of  reiterations  and  repetitions,  ejaculations,  and  even 
incoherent  epithets.  His  gestures  and  long  intonations, 
which  began  to  take  the  place  of  even  that  interrupted 
speech,  affected  them  more  than  his  reasoning  !  Short  sighs 
escaped  them ;  they  swayed  to  and  fro  with  the  rhythm  of 
his  voice  and  movements.  They  had  begun  to  comprehend 
this  exacerbation  of  emotion — this  paroxysmal  rhapsody. 
This  was  the  dithyrambic  exaltation  they  had  ardently 
waited  for.  They  responded  quickly — first  with  groans, 
equally  inarticulate  murmurs  of  assent,  shouts  of  "  Glory," 
and  the  reckless  invocation  of  sacred  names.  Then  a  wave 
of  hysteria  seemed  to  move  the  whole  mass,  and  broke  into 
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tears  and  sobs  among  the  women.  In  her  own  excited 
consciousness  it  seemed  to  Cissy  that  some  actual  struggle 
between  good  and  evil — like  unto  the  casting-out  of  devils 
— was  shaking  the  little  building.  She  cast  a  hurried 
glance  behind  her,  and  saw  Mr.  Braggs  sitting  erect,  white 
and  scornful.  She  knew  that  she  too  was  shrinking  from 
the  preacher — not  from  any  sense  of  conviction,  but 
because  he  was  irritating  and  disturbing  her  innate  sense  of 
fitness  and  harmony — and  she  was  pained  that  Mr.  Braggs 
should  see  him  thus.  Meantime  the  weird,  invisible 
struggle  continued,  heightened,  and,  it  seemed  to  her, 
incited  by  the  partisan  gro^ans  and  exultant  actions  of  those 
around  her,  until  suddenly  a  wild,  despairing  cry  arose  above 
the  conflict.  A  vague  fear  seized  her — the  voice  was 
familiar !  She  turned  in  time  to  see  the  figure  of  Aunt 
Vashti  rise  in  her  seat  with  a  hysterical  outburst,  and  fall 
convulsively  forward  upon  her  knees !  She  would  have 
rushed  to  her  side,  but  the  frenzied  woman  was  instantly 
caught  by  Deacon  Shadwell  and  surrounded  by  a  group  of 
her  own  sex,  and  became  hidden.  And  when  Cissy  re- 
covered herself  she  was  astonished  to  find  Brother  Seabright 
— with  every  trace  of  his  past  emotion  vanished  from  his 
hard-set  face — calmly  taking  up  his  coherent  discourse  in 
his  ordinary  level  tones.  The  furious  struggle  of  the 
moment  before  was  over ;  the  chapel  and  its  congregation 
had  fallen  back  into  an  exhausted  and  apathetic  silence  ! 
Then  the  preacher  gave  out  the  hymn — the  words  were 
singularly  jubilant  among  that  usually  mournful  collection 
in  the  book  before  her — and  Cissy  began  it  with  a 
tremulous  voice.  But  it  gained  strength,  clearness,  and 
volume  as  she  went  on,  and  she  felt  thrilled  throughout 
with  a  new  human  sympathy  she  had  never  known  before. 
The  preacher's  bass  supported  her  now  for  the  first  time 
not  unmusically — and  the  service  was  over. 
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Relieved,  she  turned  quickly  to  join  her  aunt,  but  a  hand 
was  laid  gently  upon  her  shoulder.  It  was  Brother  Seabright, 
who  had  just  stepped  from  the  platform.  The  congregation, 
knowing  her  to  be  the  niece  of  the  hysteric  woman,  passed 
out  without  disturbing  them. 

"  You  have,  indeed,  improved  your  gift,  Sister  Cecilia," 
he  said  gravely.     "You  must  have  practised  much." 

"  Yes — that  is,  no  ! — only  a  little,"  stammered  Cissy. 
"  But,  excuse  me,  I  must  look  after  auntie,"  she  added, 
drawing  timidly  away. 

"  Your  aunt  is  better,  and  has  gone  on  with  Sister  Shad- 
well.  She  is  not  in  need  of  your  help,  and  really  would 
do  better  without  you  just  now.  I  shall  see  her  myself 
presently." 

"  But  you  made  her  sick  already,"  said  Cissy,  with  a 
sudden,  half-nervous  audacity.     "  You  even  frightened  me." 

"Frightened  you?"  repeated  Seabright,  looking  at  her 
quickly. 

"Yes,"  said  Cissy,  meeting  his  gaze  with  brown,  truthful 
eyes.  "Yes,  when  you — when  you — made  those  faces. 
I  like  to  hear  you  talk,  but — "  she  stopped. 

Brother  Seabright's  rare  smile  again  lightened  his  face. 
But  it  seemed  sadder  than  when  she  had  first  seen  it. 

"  Then  you  have  been  practising  again  at  the  Mission  ?" 
he  said  quietly,  "  and  you  still  prefer  it  ?  " 

"Yes,"  said  Cissy.  She  wanted  to  appear  as  loyal  to 
the  Mission  in  Brother  Seabright's  presence  as  she  was 
faithful  to  West  Woodlands  in  Mr.  Braggs's.  She  had  no 
idea  that  this  was  dangerously  near  to  coquetry.  So  she  said 
a  little  archly,  "  I  don't  see  why  you  don't  like  the  Mission. 
You're  a  missionary  yourself.  The  old  Padres  come  here 
to  spread  the  Word.     So  do  you." 

"  But  not  in  that  way,"  he  said  curtly.  "  I've  seen 
enough  of  them  when    I  was  knocking  round  the   world 
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a  seafaring  man  and  a  sinner.  I  knew  them — receivers 
of  the  ill-gotten  gains  of  adventurers,  fools,  and  scoundrels. 
I  knew  them — enriched  by  the  spoils  of  persecution  and 
oppression  ;  gathering  under  their  walls  outlaws  and  fugitives 
from  justice,  and  flinging  an  indulgence  here  and  an  abso- 
lution there,  as  they  were  paid  for  it.  Don't  talk  to  me 
of  them — I  know  them." 

They  were  passing  out  of  the  chapel  together,  and  he 
made  an  impatient  gesture  as  if  dismissing  the  subject. 
Accustomed  though  she  was  to  the  sweeping  criticism  of  her 
Catholic  friends  by  her  West  Woodlands  associates,  she  was 
nevertheless  hurt  by  his  brusqueness.  She  dropped  a  little 
behind,  and  they  separated  at  the  porch.  Notwithstanding 
her  anxiety  to  see  her  aunt,  she  felt  she  could  not  now 
go  to  Deacon  Shadwell's  without  seeming  to  follow  him — 
and  after  he  had  assured  her  that  her  help  was  not  re- 
quired !  She  turned  aside  and  made  her  way  slowly  towards 
her  home. 

There  she  found  her  aunt  had  not  returned,  gathering  from 
her  uncle  that  she  was  recovering  from  a  fit  of  "  high  strikes  " 
(hysterics),  and  would  be  better  alone.  Whether  he  under- 
rated her  complaint,  or  had  a  consciousness  of  his  masculine 
helplessness  in  such  disorders,  he  evidently  made  light  of  it. 
And  when  Cissy  afterwards,  a  little  ashamed  that  she  had 
allowed  her  momentary  pique  against  Brother  Seabright  to 
stand  in  the  way  of  her  duty,  determined  to  go  to  her  aunt, 
instead  of  returning  to  the  chapel  that  evening,  he  did  not 
oppose  it.  She  learned  also  that  Mr.  Braggs  had  called 
in  the  morning,  but  finding  that  her  aunt  Vashti  was  at 
chapel,  he  had  followed  her  there,  intending  to  return  with 
her.  But  he  had  not  been  seen  since  the  service,  and  had 
evidently  returned  to  the  Mission. 

But  when  she  reached  Deacon  Shadwell's  house  she 
was  received  by  Mrs.  Shadwell  only.     Her  aunt,  said  that 


All  Episode  of  JVesi  Woodlands.         i6 


J 


lady,  was  physically  better,  but  Brother  Seabright  had  left 
"  partikler  word  "  that  she  was  to  see  nobody.  It  was  an 
extraordinary  case  of  "  findin'  the  Lord,"  the  like  of  which 
had  never  been  known  before  in  West  Woodlands,  and  she 
(Cissy)  would  yet  be  proud  of  one  of  her  "fammerly  being 
speshally  selected  for  Grace."  But  the  "  workin's  o'  salva- 
tion was  not  to  be  fmicked  away  on  worldly  things  or  even 
the  affections  of  the  flesh  ; "  and  if  Cissy  really  loved  her 
aunt,  "she  wouldn't  interfere  with  her  while  she  was,  so 
to  speak,  still  on  the  mourners'  bench,  wrastlin'  with  the 
Sperret  in  their  back  sittin'-room."  But  she  might  wait 
until  Brother  Seabright's  return  from  evening  chapel  after 
service. 

Cissy  waited.  Nine  o'clock  came,  but  Brother  Seabright 
did  not  return.  Then  a  small  but  inconsequent  dignity 
took  possession  of  her,  and  she  slightly  tossed  her  long  curls 
from  her  shoulders.  She  was  not  going  to  wait  for  any  man's 
permission  to  see  her  own  aunt !  If  auntie  did  not  want  to 
see  her,  that  was  enough  !  She  could  go  home  alone.  She 
didn't  want  any  one  to  go  with  her. 

Lifted  and  sustained  by  these  lofty  considerations,  with 
an  erect  head  and  slightly  ruffled  mane,  well  enwrapped  in 
a  becoming  white  merino  "  cloud,"  the  young  girl  stepped 
out  on  her  homeward  journey.  She  had  certainly  enough  to 
occupy  her  mind,  and,  perhaps,  justify  her  independence.  To 
have  a  suitor  for  her  hand  in  the  person  of  the  superior  and 
wealthy  Mr.  Braggs — for  that  was  what  his  visit  that  morning  to 
West  Woodlands  meant — and  to  be  personally  complimented 
on  her  improvement  by  the  famous  Brother  Seabright — all 
within  twelve  hours — was  something  to  be  proud  of,  even 
although  it  was  mitigated  by  her  aunt's  illness,  her  suitor's 
abrupt  departure,  and  Brother  Seabright's  momentary  cold- 
ness and  impatience.  Oddly  enough,  this  last  and  appa- 
rently trivial  circumstance  occupied  her  thoughts  more  than 
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the  others.  She  found  herself  looking  out  for  him  in  the 
windings  of  the  moonlit  road  ;  and  when  at  last  she  reached 
the  turning  towards  the  little  wood  and  chapel,  her  small 
feet  unconsciously  lingered  until  she  felt  herself  blushing 
under  her  fleecy  "  cloud."  She  looked  down  the  lane. 
From  the  point  where  she  was  standing  the  lights  of  the 
chapel  should  have  been  plainly  visible ;  but  now  all  was 
dark.  It  was  nearly  ten  o'clock,  and  he  must  have  gone 
home  by  another  road.  Then  a  spirit  of  adventure  seized 
her.  She  had  the  key  of  the  chapel  in  her  pocket.  She 
remembered  she  had  left  a  small  black  Spanish  fan — a 
former  gift  of  Mr.  Braggs — lying  on  the  harmonium.  She 
would  go  and  bring  it  away,  and  satisfy  herself  that  Brother 
Seabright  was  not  there  still.  It  was  but  a  step,  and  in  the 
clear  moonlight. 

The  lane  wound  before  her  like  a  silver  stream,  except 
where  it  was  interrupted  and  bridged  over  by  jagged  black 
shadows.  The  chapel  itself  was  black,  the  clustering  trees 
around  it  were  black  also ;  the  porch  seemed  to  cover  an 
inky  well  of  shadow  ;  the  windows  were  rayless  and  dead, 
and  in  the  chancel  one  still  left  open  showed  a  yawning 
vault  of  obscurity  within.  Nevertheless,  she  opened  the 
door  softly,  glided  into  the  dark  depths,  and  made  her  way 
to  the  harmonium.  But  here  the  sound  of  footsteps  with- 
out startled  her  \  she  glanced  hurriedly  through  the  open 
window,  and  saw  the  figure  of  Elisha  Braggs  suddenly 
revealed  in  the  moonlight  as  he  crossed  the  path  behind 
the  chapel.  He  was  closely  followed  by  Ivfo  peons,  whom 
she  recognised  as  his  servants  at  the  Mission,  and  they 
each  carried  a  pickaxe.  From  their  manner  it  was  evident 
that  they  had  no  suspicion  of  her  presence  in  the  chapel. 
But  they  had  stopped  and  were  listening.  Her  heart  beat 
quickly ;  with  a  sudden  instinct  she  ran  and  bolted  the 
door.     But  it  was   evidently  another  intruder  they   were 
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watching,  for  she  presently  saw  Brother  Seabright  quietly 
cross  the  lane  and  approach  the  chapel.  The  three  men 
had  disappeared ;  but  there  was  a  sudden  shout,  the 
sound  of  scuffling,  the  deep  voice  of  Brother  Seabright 
saying,  "Back,  there,  will  you  !  Hands  off!  "  and  a  pause. 
She  could  see  nothing ;  she  listened  in  every  pulse.  Then 
the  voice  of  Brother  Seabright  arose  again  quite  clearly, 
slowly,  and  as  deliberately  as  if  it  had  risen  from  the 
platform  in  the  chapel. 

"Lish  Barker!  I  thought  as  much  !  Lish  Barker,  first 
mate  of  the  Tama//^ais,  who  was  said  to  have  gone  down 
with  a  boat's  crew  and  the  ship's  treasure  after  she  struck. 
I  thought  I  knew  that  face  to-day." 

"Yes,"  said  the  voice  of  him  whom  she  had  known  as 
Elisha  Braggs.  "Yes,  and  I  knew  your  face,  Jim  Sea- 
bright, ex-whaler,  slaver,  pirate,  and  bo's'n  of  the  High- 
flyer, marooned  in  the  South  Pacific,  where  you  found 
the  Lord — ha  !  ha  ! — and  became  the  psalm-singing,  con- 
verted, American  sailor-preacher  ! " 

"  I  am  not  ashamed  before  men  of  my  past,  which  every 
one  knows,"  returned  Seabright  slowly.  "  But  what  of 
yours,  Elisha  Barker — yours  that  has  made  you  sham 
death  itself  to  hide  it  from  them  ?  What  of  yours — spent 
in  the  sloth  of  your  ill-gotten  gains  !  Turn,  sinner,  turn  ! 
Turn,  Elisha  Braggs,  while  there  is  yet  time  !  " 

"  Belay  there.  Brother  Seabright ;  we're  not  ifiside  your 
Gospel-shop  just  now !  Keep  your  palaver  for  those  that 
need  it.  Let  me  pass  before  I  have  to  teach  you  that 
you  haven't  to  deal  with  a  gang  of  hysterical  old  women 
to-night." 

"  But  not  until  you  know  that  one  of  these  women — 
Vashti  White — by  God's  grace  converted  of  her  sins,  has 
confessed  her  secret  and  yours,  Elisha  Barker !  Yes ! 
She  has  told  me  how  her  sister's  husband — the  father  of 
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the  young  girl  you  are  trying  to  lure  away — helped  you 
ofif  that  night  with  your  booty,  took  his  miserable  reward, 
and  lived  and  died  in  exile  with  the  rest  of  your  wretched 
crew— afraid  to  return  to  his  home  and  country — whilst 
you — shameless  and  impenitent — lived  in  slothful  ease  at 
the  Mission  ! " 

"  Liar  !     Let  me  pass  !  " 

"  Not  until  I  know  your  purpose  here  to-night." 

"Then  take  the  consequences  !  Here,  Pedro  !  Ramon  ! 
Seize  him.  Tie  him  head  and  heels  together,  and  toss  him 
in  the  bush  !  " 

The  sound  of  scuffling  recommenced.  The  struggle 
seemed  fierce  and  long,  with  no  breath  wasted  in  useless 
outcry.  Then  there  was  a  bright  flash,  a  muffled  report, 
and  the  stinging  and  fire  of  gunpowder  at  the  window. 

Transfixed  with  fear.  Cissy  cast  a  despairing  glance 
around  her.  Ah,  the  bell-rope  !  In  another  instant  she 
had  grasped  it  frantically  in  her  hands. 

All  the  fear,  indignation,  horror,  sympathy,  and  wild 
appeal  for  help  that  had  arisen  helplessly  in  her  throat,  and 
yet  remained  unuttered,  now  seemed  to  thrill  through  her 
fingers  and  the  tightened  rope,  and  broke  into  frantic  voice 
in  the  clanging  metal  above  her.  The  whole  chapel,  the 
whole  woodland,  the  clear,  moonlit  sky  above,  was  filled 
with  its  alarming  accents.  It  shrieked,  implored,  protested, 
summoned,  and  threatened  in  one  ceaseless  outcry,  seeming 
to  roll  over  and  over — as,  indeed,  it  did — in  leaps  and 
bounds  that  shook  the  belfry.  Never  before,  even  in  the 
blows  of  the  striking  surges,  had  the  bell  of  the  Tamalpais 
clamoured  hke  that !  Once  she  heard  above  the  turmoil 
the  shaking  of  the  door  against  the  bolt  that  still  held 
firmly;  once  she  thought  she  heard  Seabright's  voice  call- 
ing to  her ;  once  she  thought  she  smelt  the  strong  smoke 
of  burning  grass.     But  she  kept  on  until  the  window  was 
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suddenly  darkened  by  a  figure,  and  Brother  Seabright, 
leaping  in,  caught  her  in  his  arms  as  she  was  reeling,  faint- 
ing, but  still  clinging  to  the  rope. 

But  his  strong  presence  and  some  powerful  magnetism 
in  his  touch  restored  her. 

"  You  have  heard  all !  "  he  said. 

"Yes." 

"  Then  for  your  aunt's  sake,  for  your  dead  father's  sake, 
forget  all !  That  wretched  man  has  fled  with  his  wounded 
hirelings — let  his  sin  go  with  him.  But  the  village  is 
alarmed — the  brethren  may  be  here  any  moment !  Neither 
question  nor  deny  what  I  shall  tell  them.  Fear  nothing  ; 
God  will  forgive  the  silence  that  leaves  the  vengeance  to 
His  hands  alone!"  Voices  and  footsteps  were  heard 
approaching  the  chapel.  Brother  Seabright  significantly 
pressed  her  hand  and  strode  towards  the  door.  Deacon 
Shad  well  was  first  to  enter. 

"  You  here — Brother  Seabright !     What  has  happened  ?  " 

"  God  be  praised ! "  said  Brother  Seabright  cheerfully, 
"nothing  of  consequence  !  The  danger  is  over!  Yet,  but 
for  the  courage  and  presence  of  mind  of  Sister  Appleby  a 
serious  evil  might  have  been  done."  He  paused,  and  with 
another  voice  turned  half  interrogatively  towards  her. 
"  Some  children,  or  a  passing  tramp,  had  carelessly  thrown 
matches  in  the  underbrush,  and  they  were  ignited  beside  the 
chapel.     Sister  Appleby  chancing  to  return  here,  for " 

"  For  my  fan,"  said  Cissy,  with  a  timid  truthfulness  of 
accent. 

"  Found  herself  unable  to  cope  with  it ;  and  it  occurred  to 
her  to  give  the  alarm  you  heard.  I  happened  to  be  passing, 
and  was  first  to  respond.  Haply  the  flames  had  made  but 
little  headway,  and  were  quickly  beaten  down.  It  is  all 
over  now.  But  let  us  hope  that  the  speedy  clearing  out  of 
the  underbrush  and  the  opening  of  the  woods  around  the 
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chapel   will    prevent   any  recurrence   of  the   alarm    of  to- 
night." 


That  the  lesson  thus  reiterated  by  Brother  Seabright  was 
effective,  the  following  extract,  from  the  columns  of  the 
Whale  Point  Gazette,  may  not  only  be  offered  as  evidence, 
but  may  even  give  the  cautious  reader  further  light  on  the 
episode  itself: — 

"  STRANGE    DISCOVERY    AT    WEST    WOODLANDS. 
"the    'TAMALPAIS'    MYSTERY    AGAIN. 

"The  improvements  in  the  clearing  around  the  Sidon 
Chapel  at  West  Woodlands,  undertaken  by  the  Rev.  James 
Seabright,  have  disclosed  another  link  in  the  mystery 
which  surrounded  the  loss  of  the  Taiualpais  some  years 
ago  at  Whale  Mouth  Point.  It  will  be  remembered  that  the 
boat  containing  Adams  &  Co.'s  treasure,  the  Ta^ialpais'' 
first  officer,  and  a  crew  of  four  men,  was  lost  on  the 
rocks  shortly  after  leaving  the  ill-fated  vessel.  None  of 
the  bodies  were  ever  recovered,  and  the  treasure  itself 
completely  baffled  the  search  of  divers  and  salvers.  A  lid- 
less  box  bearing  the  mark  of  Adams  &  Co.,  of  the  kind 
in  which  their  treasure  was  usually  shipped,  was  yesterday 
found  in  the  woods  behind  the  chapel,  half  buried  in  brush, 
bark,  and  windfalls.  There  were  no  other  indications, 
except  the  traces  of  a  camp-fire  at  some  remote  period, 
probably  long  before  the  building  of  the  chapel.  But  how 
and  when  the  box  was  transported  to  the  upland,  and  by 
whose  agency,  still  remains  a  matter  of  conjecture.  Our 
reporter,  who  visited  the  Reverend  Mr.  Seabright,  who  has 
lately  accepted  the  regular  ministry  of  the  chapel,  was 
offered  every  facility  for  information,  but  it  was  evident 
that  the  early  settlers  who  were  cognisant  of  the  fact — if 
there  were  any — are  either  dead  or  have  left  the  vicinity." 
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Dick  Bracy  gazed  again  at  the  Hacienda  de  los  Osos,  and 
hesitated.  There  it  lay — its  low  whitewashed  walls  looking 
like  a  quartz  outcrop  of  the  long,  lazy  hillside— unmistak- 
ably hot,  treeless,  and  staring  broadly  in  the  uninterrupted 
Californian  sunlight.  Yet  he  knew  that  behind  those 
blistering  walls  was  a  reposeful  patio,  surrounded  by  low- 
pitched  verandahs ;  that  the  casa  was  full  of  roomy 
corridors,  nooks,  and  recesses,  in  which  lurked  the  shadows 
of  a  century ;  and  that,  hidden  by  the  farther  wall,  was 
a  lonely  old  garden,  hoary  with  gnarled  pear-trees,  and 
smothered  in  the  spice  and  dropping  leaves  of  its  baking 
roses.  He  knew  that,  although  the  unwinking  sun  might 
glitter  on  its  red  tiles,  and  the  unresting  trade-winds  whistle 
around  its  angles,  it  always  kept  one  unvarying  tempera- 
ture and  untroubled  calm,  as  if  the  dignity  of  years  had 
triumphed  over  the  changes  of  ephemeral  seasons.  But 
would  others  see  it  with  his  eyes?     Would  his  practical, 

housekeeping  aunt,  and  his  pretty  modern  cousin ? 

"  Well,  what  do  you  say  ?  Speak  the  word,  and  you  can 
go  into  it  with  your  folks  to-morrow.  And  I  reckon  you 
won't  want  to  take  anything  either,  for  you'll  find  everything 
there — ^just  as  the  old  Don  left  it.  I  don't  want  it;  the 
land  is  good  enough  for  me ;  I  shall  have  my  vaqueros  and 
rancheros  to  look  after  the  crops  and  the  cattle,  and  they 
won't  trouble  you,  for  their  sheds  and  barns  will  be  two 
miles  away.     You  can  stay  there  as  long  as  you  like,  and 
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go  when  you  choose.  You  might  like  to  try  it  for  a  spell ; 
it's  all  the  same  to  me.  But  I  should  think  it  the  sort  of 
thing  a  man  like  you  would  fancy,  and  it  seems  the  right 
thing  to  have  you  there.  Well — what  shall  it  be?  Is  it 
a  go  ?  " 

Dick  knew  that  the  speaker  was  sincere.  It  was  an  offer 
perfectly  characteristic  of  his  friend,  the  Western  millionaire, 
who  had  halted  by  his  side ;  and  he  knew  also  that  the 
slow  lifting  of  his  bridle  rein  preparatory  to  starting  forward 
again,  was  the  business-like  gesture  of  a  man  who  wasted  no 
time  even  over  his  acts  of  impulsive  liberality.  In  another 
moment  he  would  dismiss  the  unaccepted  offer  from  his 
mind — without  concern  and  without  resentment. 

"  Thank  you — it  is  a  go,"  said  Dick  gratefully. 

Nevertheless,  when  he  reached  his  own  little  home  in 
the  outskirts  of  San  Francisco  that  night,  he  was  a  trifle 
nervous  in  confiding  to  the  lady,  who  was  at  once  his  aunt 
and  housekeeper,  the  fact  that  he  was  now  the  possessor 
of  a  huge  mansion,  in  whose  patio  alone  the  little  eight- 
roomed  villa  where  they  had  lived  contentedly  might  be 
casually  dropped.  "  You  see,  Aunt  Viney,"  he  hurriedly 
explained,  "  it  would  have  been  so  ungrateful  to  have 
refused  him — and  it  really  was  an  offer  as  spontaneous  as  it 
was  liberal.  And  then,  you  see,  we  need  occupy  only  a 
part  of  the  casa." 

"And  who  will  look  after  the  other  part?"  said  Aunt 
Viney  grimly.  "That  will  have  to  be  kept  tidy,  too.  And 
the  servants  for  such  a  house,  where  in  heaven  are  they  to 
come  from  ?     Or  do  they  go  with  it  ?  " 

"No,"  said  Dick  quickly;  "the  servants  left  with  their 
old  master,  when  Ringstone  bought  the  property.  But 
we'll  find  servants  enough  in  the  neighbourhood — Mexican 
i}eofts  and  Indians,  you  know." 

Aunt  Viney  sniffed.     "  And  you'll  have  to  entertain — if 
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it's  a  big  house.  There  are  all  your  Spanish  neighbours. 
They'll  be  gallivanting  in  and  out  all  tlie  time." 

"They  won't  trouble  us,"  he  returned,  with  some  hesi- 
tation. "You  see,  they're  furious  at  the. old  Don  for 
disposing  of  his  lands  to  an  American,  and  they  won't  be 
likely  to  look  upon  the  strangers  in  the  new  place  as  any- 
thing but  interlopers." 

"  Oh,  that  is  it,  is  it  ?  "  ejaculated  Aunt  Viney,  with  a  sliglit 
puckering  of  her  lips.     "  I  thought  there  was  something.^'' 

"  My  dear  aunt,"  said  Dick,  with  a  sudden  illogical  heat, 
which  he  tried  to  suppress,  "  I  don't  know  what  you  mean 
by  'it'  and  'something.'  Kingstone's  offer  was  perfectly 
unselfish ;  he  certainly  did  not  suppose  that  I  would  be 
affected,  any  more  than  he  would  be,  by  the  childish  senti- 
mentality of  these  people  over  a  legitimate  everyday  business 
affair.  The  old  Don  made  a  good  bargain,  and  simply  sold 
the  land  he  could  no  longer  make  profitable  with  his  obsolete 
methods  of  farming,  his  gangs  of  idle  retainers,  and  his 
Noah's  Ark  machinery,  to  a  man  who  knew  how  to  use 
steam-reapers,  and  hired  sensible  men  to  work  on  shares." 
Nevertheless,  he  was  angry  with  himself  for  making  any 
explanation,  and  still  more  disturbed  that  he  was  conscious 
of  a  certain  feeling  that  it  was  necessary. 

"  I  was  thinking,"  said  Aunt  Viney  quietly,  "  that  if  we 
invited  anybody  to  stay  with  us — like  Cecily,  for  example 
— it  might  be  rather  dull  for  her  if  we  had  no  neighbours 
to  introduce  her  to." 

Dick  started;  he  had  not  thought  of  this.  He  had 
been  influenced  by  the  belief  that  his  pretty  cousin,  who 
was  to  make  them  a  visit,  would  like  the  change  and  would 
not  miss  excitement.  "  We  can  always  invite  some  girls 
down  there  and  make  our  own  company,"  he  answered 
cheerfully.  Nevertheless,  he  was  dimly  conscious  that  he 
had   already  made  an    airy  castle  of  the   old    Hacienda, 
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in  which  Cecily  and  her  aunt  moved  alone.  It  was  to 
Cecily  that  he  would  introduce  the  old  garden  ;  it  was 
Cecily  whom  he  would  accompany  through  the  dark  cor- 
ridors, and  with  whom  he  would  lounge  under  the  awnings 
of  the  verandah.  All  this  innocently,  and  without  preju- 
dice or  ulterior  thought.  He  was  not  yet  in  love  with  the 
pretty  cousin  whom  he  had  seen  but  once  or  twice  during 
the  past  few  years,  but  it  was  a  possibility  not  unpleasant  to 
occasionally  contemplate.  Yet  it  was  equally  possible  that 
she  might  yearn  for  lighter  companionship  and  accustomed 
amusement;  that  the  passion-fringed  garden  and  shadow- 
haunted  corridor  might  be  profaned  by  hoydenish  romping 
and  laughter,  or  by  that  frivolous  flirtation  which  in  others 
he  had  always  regarded  as  commonplace  and  vulgar. 

Howbeit,  at  the  end  of  two  weeks  he  found  himself 
regularly  installed  in  the  Hacienda  de  los  Osos.  His  little 
household,  reinforced  by  his  cousin  Cecily  and  three  peons 
picked  up  at  Los  Pinos,  bore  their  transplantation  with  a 
singular  equanimity  that  seemed  to  him  unaccountable. 
Then  occurred  one  of  those  revelations  of  character  with 
which  Nature  is  always  ready  to  trip  up  merely  human 
judgment.  Aunt  Viney,  an  unrelenting  widow  of  calm  but 
unshaken  Dutch  prejudices,  high  but  narrow  in  religious 
belief,  merged,  without  a  murmur,  into  the  position  of  chate- 
laine of  this  unconventional,  half- Latin  household.  Accept- 
ing the  situation  without  exaltation  or  criticism,  placid  but 
unresponsive  amidst  the  youthful  enthusiasm  of  Dick  and 
Cecily  over  each  quaint  detail,  her  influence  was  neverthe- 
less felt  throughout  the  lingering  length  and  shadowy  breadth 
of  the  strange  old  house.  The  Indian  and  Mexican  ser- 
vants, at  first  awed  by  her  practical  superiority,  succumbed  to 
her  half-humorous  toleration  of  their  incapacity,  and  became 
her  devoted  slaves.  Dick  was  astonished,  and  even  Cecily 
was  confounded.     "  Do  you  know,"  she  said  confidentially 
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to  her  cousin,  "  that  when  that  brown  Conchita  thought  to 
please  auntie  by  wearing  white  stockings  instead  of  going 
round  as  usual  with  her  cinnamon-coloured  bare  feet  in 
yellow  slippers — which  I  was  afraid  would  be  enough  to 
send  auntie  into  conniption  fits — she  actually  told  her, 
very  quietly,  to  take  them  off,  and  dress  according  to  her 
habits  and  her  station?  And  you  remember  that  in  her  big 
square  bedroom  there  is  a  praying-stool,  and  a  ghastly  cruci- 
fix, at  least  three  feet  long,  in  ivory  and  black,  quite  too 
human  for  anything  ?  Well,  when  I  offered  to  put  them  in 
the  corridor,  she  said,  I  '  needn't  trouble ' ;  that  really  she 
hadn't  noticed  them,  and  they  would  do  very  well  where 
they  were.  You'd  think  she  had  been  accustomed  to  this 
sort  of  thing  all  her  life.  It's  just  too  sweet  of  her,  anyway, 
even  if  she's  shamming.  And  if  she  is,  she  just  does  it  to 
the  life  too,  and  could  give  those  Spanish  women  points. 
Why,  she  rode  oi  pillion  on  Manuel's  mule,  behind  him, 
holding  on  by  his  sash,  across  to  the  corral  yesterday  ; 
and  you  should  have  seen  Manuel  absolutely  scrape  the 
ground  before  her  with  his  so?nbrero  when  he  let  her  down." 
Indeed,  her  tall,  erect  figure,  in  black  lustreless  silk,  appear- 
ing in  a  heavily  shadowed  doorway,  or  seated  in  a  recessed 
window,  gave  a  new  and  patrician  dignity  to  the  melancholy 
of  the  Hacienda.  It  was  pleasant  to  follow  this  quietly 
ceremonious  shadow  gliding  along  the  rose-garden  at 
twilight,  halting  at  times  to  bend  stiffly  over  the  bushes, 
garden-shears  in  hand,  and  carrying  a  little  basket  filled 
with  withered  but  still  odorous  petals,  as  if  she  were  grimly 
gathering  the  faded  roses  of  her  youth. 

It  was  also  probable  that  the  lively  Cecily's  appreciation 
of  her  aunt  might  have  been  based  upon  another  virtue  of 
that  lady — namely,  her  exquisite  tact  in  dealing  with  the 
delicate  situation  evolved  from  the  always  possible  relations 
of  the  two  cousins.     It  was  not  to  be  supposed  that  the 
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servants  would  fail  to  invest  the  young  people  with  Southern 
romance,  and  even  believe  that  the  situation  was  prearranged 
by  the  aunt  with  a  view  to  their  eventual  engagement.  To 
deal  with  the  problem  openly,  yet  without  startling  the 
consciousness  of  either  Dick  or  Cecily ;  to  allow  them  the 
privileges  of  children  subject  to  the  occasional  restraints  of 
childhood ;  to  find  certain  household  duties  for  the  young 
girl  that  kept  them  naturally  apart  until  certain  hours  of 
general  relaxation ;  to  calmly  ignore  the  meaning  of  her 
retainers'  smiles  and  glances,  and  yet  to  good-humouredly 
accept  their  interest  as  a  kind  of  feudal  loyalty,  was  part  of 
Aunt  Viney's  deep  diplomacy.  Cecily  enjoyed  her  freedom 
and  companionship  with  Dick,  as  she  enjoyed  the  novel 
experiences  of  the  old  house,  the  quaint,  faded  civilisation 
that  it  represented,  and  the  change  and  diversion  always 
acceptable  to  youth.  She  did  not  feel  the  absence  of  other 
girls  of  her  own  age ;  neither  was  she  aware  that  through 
this  omission  she  was  spared  the  necessity  of  a  cojifidaiite  or 
a  rival — both  equally  revealing  to  her  thoughtless  enjoyment. 
They  took  their  rides  together  openly  and  without  conceal- 
ment, relating  their  adventures  afterwards  to  Aunt  Viney 
with  a  naivete  and  frankness  that  dreamed  of  no  suppression. 
The  city-bred  Cecily,  accustomed  to  horse  exercise  solely 
as  an  ornamental  and  artificial  recreation,  felt  for  the  first 
time  the  fearful  joy  of  a  dash  across  a  league-long  plain, 
with  no  onlookers  but  the  scattered  wild  horses  she  might 
startle  up  to  scurry  before  her,  or  race  at  her  side.  Small 
wonder  that,  mounted  on  her  fiery  little  mustang,  untram- 
melled by  her  short  grey  riding-habit,  free  as  the  wind  itself 
that  blew  through  the  folds  of  her  flannel  blouse,  with  her 
brown  hair  half  loosed  beneath  her  slouched  felt  hat,  she 
seemed  to  Dick  a  more  beautiful  and  womanly  figure  than 
the  stiff,  buckramed  simulation  of  man's  angularity  and 
precision  he  had  seen  in  the  parks.     Perhaps  one  day  she 
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detected  this  consciousness  too  plainly  in  his  persistent  eyes. 
Up  to  that  moment  she  had  only  watched  the  glittering 
stretches  of  yellow  grain,  in  which  occasional  wind-shorn 
evergreen  oaks  stood  mid-leg  deep,  like  cattle  in  water,  the 
distant  silhouette  of  the  Sierras  against  the  steely  blue,  or  per- 
haps the  frankly  happy  face  of  the  good-looking  young  fellow 
at  her  side.  But  it  seemed  to  her  now  that  an  intruder  had 
entered  the  field — a  stranger  before  whom  she  was  im- 
pelled to  suddenly  fly — half  laughingly,  half  affrightedly — 
the  anxious  Dick  following  wonderingly  at  her  mustang's 
heels,  until  she  reached  the  gate  of  the  Hacienda,  where 
she  fell  into  a  gravity  and  seriousness  that  made  him 
wonder  still  more.  He  did  not  dream  that  his  guileless 
cousin  had  discovered,  with  a  woman's  instinct,  a  mysterious 
invader  who  sought  to  share  their  guileless  companion- 
ship, only  to  absorb  it  entirely,  and  that  its  name  was — 
Love ! 

The  next  day  she  was  so  greatly  preoccupied  with  her 
household  duties  that  she  could  not  ride  with  him.  Dick 
felt  unaccountably  lost.  Perhaps  this  check  to  their  daily 
intercourse  was  no  less  accelerating  to  his  feelings  than  the 
vague  motive  that  induced  Cecily  to  withhold  herself.  He 
moped  in  the  corridor;  he  rode  out  alone,  bullying  his 
mustang  in  proportion  as  he  missed  his  cousin's  gentle 
companionship,  and  circling  aimlessly,  but  still  uncon- 
sciously, around  the  Hacienda  as  a  centre  of  attraction. 
The  sun  at  last  was  sinking  to  the  accompaniment  of  a 
rising  wind,  which  seemed  to  blow  and  scatter  its  broad 
rays  over  the  shimmering  plain  until  every  slight  protuber- 
ance was  burnished  into  startling  brightness ;  the  shadows 
of  the  short  green  oaks  grew  disproportionately  long,  and 
all  seemed  to  point  to  the  white-walled  casa.  Suddenly  he 
started  and  instantly  reined  up. 

The  figure  of  a  young  girl,   which  he  had  not  before 
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noticed,  was  slowly  moving  down  the  half-shadowed  lane 
made  by  the  two  walls  of  the  garden  and  the  corral.  Cecily  ! 
Perhaps  she  had  come  out  to  meet  him.  He  spurred 
forward;  but,  as  he  came  nearer,  he  saw  that  the  figure 
and  its  attire  were  surely  not  hers.  He  reined  up  again 
abruptly,  mortified  at  his  disappointment,  and  a  little 
ashamed  lest  he  should  have  seemed  to  have  been  following 
an  evident  stranger.  He  vaguely  remembered,  too,  that  there 
was  a  trail  to  the  high  road,  through  a  little  swale  clothed 
with  myrtle  and  thorn  bush,  which  he  had  just  passed, 
and  that  she  was  probably  one  of  his  reserved  and  secluded 
neighbours — indeed,  her  dress,  in  that  uncertain  light,  looked 
half  Spanish.  This  was  more  confusing,  since  his  rashness 
might  have  been  taken  for  an  attempt  to  force  an  acquaint- 
ance. He  wheeled  and  galloped  towards  the  front  of  the 
casa  as  the  figure  disappeared  at  the  angle  of  the  wall. 

"I  don't  suppose  you  ever  see  any  of  our  neighbours?" 
said  Dick  to  his  aunt  casually. 

"  I  really  can't  say,"  returned  the  lady,  with  quiet  equani- 
mity. "  There  were  some  extraordinary-looking  foreigners 
on  the  road  to  San  Gregorio  yesterday.  Manuel,  who  was 
driving  me,  may  have  known  who  they  were — he  is  a  kind 
of  Indian  Papist  himself,  you  know — but  /  didn't.  They 
might  have  been  relations  of  his,  for  all  I  know." 

At  any  other  time  Dick  would  have  been  amused  at  this 
serene  relegation  of  the  lofty  Estudillos  and  Peraltas  to  the 
caste  of  the  Indian  convert,  but  he  was  worried  to  think 
that  perhaps  Cecily  was  really  being  bored  by  the  absence 
of  neighbours.  After  dinner,  when  they  sought  the  rose- 
garden,  he  dropped  upon  the  little  lichen-scarred  stone 
bench  by  her  side.  It  was  still  warm  from  the  sun ;  the  hot 
musk  of  the  roses  filled  the  air ;  the  whole  garden,  shielded 
from  the  cool  evening  trade-winds  by  its  high  walls,  still 
kept  the  glowing  memory  of  the  afternoon  sunshine.     Aunt 
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Viney,  with  her  garden  basket  on  her  arm,  moved  ghosthke 
among  the  distant  bushes. 

"I  hope  you  are  not  getting  bored  here?"  he  said,  after 
a  shght  inconsequent  pause. 

"Does  that  mean  that  _jw^  are?"  she  returned,  raising 
her  mischievous  eyes  to  his. 

"  No ;  but  I  thought  you  might  find  it  lonely,  without 
neighbours." 

"I  stayed  in  to-day,"  she  said,  femininely  replying  to  the 
unasked  question,  "  because  I  fancied  Aunt  Viney  might 
think  it  selfish  of  me  to  leave  her  alone  so  much." 

"Butjw<!  are  not  lonely?" 

Certainly  not !  The  young  lady  was  delighted  with  the 
whole  place,  with  the  quaint  old  garden,  the  mysterious 
corridors,  the  restful  quiet  of  everything,  the  picture  of 
dear  Aunt  Viney — who  was  just  the  sweetest  soul  in  the 
world — moving  about  like  the  genius  of  the  casa.  It  was 
such  a  change  to  all  her  ideas,  she  would  never  forget  it. 
It  was  so  thoughtful  of  him,  Dick,  to  have  given  them  all 
that  pleasure. 

"  And  the  rides,"  continued  Dick,  with  the  untactful 
pertinacity  of  the  average  man  at  such  moments — "you  are 
not  tired  of  them  ?  " 

No ;  she  thought  them  lovely.  Such  freedom  and 
freshness  in  the  exercise ;  so  different  from  riding  in  the 
city  or  at  watering-places,  where  it  was  one  half  show,  and 
one  was  always  thinking  of  one's  habit  or  oneself.  One 
quite  forgot  oneself  on  that  lovely  plain — with  everything 
so  far  away,  and  only  the  mountains  to  look  at  in  the 
distance.  Nevertheless,  she  did  not  lift  her  eyes  from  the 
point  of  the  little  slipper  which  had  strayed  beyond  her 
skirt. 

Dick  was  relieved,  but  not  voluble ;  he  could  only 
admiringly  follow  the  curves  of  her  pretty  arms  and  hands, 
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clasped  lightly  in  her  lap,  down  to  the  point  of  the  little 
slipper.  But  even  that  charming  vanishing-point  was 
presently  withdrawn — possibly  through  some  instinct — for 
the  young  lady  had  apparently  not  raised  her  eyes. 

"  I'm  so  glad  you  like  it,"  said  Dick  earnestly,  yet  with 
a  nervous  hesitation  that  made  his  speech  seem  artificial 
to  his  own  ears.  "  You  see  I — that  is — I  had  an  idea  that 
you  might  like  an  occasional  change  of  company.  It's  a 
great  pity  we're  not  on  speaking  terms  with  one  of  these 
Spanish  families.  Some  of  the  men,  you  know,  are  really 
fine  fellows,  with  an  old  -  world  courtesy  that  is  very 
charming." 

He  was  surprised  to  see  that  she  had  lifted  her  head 
suddenly,  with  a  quick  look  that,  however,  changed  to  an 
amused  and  half-coquettish  smile. 

"  I  am  finding  no  fault  with  my  present  company,"  she 
said  demurely,  dropping  her  head  and  eyelids  until  a  faint 
suffusion  seemed  to  follow  the  falling  lashes  over  her  cheek. 
"I  don't  think  jw^  ought  to  undervalue  it." 

If  he  had  only  spoken  then  !  The  hot  scent  of  the  roses 
hung  suspended  in  the  air,  which  seemed  to  be  hushed 
around  them  in  mute  expectancy ;  the  shadows  which 
were  hiding  Aunt  Viney  from  view  were  also  closing 
round  the  bench  where  they  sat.  He  w^as  very  near  her ; 
he  had  only  to  reach  out  his  hand  to  clasp  hers,  which  lay 
idly  in  her  lap.  He  felt  himself  glowing  with  a  strange 
emanation  ;  he  even  fancied  that  she  was  turning  mechani- 
cally towards  him,  as  a  flower  might  turn  towards  the 
fervent  sunlight.  But  he  could  not  speak ;  he  could 
scarcely  collect  his  thoughts,  conscious  though  he  was  of 
the  absurdity  of  his  silence.  What  was  he  waiting  for  ? 
what  did  he  expect  ?  He  was  not  usually  bashful ;  he  was 
no  coward ;  there  was  nothing  in  her  attitude  to  make  him 
hesitate  to  give  expression  to  what  he  believed  was  his  first 
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real  passion.  But  he  could  do  nothing.  He  even  fancied 
that  his  face,  turned  towards  hers,  was  stiffening  into  a 
vacant  smile. 

Tlie  young  girl  rose.  "  I  think  I  heard  Aunt  Viney 
call  me,"  she  said  constrainedly,  and  made  a  hesitating 
step  forward.  The  spell  which  had  held  Dick  seemed  to 
be  broken  suddenly ;  he  stretched  forth  his  arm  to  detain 
hen  But  the  next  step  appeared  to  carry  her  beyond  his 
influence ;  and  it  was  even  with  a  half  movement  of 
rejection  that  she  quickened  her  pace  and  disappeared 
down  the  path.  Dick  fell  back  dejectedly  into  his  seat, 
yet  conscious  of  a  feeling  of  r^Z/V/ that  bewildered  him. 

But  only  for  a  moment.  A  recollection  of  the  chance 
that  he  had  impotently  and  unaccountably  thrown  away 
returned  to  him.  He  tried  to  laugh,  albeit  with  a  glowing 
cheek,  over  the  momentary  bashfulness  which  he  thought  had 
overtaken  him,  and  which  must  have  made  him  ridiculous 
in  her  eyes.  He  even  took  a  few  hesitating  steps  in  the 
direction  of  the  path  where  she  had  disappeared.  The 
sound  of  voices  came  to  his  ear,  and  the  light  ring  of 
Cecily's  laughter.  The  colour  deepened  a  little  on  his 
cheek ;  he  re-entered  the  house,  and  went  to  his  room. 

The  red  sunset,  still  faindy  showing  through  the  heavily 
recessed  windows  to  the  opposite  wall,  made  two  luminous 
aisles  through  the  darkness  of  the  long,  low  apartment. 
From  his  easy-chair  he  watched  the  colour  drop  out  of  the 
sky,  the  yellow  plain  grow  pallid  and  seem  to  stretch  itself 
to  infinite  rest;  then  a  black  line  began  to  deepen  and 
creep  towards  him  from  the  horizon  edge;  the  day  was 
done.  It  seemed  to  him  a  day  lost.  He  had  no  doubt 
now  but  that  he  loved  his  cousin,  and  the  opportunity  of 
telling  her  so — of  profiting  by  her  predisposition  of  the 
moment — had  passed.  She  would  remember  herself,  she 
would  remember  his  weak  hesitancy,  she  would    despise 
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him.  He  rose  and  walked  uneasily  up  and  down ;  and 
yet — and  it  disgusted  him  with  himself  still  more — he  was 
again  conscious  of  the  feeling  of  relief  he  had  before  ex- 
perienced. A  vague  formula,  "  It's  better  as  it  is,"  "  Who 
knows  what  might  have  come  of  it  ? "  he  found  himself 
repeating,  without  reason  and  without  resignation. 

Ashamed  even  of  his  seclusion,  he  rose  to  join  the  little 
family  circle  which  now  habitually  gathered  around  a  table 
on  the  verandah  of  the  patio,  under  the  rays  of  a  swinging 
lamp,  to  take  their  chocolate.  To  his  surprise  the  verandah 
was  empty  and  dark ;  a  light  shining  from  the  inner  drawing- 
room  showed  him  his  aunt  in  her  arm-chair  reading,  alone. 
A  slight  thrill  ran  over  him  :  Cecily  might  be  still  in  the 
garden !  He  noiselessly  passed  the  drawing-room  door, 
turned  into  a  long  corridor,  and  slipped  through  a  grating 
in  the  wall  into  the  lane  that  separated  it  from  the  garden. 
The  gate  was  still  open  ;  a  few  paces  brought  him  into  the 
long  alley  of  roses.  Their  strong  perfume — confined  by 
the  high  hot  walls — at  first  made  him  giddy.  This  was 
followed  by  an  inexplicable  languor  ;  he  turned  instinctively 
towards  the  stone  bench  and  sank  upon  it.  The  long  rows 
of  Calla  lilies  against  the  opposite  wall  looked  ghost-hke  in 
tiie  darkness,  and  seemed  to  have  turned  their  white  faces 
towards  him.  Then  he  fancied  that  one  had  detached  itself 
from  the  rank  and  was  moving  away.  He  looked  again  : 
surely  there  was  something  gliding  along  the  wall !  A  quick 
tremor  of  anticipation  passed  over  him.  It  was  Cecily,  who 
had  lingered  in  the  garden — perhaps  to  give  him  one  more 
opportunity !  He  rose  quickly,  and  stepped  towards  the 
apparition,  which  had  now  plainly  resolved  itself  into  a 
slight  girlish  figure  !  It  slipped  on  beneath  the  trees ;  he 
followed  quickly — his  nervous  hesitancy  had  vanished  before 
what  now  seemed  to  be  a  half-coy,  half-coquettish  evasion 
of  him.     He  called  softly,  "  Cecily  !  "  but  she  did  not  heed 
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him  ;  he  quickened  his  pace — she  increased  hers.  They 
were  both  running.  She  reached  the  angle  of  the  wall 
where  the  gate  opened  upon  the  road.  Suddenly  she 
stopped,  as  if  intentionally,  in  the  clear  open  space  before 
it.  He  could  see  her  distinctly.  The  lace  mantle  slipped 
from  her  head  and  shoulders.     It  was  not  Cecily  ! 

But  it  was  a  face  so  singularly  beautiful  and  winsome 
that  he  was  as  quickly  arrested.  It  was  a  woman's  deep 
passionate  eyes  and  heavy  hair,  joined  to  a  childish  oval  of 
cheek  and  chin,  an  infantine  mouth,  and  a  little  nose 
whose  faintly  curved  outline  redeemed  the  lower  face  from 
weakness,  and  brought  it  into  charming  harmony  with  the 
rest.  A  yellow  rose  was  pinned  in  the  lustrous  black  hair 
above  the  little  ear;  a  yellow  silk  shawl  or  mantle,  which 
had  looked  white  in  the  shadows,  was  thrown  over  one 
shoulder  and  twisted  twice  or  thrice  around  the  plump  but 
petite  bust.  The  large  black  velvety  eyes  were  fixed  on  his 
in  half  wonderment,  half  amusement ;  the  lovely  lips  were 
parted  in  half  astonishment  and  half  a  smile.  And  yet  she 
was  like  a  picture,  a  dream — like  anything,  in  fact,  but  the 
palpable  flesh  and  blood  she  evidently  was,  standing  only 
a  few  feet  before  him,  with  hurried  breath  that  he  could  see 
was  even  now  heaving  her  youthful  breast. 

His  own  breath  appeared  suspended,  although  his  heart 
beat  rapidly  as  he  stammered  out,  "  I  beg  your  pardon — I 
thought — "  He  stopped  at  the  recollection  that  this  was 
the  second  time  he  had  followed  her. 

She  did  not  speak,  although  her  parted  li[)S  still  curved 
with  their  faint  coy  smile.  Then  she  suddenly  lifted  her 
right  hand,  which  had  been  hanging  at  her  side,  clasping 
some  long  black  object  like  a  stick.  Without  any  apparent 
impulse  from  her  fingers,  the  stick  slowly  seemed  to  broaden 
in  her  little  hand  into  the  segment  of  an  opening  disk,  that, 
lifting  to  her   face  and  shoulders,  gradually  eclipsed  the 


1 82  TJie  Mystery  of  the  Hacienda. 

upper  part  of  her  figure,  until,  mounting  higher,  the  beauti- 
ful eyes  and  the  yellow  rose  of  her  hair  alone  remained 
above — a  large  unfurled  fan  !  Then  the  long  eyelashes 
drooped,  as  if  in  a  mute  farewell,  and  they  too  disappeared 
as  the  fan  was  lifted  higher.  The  half-hidden  figure 
appeared  to  glide  to  the  gateway,  lingered  for  an  instant, 
and  vanished.  The  astounded  Dick  stepped  quickly  into 
the  road,  but  fan  and  figure  were  swallowed  up  in  the 
darkness. 

Amazed  and  bewildered,  he  stood  for  a  moment,  breath- 
less and  irresolute.  It  was  no  doubt  the  same  stranger 
whom  he  had  seen  before.  But  who  was  she,  and  what 
was  she  doing  there?  If  she  were  one  of  their  Spanish 
neighbours,  drawn  simply  by  curiosity  to  become  a  tres- 
passer, why  had  she  lingered  to  invite  scrutiny  that  -would 
clearly  identify  her?  It  was  not  the  escapade  of  a  giddy 
girl  which  the  lower  part  of  her  face  had  suggested,  for  such 
a  one  would  have  giggled  and  instantly  flown ;  it  was  not 
the  deliberate  act  of  a  grave  woman  of  the  world,  for  its 
sequel  was  so  purposeless.  Why  had  she  revealed  herself 
to  hi7Ji  alone  ?  Dick  felt  himself  glowing  with  a  half- 
shamed,  half-secret  pleasure.  Then  he  remembered  Cecily, 
and  his  own  purpose  in  coming  into  the  garden.  He 
hurriedly  made  a  tour  of  the  walks  and  shrubbery,  ostenta- 
tiously calling  her,  yet  seeing,  as  in  a  dream,  only  the 
beautiful  eyes  of  the  stranger  still  before  him,  and  conscious 
of  an  ill-defined  remorse  and  disloyalty  he  had  never  known 
before.  But  Cecily  was  not  there ;  and  again  he  experi- 
enced the  old  sensation  of  relief ! 

He  shut  the  garden  gate,  crossed  the  road,  and  found  the 
grille  just  closing  behind  a  slim  white  figure.  He  started, 
for  it  was  Cecily  ;  but  even  in  his  surprise  he  was  conscious 
of  wondering  how  he  could  have  ever  mistaken  the  stranger 
for  her.     She  appeared  startled,  too  \  she  looked  pale  and 
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abstracted.  Could  she  have  been  a  witness  of  his  strange 
interview  ? 

Her  first  sentence  dispelled  the  idea. 

"  I  suppose  you  were  in  the  garden  ? "  she  said,  with  a 
certain  timidity.  "  I  didn't  go  there — it  seemed  so  close 
and  stuffy — but  walked  a  little  down  the  lane." 

A  moment  before,  he  would  have  eagerly  told  her  his 
adventure  ;  but  in  the  presence  of  her  manifest  embarrass- 
ment his  own  increased.  He  concluded  to  tell  her  another 
time.  He  murmured  vaguely  that  he  had  been  looking  for 
her  in  the  garden,  yet  he  had  a  flushing  sense  of  false- 
hood in  his  reserve;  and  they  passed  silently  along  the 
corridor  and  entered  the  patio  together.  She  lit  the  hang- 
ing lamp  mechanically.  She  certainly  zvas  pale  ;  her  slim 
hand  trembled  slightly.  Suddenly  her  eyes  met  his,  a  faint 
colour  came  into  her  cheek,  and  she  smiled.  She  put  up 
her  hand  with  a  girlish  gesture  towards  the  back  of  her 
head. 

"What  are  you  looking  at?     Is  my  hair  coming  down." 

"No,"  hesitated  Dick;  "  but— I— thought — you  were 
looking  just  a  little  pale." 

An  aggressive  ray  slipped  into  her  blue  eyes. 

"Strange!  I  thought j^"/^  were.  Just  now  at  \\\&  grille 
you  looked  as  if  the  roses  hadn't  agreed  with  you." 

They  both  laughed  a  little  nervousl\',  and  Conchita 
brought  the  chocolate.  When  Aunt  Viney  came  from  the 
drawing-room  she  found  the  two  young  people  together, 
and  Cecily  in  a  gale  of  high  spirits. 

She  had  had  sicch  a  wonderfully  interesting  walk,  all  by 
herself,  a!one  on  the  plain.  It  was  really  so  queer  and 
elfish  to  find  oneself  where  one  could  see  nothing  above  or 
around  one  anywhere  but  stars.  Stars  above  one,  to  right 
and  left  of  one,  and  some  so  low  down  they  seemed  as  if 
they  were  picketed  on  the  plain.     It  was  so  odd  to  find  the 
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horizon  line  at  one's  very  feet,  like  a  castaway  at  sea.  And 
the  wind  !  it  seemed  to  move  one  this  way  and  that  way,  for 
one  could  not  see  anything,  and  might  really  he  floating  in 
the  air.  Only  once  she  thought  she  saw  something,  and 
was  quite  frightened. 

"What  was  it?"  asked  Dick  quickly. 

"  Well,  it  was  a  large  black  object ;  but — it  turned  out 
only  to  be  a  horse." 

She  laughed,  although  she  had  evidently  noticed  her 
cousin's  eagerness,  and  her  own  eyes  had  a  nervous 
brightness. 

"  And  where  was  Dick  all  this  while  ? "  asked  Aunt 
Viney  quietly. 

Cecily  interrupted,  and  answered  for  him  briskly.  "  Oh, 
he  was  trying  to  make  attar  of  roses  of  himself  in  the  garden. 
He's  still  stupefied  by  his  own  sweetness." 

"  If  this  means,"  said  Aunt  Viney,  with  matter-of-fact 
precision,  "  that  you've  been  gallivanting  all  alone,  Cecily, 
on  that  common  plain,  where  you're  likely  to  meet  all  kinds 
of  foreigners  and  tramps  and  savages,  and  Heaven  knows 
what  other  vermin,  I  shall  set  my  face  against  a  repetition 
of  it.  If  you  vmst  go  out,  and  Dick  can't  go  with  you — 
and  I  must  say  that  even  you  and  he  going  out  together 
there  at  night  isn't  exactly  the  kind  of  American  Chris- 
tian example  to  set  to  our  neighbours — you  had  better  get 
Concepcion  to  go  with  you  and  take  a  lantern." 

"  But  there  is  nobody  one  meets  on  the  plain — at  least, 
nobody  likely  to  harm  one,"  protested  Cecily. 

"  Don't  tell  w^,"  said  Aunt  Viney  decidedly — "  haven't  I 
seen  all  sorts  of  queer  figures  creeping  along  by  the  brink 
after  nightfall  between  San  Gregorio  and  the  next  rancho  1 
Aren't  they  always  skulking  backwards  and  forwards  to 
mass  and  aguardietite  ?  " 

"  But  I  don't  know  why  7C'e  should  set  an  example  to 
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our  neighbours.  We  don't  see  much  of  them,  or  they 
of  us." 

"Of  course  not,"  returned  Aunt  Viney  ;  "because  all 
proper  Spanish  young  ladies  are  shut  up  behind  their  grilles 
at  night.  We  don't  see  them  trapesing  over  the  plain  in  the 
darkness,  with  or  without  cavaliers  !  Why,  Don  Rafael 
would  lock  one  of  liis  sisters  up  irj  a  convent,  and  consider 
her  disgraced  for  ever,  if  he  heard  of  it." 

Dick  felt  his  cheeks  burning ;  Cecily  slightly  paled. 
Yet  both  said  eagerly  together,  "  Why,  what  do  _)'<?«  know 
about  it,  auntie  ?  " 

"A  great  deal,"  returned  Aunt  Viney  quietly,  holding 
her  tatting  up  to  the  light,  and  examining  the  stitches  with 
a  critical  eye.  "  I've  got  my  eyes  about  me,  thank  Heaven  ! 
even  if  my  ears  don't  understand  the  language.  And  there's 
a  great  deal,  my  dears,  that  you  young  people  might  learn 
from  these  Papists." 

"And  do  you  mean  to  say,"  continued  Dick,  with  a 
glowing  cheek  and  an  uneasy  smile,  "that  Spanish  girls 
don't  go  out  alone?" 

"No  young  lady  goes  out  without  her  duenna,"  said 
Aunt  Viney  emphatically.  "  Of  course,  there's  the  Concha 
variety,  that  go  out  without  even  stockings." 

As  the  conversation  flagged  after  this,  and  the  young 
people  once  or  twice  yawned  nervously.  Aunt  Viney 
thought  they  had  better  go  to  bed. 

But  Dick  did  not  sleep.  The  beautiful  face  beamed  out 
again  from  the  darkness  of  his  room ;  the  light  that 
glimmered  through  his  deep-set,  curtainless  windows  had 
an  odd  trick  of  bringing  out  certain  hanging  articles,  or 
pieces  of  furniture,  into  a  resemblance  to  a  mantled  figure. 
The  deep  velvety  eyes,  fringed  with  long  brown  lashes, 
again  looked  into  his  with  amused,  childlike  curiosity.  He 
scouted  the  harsh  criticisms  of  Aunt  Viney,  even  while  he 
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shrank  from  proving  to  her  her  mistake  in  the  quahty  of  liis 
mysterious  visitant.  Of  course  she  was  a  lady — far  superior 
to  any  of  her  race  whom  he  had  yet  met.  Yet  how  should 
he  find  who  she  was?  His  pride  and  a  certain  chivalry 
forbade  his  questioning  the  servants — before  whom  it  was 
the  rule  of  the  household  to  avoid  all  reference  to  their 
neighbours.  He  would  make  the  acquaintance  of  the  old 
fadre — perhaps  he  might  talk.  He  would  ride  early  along 
the  trail  in  the  direction  of  the  nearest  raficho — Don  Jose 
Amador's — a  thing  he  had  hitherto  studiously  refrained 
from  doing.  It  was  three  miles  away.  She  must  have 
come  that  distance,  but  not  alone.  Doubtless  she  had  kept 
her  duenna  in  waiting  in  the  road.  Perhaps  it  was  she  who 
had  frightened  Cecily.  Had  Cecily  told  all  she  had  seen  ? 
Her  embarrassed  manner  certainly  suggested  more  than  she 
had  told.  He  felt  himself  turning  hot  with  an  indefinite 
uneasiness.  Then  he  tried  to  compose  himself.  After  all, 
it  was  a  thing  of  the  past.  The  fair  unknown  had  bribed 
the  duenna  for  once,  no  doubt — had  satisfied  her  girlish 
curiosity — she  would  not  come  again  !  But  this  thought 
brought  with  it  such  a  sudden  sense  of  utter  desolation,  a 
deprivation  so  new  and  startling,  that  it  frightened  him. 
Was  his  head  turned  by  the  witcheries  of  some  black-eyed 
schoolgirl  whom  he  had  seen  but  once  ?  Or — he  felt  his 
cheeks  glowing  in  the  darkness — was  it  really  a  case  of  love 
at  first  sight,  and  she  herself  had  been  impelled  by  the  same 
yearning  that  now  possessed  him  ?  A  delicious  satisfaction 
followed,  that  left  a  smile  on  his  lips  as  if  it  had  been  a 
kiss.  He  knew  now  why  he  had  so  strangely  hesitated 
with  Cecily.  He  had  never  really  loved  her — he  had  never 
known  what  love  was  till  now  ! 

He  was  up  early  the  next  morning,  skimming  the  plain 
on  the  back  of  "  Chu  Chu,"  before  the  Hacienda  was 
stirring.     He  did  not  want  any  one  to  suspect  his  destina- 
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tion,  and  it  was  even  with  a  sense  of  guilt  that  he  dashed 
along  the  swale  in  the  direction  of  the  Amador  ranclio.  A 
few  vaqueros,  an  old  Digger  squaw  carrying  a  basket,  two 
little  Indian  acolytes — on  their  way  to  Mass — passed  him. 
He  was  surprised  to  find  that  there  were  no  ruts  of  carriage 
wheels  within  three  miles  of  the  casa,  and  evidently  no 
track  for  carriages  through  the  swale.  She  must  have  come 
on  horseback.  A  broader  highway,  however,  intersected 
the  trail  at  a  point  where  the  low  walls  of  the  Amador 
rancho  came  in  view.  Here  he  was  startled  by  the  appari- 
tion of  an  old-fashioned  family  carriage  drawn  by  two  large 
piebald  mules.  But  it  was  unfortunately  closed.  Then, 
with  a  desperate  audacity  new  to  his  reserved  nature,  he 
ranged  close  beside  it,  and  even  stared  in  the  windows.  A 
heavily  mantled  old  woman,  whose  brown  face  was  in  high 
contrast  to  her  snow-white  hair,  sat  in  the  back  seat. 
Beside  her  was  a  younger  companion,  with  the  odd  blond 
hair  and  blue  eyes  sometimes  seen  in  the  higher  Castilian 
type.  For  an  instant  the  blue  eyes  caught  his,  half- 
coquettishly.  But  the  girl  was  not  at  all  like  his  mysterious 
visitor,  and  he  fell,  discomfited,  behind. 

He  had  determined  to  explain  his  trespass  on  the 
grounds  of  his  neighbour,  if  questioned,  by  the  excuse  that 
he  was  hunting  a  strayed  mustang.  But  his  presence, 
although  watched  with  a  cold  reserve  by  the  io.'^  peons  who 
were  lounging  near  the  gateway,  provoked  no  challenge 
from  them  ;  and  he  made  a  circuit  of  the  low  adobe  walls 
with  their  barred  windows  and  cinnamon-tiled  roofs  without 
molestation — but  equally  without  satisfaction.  He  felt  he 
was  a  fool  for  imagining  that  he  would  see  her  in  that  way. 
He  turned  his  horse  towards  the  little  Mission  half  a  mile 
away.  There  he  had  once  met  the  old  padre,  who  spoke 
a  picturesque  but  limited  English ;  now  he  was  only  a  few 
yards  ahead  of  him,  just  turning  into  the  church.     The 
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p.idre  was  pleased  to  see  Don  Ricardo ;  it  was  an  unusual 
thing  for  the  Americanos,  he  observed,  to  be  up  so  early ; 
for  himself  he  had  his  functions,  of  course.  No,  the  ladies 
that  the  Caballero  had  seen  had  not  been  to  Mass  !  They 
were  Donna  Maria  and  her  daughter,  going  to  San  Gregorio. 
They  comprised  all  the  family  at  the  rancho — there  were 
none  others,  unless  the  Caballero,  of  a  possibility,  meant 
Donna  Inez,  a  maiden  aunt  of  sixty — an  admirable  woman, 
a  saint  on  earth  !  He  trusted  that  he  would  find  his 
estray ;  there  was  no  doubt  a  mark  upon  it,  otherwise  the 
plain  was  illimitable — there  were  many  horses — the  world 
was  wide  ! 

Dick  turned  his  face  homewards  a  little  less  adventurously, 
and,  it  must  be  confessed,  with  a  growing  sense  of  his  folly. 
The  keen  dry  morning  air  brushed  away  his  fancies  of  the 
preceding  night;  the  beautiful  eyes  that  had  lured  him 
thither  seemed  to  flicker  and  be  blown  out  by  its  practical 
breath.  He  began  to  think  remorsefully  of  his  cousin,  of 
his  aunt — of  his  treachery  to  that  reserve  which  the  little 
alien  household  had  maintained  towards  their  Spanish 
neighbours.  He  found  Aunt  Viney  and  Cecily  at  break- 
fast— Cecily,  he  thought,  looking  a  trifle  pale.  Yet  (or  was 
it  only  his  fancy  ?)  she  seemed  curious  about  his  morning 
ride.     And  he  became  more  reticent. 

"You  must  see  a  good  many  of  our  neighbours  when 
you  are  out  so  early  ?  " 

"  Why  ?  "  he  asked  shortly,  feeling  his  colour  rise. 

"Oh,  because — because  we  don't  see  them  at  any  other 
time." 

"  I  saw  a  very  nice  chap — I  think  the  best  of  the  lot," 
he  began,  with  assumed  jocularity ;  then,  seeing  Cecily's 
eyes  suddenly  fixed  on  him,  he  added,  somewhat  lamely 
— "the  padre  I  There  were  also  two  women  in  a  queer 
coach." 
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"  Donna  Maria  Amador,  and  Dona  Felipa  Peralla — her 
daughter  by  her  first  husband,"  said  Aunt  Viney  quietly. 
"  When  you  see  the  horses  you  thinlc  it's  a  circus ;  when 
you  look  inside  the  carriage  you  knoiu  it's  a  funeral." 

Aunt  Viney  did  not  condescend  to  explain  how  she  had 
acquired  her  genealogical  knowledge  of  her  neighbour's 
family,  but  succeeded  in  breaking  the  restraint  between  the 
young  people.  Dick  proposed  a  ride  in  the  afternoon, 
which  was  cheerfully  accepted  by  Cecily.  Their  inter- 
course apparently  recovered  its  old  frankness  and  freedom, 
marred  only  for  a  moment  when  they  set  out  on  the  plain. 
Dick,  really  to  forget  his  preoccupation  of  the  morning, 
turned  his  horse's  head  aivay  from  the  trail,  to  ride  in 
another  direction ;  but  Cecily,  oddly  and  with  an  exhibition 
of  caprice  quite  new  to  her,  insisted  upon  taking  the  old 
trail.  Nevertheless,  they  met  nothing,  and  soon  became 
absorbed  in  the  exercise.  Dick  felt  something  of  his  old 
tenderness  return  to  this  wholesome,  pretty  girl  at  his 
side;  perhaps  he  betrayed  it  in  his  voice,  or  in  an  un- 
conscious lingering  by  her  bridle  rein ;  but  she  accepted  it 
with  a  naive  reserve  which  he  naturally  attributed  to  the 
effect  of  his  own  previous  preoccupation.  He  bore  it  so 
gentl}',  however,  that  it  awakened  her  interest,  and  possibly 
her  pique.  Her  reserve  relaxed,  and  by  the  time  they  re- 
turned to  the  Hacienda  they  had  regained  something  of 
their  former  intimacy.  The  dry,  incisive  breath  of  the 
plains  swept  away  the  last  lingering  remnants  of  yester- 
day's illusions.  Under  this  frankly  open  sky,  in  this  clear 
perspective  of  the  remote  Sierras,  which  admitted  no  fanci- 
ful deception  of  form  or  distance,  there  remained  nothing 
but  a  strange  incident — to  be  later  explained  or  forgotten. 
Only  he  could  not  bring  himself  to  talk  to  her  about  it. 

After  dinner,  and  a  decent  lingering  for  coffee  on  the 
verandah,   Dick   rose,    and   leaning   half  caressingly,    half 
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mischievously  over  his  aunt's  rocking-chair,  but  with  his 
eyes  on  Cecily,  said — 

"  I  have  been  deeply  considering,  dear  auntie,  what  you 
said  last  evening  of  the  necessity  of  our  offering  a  good 
example  to  our  neighbours.  Now,  although  Cecily  and  I 
are  cousins,  yet,  as  I  am  head  of  the  house,  Lord  of  the 
INIanor  and  Padron,  according  to  the  Spanish  ideas  I  am 
her  recognised  guardian  and  protector,  and  it  seems  to  me 
it  is  my  positive  duty  to  accompany  her  if  she  wishes  to 
walk  out  this  evening." 

A  momentary  embarrassment — which,  however,  changed 
quickly  into  an  answering  smile  to  her  cousin — came  over 
Cecily's  face.     She  turned  to  her  aunt. 

"Well,  don't  go  too  far,"  said  that  lady  quietly. 

When  they  closed  the  grille  behind  them,  and  stepped 
into  the  lane,  Cecily  shot  a  quick  glance  at  her  cousin. 

"  Perhaps  you'd  rather  walk  in  the  garden  ?  " 

"I?  Oh  no,"  he  answered  honestly.  "But" — he  hesitated 
— "  would  you  ?  " 

"Yes,"  she  said  faintly. 

He  impulsively  offered  his  arm ;  her  slim  hand  slipped 
lightly  through  it  and  rested  on  his  sleeve.  They  crossed 
the  lane  together,  and  entered  the  garden.  A  load  ap- 
peared to  be  lifted  from  his  heart ;  the  moment  seemed 
propitious — here  was  a  chance  to  recover  his  lost  ground, 
to  regain  his  self-respect,  and  perhaps  his  cousin's  affection. 
By  a  common  instinct,  however,  they  turned  to  the  right, 
and  away  from  the  stone  bench,  and  walked  slowly  down 
the  broad  allee. 

They  talked  naturally  and  confidingly  of  the  days  when 
they  had  met  before ;  of  old  friends  they  had  known,  and 
changes  that  had  crept  into  their  young  lives  \  they  spoke 
affectionately  of  the  grim,  lonely,  but  self-contained  old 
woman  they  had  just  left,  who   had  brought  them  thus 
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again  together.  Cecily  talked  of  Dick's  studies,  of  the 
scientific  work  on  which  he  was  engaged,  that  was  to  bring 
him,  she  was  sure,  fame  and  fortune !  They  talked  of  the 
thoughtful  charm  of  the  old  house,  of  its  quaint  old-world 
flavour.  They  spoke  of  the  beauty  of  the  night,  the  flowers 
and  the  stars,  in  whispers,  as  one  is  apt  to  do — as  fearing 
to  disturb  a  super-sensitiveness  in  nature. 

They  had  come  out  later  than  on  the  previous  night ; 
and  the  moon,  already  risen  above  the  high  walls  of  the 
garden,  seemed  a  vast  silver  shield  caught  in  tlie  inter- 
lacing tops  of  the  old  pear  trees,  whose  branches  crossed 
its  bright  field  like  dark  bends  or  bars.  As  it  rose  higher, 
it  began  to  separate  the  lighter  shrubbery,  and  open  white 
lanes  through  the  olive  trees.  Damp  currents  of  air, 
alternating  with  drier  heats,  on  what  appeared  to  be 
different  levels,  moved  across  the  whole  garden,  or  gave 
way  at  times  to  a  breathless  lull  and  hush  of  everything^ 
in  which  the  long  rose  alley  seemed  to  be  swooning  in  its 
own  spices.  They  had  reached  the  bottom  of  the  garden, 
and  had  turned,  facing  the  upper  moonlit  extremity  and  the 
bare  stone  bench.  Cecily's  voice  faltered,  her  hand  leaned 
more  heavily  on  his  arm,  as  if  she  were  overcome  by  the 
strong  perfume.  His  right  hand  began  to  steal  towards 
hers.     But  she  had  stopped  :  she  was  trembling. 

"Go  on,"  she  said,  in  a  half  whisper.  "Leave  me  a 
moment ;  I'll  join  you  afterwards." 

"  You  are  ill,  Cecily  !  It's  those  infernal  flowers  !  "  said 
Dick  earnestly.     "  Let  me  help  you  to  the  bench." 

"  No — it's  nothing.  Go  on,  please.  Do !  Will  you 
go?" 

She  spoke  with  imperiousness,  unlike  herself.  He 
walked  on  mechanically  a  dozen  paces,  and  turned.  She 
had  disappeared.  He  remembered  there  was  a  smaller 
gate  opening  upon  the  plain  near  where  they  had  stopped. 
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Perhaps  she  had  passed  through  that.  He  continued  on, 
slowly,  towards  the  upper  end  of  the  garden,  occasionally 
turning  to  await  her  return.  In  this  way  he  gradually 
approached  the  stone  bench.  He  was  facing  about  to 
continue  his  walk,  when  his  heart  seemed  to  stop  beating. 
The  beautiful  visitor  of  last  night  was  sitting  alone  on  the 
bench  before  him. 

•  She  had  not  been  there  a  moment  before;  he  could 
have  sworn  it.  Yet  there  was  no  illusion  now  of  shade 
or  distance.  She  was  scarcely  six  feet  from  him,  in  the 
bright  moonlight.  The  whole  of  her  exquisite  little  figure 
was  visible,  from  her  lustrous  hair  down  to  the  tiny  black 
satin,  low-quartered  slipper,  held  as  by  two  toes.  Her  face 
was  fully  revealed ;  he  could  see  even  the  few  minute 
freckles,  like  powdered  allspice,  that  heightened  the  pale 
satin  sheen  of  her  beautifully  rounded  cheek;  he  could 
detect  even  the  moist  shining  of  her  parted  red  lips,  the 
white  outlines  of  her  little  teeth,  the  length  of  her  curved 
lashes,  and  the  meshes  of  the  black  lace  veil  that  fell  from 
the  yellow  rose  above  her  ear  to  the  black  silk  camisa;  he 
noted  even  the  thick  yellow  satin  saya,  or  skirt,  heavily 
flounced  with  black  lace  and  bugles,  and  that  it  was  a 
different  dress  from  that  worn  on  the  preceding  night — 
a  half-gala  costume,  carried  with  the  indescribable  air  of 
a  woman  looking  her  best,  and  pleased  to  do  so :  all  this 
he  had  noted,  drawing  nearer  and  nearer,  until  near  enough 
to  forget  it  all  and  drown  himself  in  the  depths  of  her 
beautiful  eyes.  For  they  were  no  longer  childlike  and 
wondering  :  they  were  glowing  with  expectancy,  anticipa- 
tion— Love  ! 

He  threw  himself  passionately  on  the  bench  beside  her. 
Yet,  even  if  he  had  known  her  language,  he  could  not  have 
spoken.  She  leaned  towards  him  ;  their  eyes  seemed  to 
meet  caressingly,  as  in  an  embrace.    Her  little  hand  slipped 
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from  the  yellow  folds  of  her  skirt  to  the  bench.  He  eagerly 
seized  it.  A  subtle  thrill  ran  through  his  whole  frame. 
There  was  no  delusion  here ;  it  was  flesh  and  blood,  warm, 
quivering,  and  even  tightening  round  his  own.  He  was 
about  to  carry  it  to  his  lips,  when  she  rose  and  stepped 
backwards.  He  pressed  eagerly  forward.  Another  back- 
ward step  brought  her  to  the  pear  tree,  where  she  seemed 
to  plunge  into  its  shadow.  Dick  Bracy  followed — and  the 
same  shadow  seemed  to  fold  them  in  its  embrace. 

He  did  not  return  to  the  verandah  and  chocolate  that 
evening,  but  sent  word  from  his  room  that  he  had  retired, 
not  feeling  well. 

Cecily,  herself  a  little  nervously  exalted,  corroborated 
the  fact  of  his  indisposition  by  telling  Aunt  Viney  that  the 
close  odours  of  the  rose  garden  had  affected  them  both. 
Indeed,  she  had  been  obliged  to  leave  before  him.  Perhaps 
in  waiting  for  her  return — and  she  really  was  not  well 
enough  to  go  back — he  was  exposed  to  the  night  air  too 
long.     She  was  very  sorry. 

Aunt  Viney  heard  this  with  a  slight  contraction  of  her 
brows  and  a  renewed  scrutiny  of  her  knitting ;  and  having 
satisfied  herself  by  a  personal  visit  to  Dick's  room  that  he 
was  not  alarmingly  ill,  set  herself  to  find  out  what  was  really 
the  matter  with  the  young  people ;  for  there  was  no  doubt 
that  Cecily  was  in  some  vague  way  as  disturbed  and  pre- 
occupied as  Dick.  He  rode  out  again  early  the  next 
morning,  returning  to  his  studies  in  the  library  directly 
after  breakfast ;  and  Cecily  was  equally  reticent,  except 
when,  to  Aunt  Viney's  perplexity,  she  found  excuses  for 
Dick's  manner  on  the  ground  of  his  absorption  in  his  work, 
and  that  he  was  probably  being  bored  by  want  of  society. 
She  proposed  that  she  should  ask  an  old  schoolfellow  to 
visit  them. 

VOL.  IX.  N 
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'•  It  would  give  Dick  a  change  of  ideas,  and  he  would 
rot  be  perpetually  obliged  to  look  so  closely  after  me.' 
She  blushed  slightly  under  Aunt  Viney's  gaze,  and  added 
hastily,  "  I  mean,  of  course,  he  would  not  feel  it  his 
duty:' 

She  even  induced  her  aunt  to  drive  with  her  to  the  old 
Mission  church,  where  she  displayed  a  pretty  vivacity  and 
interest  in  the  people  they  met,  particularly  a  few  youthful 
and  picturesque  cahalkros.  Aunt  Viney  smiled  gravely. 
Was  the  poor  child  developing  an  unlooked-for  coquetry, 
or  preparing  to  make  the  absent-minded  Dick  jealous? 
Well,  the  idea  was  not  a  bad  one.  In  the  evening  she 
astonished  the  two  cousins  by  offering  to  accompany  them 
into  the  garden— a  suggestion  accepted  with  eager  and 
effusive  politeness  by  each,  but  carried  out  with  great 
awkwardness  by  the  distrait  young  people  later.  Aunt 
Viney  clearly  saw  that  it  was  not  her  presence  that  was 
required.  In  this  way  two  or  three  days  elapsed  without 
apparently  bringing  the  relations  of  Dick  and  Cecily  to 
any  more  satisfactory  conclusion.  The  diplomatic  Aunt 
Viney  confessed  herself  puzzled. 

One  night  it  was  very  warm ;  the  usual  trade-winds  had 
died  away  before  sunset,  leaving  an  unwonted  hush  in  sky 
and  plain.  There  was  something  so  portentous  in  this 
sudden  withdrawal  of  that  rude  stimulus  to  the  otherwise 
monotonous  level,  that  a  recurrence  of  such  phenomena 
was  always  known  as  "earthquake  weather."  The  wild 
cattle  moved  uneasily  in  the  distance  without  feeding; 
herds  of  unbroken  mustangs  approached  the  confines  of 
the  Hacienda  in  vague,  timorous  squads.  The  silence 
and  stagnation  of  the  old  house  was  oppressive,  as  if  the 
life  had  really  gone  out  of  it  at  last ;  and  Aunt  Viney,  after 
waiting  impatiently  for  the  young  people  to  come  in  to 
chocolate,  rose  grimly,  set  her  lips  together,  and  went  out 
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into  the  lane.  The  gate  of  the  rose  garden  opposite  was 
open.     She  walked  determinedly  forward  and  entered. 

In  that  doubly  stagnant  air  the  odour  of  the  roses  was  so 
suffocating  and  overpowering  that  she  had  to  stop  to  take 
breath.  The  whole  garden,  except  a  near  cluster  of  pear 
trees,  was  brightly  illuminated  by  the  moonlight.  No  one 
was  to  be  seen  along  the  length  of  the  broad  allee^  strewn 
an  inch  deep  with  scattered  red  and  yellow  petals — colour- 
less in  the  moonbeams.  She  was  turning  away  when  Dick's 
familiar  voice,  but  with  a  strange  accent  of  entreaty  in  it, 
broke  the  silence.  It  seemed  to  her  vaguely  to  come  from 
within  the  pear-tree  shadow. 

"  But  we  must  understand  one  another,  my  darling ! 
Tell  me  all.  This  suspense,  this  mystery,  this  brief  moment 
of  happiness,  and  these  hours  of  parting  and  torment,  are 
killing  me  ! " 

A  slight  cough  broke  from  Aunt  Viney.  She  had  heard 
enough — she  did  not  wish  to  hear  more.  The  mystery  was 
explained.  Dick  loved  Cecily;  the  coyness  or  hesitation 
was  not  on  his  part.  Some  idiotic  girlish  caprice,  quite 
inconsistent  with  what  she  had  noticed  at  the  Mission  church, 
was  keeping  Cecily  silent,  reserved,  and  exasperating  to  her 
lover.  She  would  have  a  talk  with  the  young  lady,  without 
revealing  the  fact  that  she  had  overheard  them.  She  was  per- 
haps a  little  hurt  that  affairs  should  have  reached  this  point 
without  some  show  of  confidence  to  her  from  the  young 
people.     Dick  might  naturally  be  reticent — but  Cecily  ! 

She  did  not  even  look  towards  the  pear  trees,  but  turned 
and  walked  stiffly  out  of  the  gate.  As  she  was  crossing 
the  lane  she  suddenly  started  back  in  utter  dismay  and 
consternation  !  For  Cecily,  her  niece — in  her  own  proper 
person — was  actually  just  coming  out  of  the  house  ! 

Aunt  Viney  caught  her  wrist.  "  Where  have  you  been  ? " 
she  asked  quickly. 
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"  In  the  house,"  stammered  Cecily,  with  a  frightened 
face. 

"You  have  not  been  in  the  garden  with  Dick?"  con- 
tinued Aunt  Viney  sharply — yet  with  a  hopeless  sense  of  the 
impossibility  of  the  suggestion. 

"No,  I  was  not  even  going  there.  I  thought  of  just 
strolling  down  the  lane." 

The  girl's  accents  were  truthful ;  more  than  that,  she 
absolutely  looked  relieved  by  her  aunt's  question.  "  Do 
you  want  me,  auntie?"  she  added  quickly. 

"  Yes — no.     Run  away,  then — but  don't  go  far." 

At  any  other  time  Aunt  Viney  might  have  wondered  at 
the  eagerness  with  which  Cecily  tripped  away;  now  she 
was  only  anxious  to  get  rid  of  her.  She  entered  the  casa 
hurriedly. 

"  Send  Josefa  to  me  at  once,"  she  said  to  Manuel. 

Josefa,  the  housekeeper — a  fat  Mexican  woman — ap- 
peared. "Send  Concha  and  the  other  maids  here."  They 
appeared,  mutely  wondering.  Aunt  Viney  glanced  hurriedly 
over  them— they  were  all  there — a  few  comely  but  not  too 
attractive,  and  all  stupidly  complacent.  "  Have  you  girls 
any  friends  here  this  evening — or  are  you  expecting  any  ?  " 
she  demanded.  Of  a  surety,  no  ! — as  the  padrona  knew — 
it  was  not  night  for  church.  "  Very  well,"  returned  Aunt 
Viney ;  "  I  thought  I  heard  your  voices  in  the  garden ; 
understand,  I  want  no  gallivanting  there.     Go  to  bed." 

She  was  relieved!  Dick  certainly  was  not  guilty  of  a  low 
intrigue  with  one  of  the  maids.  But  who  and  what  was 
she? 

Dick  was  absent  again  from  chocolate;  there  was  un- 
finished work  to  do.  Cecily  came  in  later,  just  as  Aunt 
Viney  was  beginning  to  be  anxious.  Had  she  appeared 
distressed  or  piqued  by  her  cousin's  conduct,  Aunt  Viney 
might  have  spoken ;  but  there  was  a  pretty  colour  on  her 
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cheek — the  result,  she  said,  of  her  rapid  walking  and  the 
fresh  air — did  Aunt  Viney  know  that  a  cool  breeze  had 
just  risen? — and  her  delicate  lips  were  wreathed  at  times  in 
a  faint  retrospective  smile.  Aunt  Viney  stared ;  certainly  the 
girl  was  not  pining  !  What  young  people  were  made  of 
nowadays  she  really  couldn't  conceive.  She  shrugged  her 
shoulders  and  resumed  her  tatting. 

Nevertheless,  as  Dick's  unfinished  studies  seemed  to 
have  whitened  his  cheek  and  impaired  his  appetite  the 
next  morning,  she  announced  her  intention  of  driving  out 
towards  the  JNIission  alone.  When  she  returned  at  luncheon 
she  further  astonished  the  young  people  by  casually  inform- 
ing them  they  would  have  Spanish  visitors  to  dinner — 
namely,  their  neighbours.  Donna  Maria  Amador  and  the 
Doha  Felipa  Peralta. 

Both  faces  were  turned  eagerly  towards  her ;  both  said, 
almost  in  the  same  breath,  "  But,  Aunt  Viney,  you  don't 
know  them!  However  did  you — ?  What  does  it  all 
mean  ?  " 

"  My  dears,"  said  Aunt  Viney  placidly,  "  Mrs.  Amador 
and  I  have  always  nodded  to  each  other,  and  I  knew 
they  were  only  waiting  for  the  slightest  encouragement.  I 
gave  it,  and  they're  coming." 

It  was  difficult  to  say  whether  Cecily's  or  Dick's  face 
betrayed  the  greater  delight  and  animation.  Aunt  Viney 
looked  from  one  to  the  other.  It  seemed  as  if  her  attempt 
at  diversion  had  been  successful. 

"Tell  us  all  about  it,  you  dear,  clever,  artful  auntie," 
said  Cecily  gaily. 

"  There's  nothing  whatever  to  tell,  my  love.  It  seems, 
however,  that  the  young  one,  Dona  Felipa,  has  seen  Dick, 
and  remembers  him."  She  shot  a  keen  glance  at  Dick, 
but  was  obliged  to  admit  that  the  rascal's  face  remained 
unchanged.    "  And  I  wanted  to  bring  a  cavalier  for  you^  dear, 
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but  Don  Jos(;'s  nephew  isn't  at  home  now."  Yet  here,  to 
her  surprise,  Cecily  was  faintly  blushing. 

Early  in  the  afternoon  the  piebald  horses  and  dark-brown 
chariot  of  the  Amadors  drew  up  before  the  gateway.  The 
young  people  were  delighted  with  Dona  Felipa,  and  thought 
her  blue  eyes  and  tawny  hair  gave  an  added  piquancy  to  her 
colourless  satin  skin  and  otherwise  distinctively  Spanish  face 
and  figure.  Aunt  Viney,  who  entertained  Donna  Ivlaria, 
was  nevertheless  watchful  of  the  others,  but  failed  to  detect 
in  Dick's  effusive  greeting,  or  the  Dona's  coquettish  smile 
of  recognition,  any  suggestion  of  previous  confidences. 
It  was  rather  to  Cecily  that  Dona  Felipa  seemed  to  be 
characteristically  exuberant  and  childishly  feminine.  Both 
mother  and  step-daughter  spoke  a  musical,  infantine  English, 
which  the  daughter  supplemented  with  her  eyes,  her  eye- 
brows, her  little  brown  fingers,  her  plump  shoulders,  a  dozen 
charming  intonations  of  voice,  and  a  complete  vocabulary  in 
her  active  and  emphatic  fan. 

The  young  lady  went  over  the  house  with  Cecily  curi- 
ously, as  if  recalling  some  old  memories.  "  Ah,  yes,  I 
remember  it — but  it  was  long  ago,  and  I  was  very  leetle 
— you  comprehend;  and  I  have  not  arrive  mooch  when 
the  old  Don  was  alone.  It  was  too — too — what  you  call 
melank — oaly.  And  the  old  man  have  not  make  mooch 
to  himself  of  company." 

"  Then  there  were  no  young  people  in  the  house,  I  sup- 
pose ?  "  said  Cecily,  smiling. 

"  No — not  since  the  old  man's  father  lif.  Then  there 
were  two.  It  is  a  good  number,  this  two,  eh  ?  "  She  gave 
a  single  gesture,  which  took  in,  with  Cecily,  the  distant  Dick, 
and  with  a  whole  volume  of  suggestion  in  her  shoulders  and 
twirling  fan,  continued  :  "  Ah  !  two  sometime  make  one — 
is  it  not  ?  But  not  the?t  in  the  old  time — ah,  no  !  It  is  a 
sad  story.    I  shall  tell  it  to  you  some  time,  but  not  to  him." 
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But  Cecily's  face  betrayed  no  undue  bashful  conscious- 
ness, and  she  only  asked,  with  a  quiet  smile,  "  Why  not  to 
— to  my  cousin?" 

"•  Imbecile  r^  responded  that  lively  young  lady. 

After  dinner  the  young  people  proposed  to  take  Dona 
Felipa  into  the  rose  garden,  while  Aunt  Viney  entertained 
Donna  Maria  on  the  verandah.  The  young  girl  threw  up 
her  hands  with  an  affectation  of  horror.  "  Santa  Maria  ! 
— in  the  rose  garden  !  Afier  the  Angelus,  you  and  him  ? 
Have  you  not  heard?  " 

But  here  Donna  Maria  interposed.  Ah,  Santa  Maria  ! 
What  was  all  that  ?  Was  it  not  enough  to  talk  old  woman's 
gossip  and  tell  vaqueros'  tales  at  home,  without  making  uneasy 
the  strangers  ?     She  would  have  none  of  it.     '■'■Vamos  !" 

Nevertheless  Doha  Felipa  overcame  her  horror  of  the  rose 
garden  at  infelicitous  hours,  so  far  as  to  permit  herself  to 
be  conducted  by  the  cousins  into  it,  an  1  to  be  installed  like 
a  rose  queen  on  the  stone  bench,  while  Dick  and  Cecily 
threw  themselves  in  submissive  and  imploring  attitudes  at 
her  little  feet.  The  young  girl  looked  mischievously  from 
one  to  the  other. 

"  It  ees  very  pret-ty,  but  all  the  same  I  am  not  a  rose : 
I  am  what  you  call  a  big  goose-berry  !     Eh — is  it  not  ?" 

The  cousins  laughed,  but  without  any  embarrassed  con- 
sciousness. "  Doha  Felipa  knows  a  sad  story  of  this 
house,"  said  Cecily  ;  "  but  she  will  not  tell  it  before  you, 
Dick." 

Dick,  looking  up  at  the  coquettish  litde  figure,  with 
Heaven  knows  what  other  memories  in  his  mind,  implored 
and  protested. 

"  Ah  !  but  this  little  story — she  ees  not  so  mooch  sad  of 
herself  as  she  ees  str-r-r-ange  ! "  She  gave  an  exaggerated 
little  shiver  under  her  lace  shawl,  and  closed  her  eyes 
meditalivelv. 
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"Go  on,"  said  Dick,  smiling  in  spite  of  his  interested 
expectation. 

Dona  Felipa  took  her  fan  in  both  hands,  spanning  her 
knees,  leaned  forward,  and  after  a  prehminary  compressing 
of  her  Hps  and  knitting  of  her  brows,  said — 

"  It  was  a  long  time  ago.  Don  Gregorio  he  have  his 
daughter  Rosita  here,  and  for  her  he  will  fill  all  thees 
rose  garden  and  gif  to  her;  for  she  like  mooch  to  lif  with 
the  rose.  She  ees  very  pret-ty.  You  shall  have  seen  her 
picture  here  in  the  casa.  No?  It  have  hang  under  the 
crucifix  in  the  corner  room,  turn  around  to  the  wall — 
why,  you  shall  comprehend  when  I  have  made  finish 
thees  story.  Comes  to  them  here  one  day  Don  Vincente, 
Don  Gregorio's  nephew,  to  lif  when  his  father  die.  He 
was  yong,  a  pollio — same  as  Rosita.  They  were  mooch 
together ;  they  have  make  lofe.  What  will  you  ? — it  ees 
always  the  same.  The  Don  Gregorio  have  comprehend  ; 
the  friends  have  all  comprehend  ;  in  a  year  they  will  make 
marry.  Doha  Rosita  she  go  to  Monterey  to  see  his  family. 
There  ees  an  English  warship  come  there  ;  and  Rosita  she 
ees  very  gay  with  the  officers,  and  make  the  flirtation  very 
mooch.  Then  Don  Vincente  he  is  onhappy,  and  he  revenge 
himself  to  make  lofe  with  another.  When  Rosita  come  back 
it  is  very  miserable  for  them  both,  but  they  say  nossing. 
The  warship  he  have  gone  away;  the  other  girl  Vincente 
he  go  not  to  no  more.  All  the  same,  Rosita  and  Vin- 
cente are  very  triste,  and  the  family  will  not  know  wdiat  to 
make.  Then  Rosita  she  is  sick  and  eat  nossing,  and  walk 
to  herself  all  day  in  the  rose  garden,  until  she  is  as  white  and 
fade  away  as  the  rose.  And  Vincente  he  eat  nossing,  but 
drink  mooch  aguardiente.  Then  he  have  fever  and  go  dead. 
And  Rosita  she  have  fainting  and  fits;  and  one  day  they 
have  look  for  her  in  the  rose  garden,  and  she  is  not ! 
And  they  poosh  and  poosh   in   the  ground  for  her,  and 
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they  find  her  with  so  mooch  rose  leaves— so  deep — on  top 
of  her.  She  has  go  dead.  It  is  a  very  sad  story,  and  when 
you  hear  it  you  are  very,  very  mooch  dissatisfied." 

It  is  to  be  feared  that  the  two  Americans  were  not  as 
thrilled  by  this  sad  recital  as  the  fair  narrator  had  expected, 
and  even  Dick  ventured  to  point  out  that  those  sort  of  things 
happened  also  to  his  countrymen,  and  were  not  pecuhar  to 
the  casa. 

"  But  you  said  that  there  was  a  terrible  sequel,"  suggested 
Cecily  smilingly ;  "  tell  us  that.  Perhaps  Mr.  Bracy  may 
receive  it  a  little  more  politely." 

An  expression  of  superstitious  gravity,  half  real,  half  simu- 
lated, came  over  Dona  Felipa's  face,  although  her  vivacity 
of  gesticulation  and  emphasis  did  not  relax.  She  cast  a 
hurried  glance  around  her,  and  leaned  a  little  forward 
towards  the  cousins. 

"When  there  are  no  more  young  people  in  the  casa 
because  they  are  dead,"  she  continued,  in  a  lower  voice, 
"  Don  Gregorio  he  is  very  melankoaly,  and  he  have  no  more 
company  for  many  years.  Then  there  was  a  rodeo  near  the 
Hacienda,  and  there  came  five  or  six  caballeros  to  stay  with 
him  for  the  feast.  Notabilitnente  comes  then  Don  Jorge 
Martinez.  He  is  a  bad  man — so  weeked — a  Don  Juan  for 
making  lofe  to  the  ladies.  He  lounge  in  the  garden,  he  smoke 
his  cigarette,  he  twist  the  moustache — so  !  One  day  he 
came  in,  and  he  laugh  and  wink  so,  and  say,  '  Oh,  the 
weeked,  sly  Don  Gregorio  !  He  have  hid  away  in  the  casa 
a  beautiful,  pret-ty  girl,  and  he  will  nossing  say.'  And  the 
other  caballeros  say,  '  Mira  !  what  is  this  ?  there  is  not  so 
mooch  as  one  young  lady  in  the  casa.^  And  Don  Jorge 
he  wink,  and  he  say,  'Imbeciles!  pigs!'  And  he 
walk  in  the  garden  and  twist  his  moustache  more  than 
ever.  And  one  day,  behold  !  he  walk  into  the  casa,  very 
white  and  angry,  and  he  swear  mooch  to  himself;  and  he 
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orders  his  horse,  and  he  ride  away,  and  never  come  back 
no  more,  never-r-r  !  And  one  day  another  caballero,  Don 
Esteban  Briones,  he  came  in,  and  say,  '  Hola  !  Don  Jorge 
has  forgotten  his  pret-ty  girl ;  he  have  left  her  over  on  the 
garden  bench.  Truly  I  have  seen.'  And  they  say,  '  We  will 
too.'  And  they  go,  and  there  is  nossing.  And  they  say, 
'  Imbecile  and  pig  ! '  But  he  is  not  imbecile  and  pig  ; 
for  he  has  seen  and  Don  Jorge  has  seen ;  and  why?  For  it 
is  not  a  girl,  but  what  you  call  her — a  ghost  !  And  they 
will  that  Don  Esteban  should  make  a  picture  of  her — 
a  design  ;  and  he  make  one.  And  old  Don  Gregoiio  he 
say,  ^  Madre  de  Dios  !  it  is  Rosita ' — the  same  that  hung 
under  the  crucifix  in  the  big  room." 

"And  is  that  all?"  asked  Dick,  with  a  somewhat  pro- 
nounced laugh,  but  a  face  that  looked  quite  white  in  the 
moonlight. 

"  No,  it  ees  7iot  all.  For  when  Don  Gregorio  got  himself 
more  company  another  time — it  ees  all  yonge  ladies,  and 
my  aunt  she  is  invite  too ;  for  she  was  yonge  then,  and  she 
herself  have  tell  to  me  this. 

"  One  night  she  is  in  the  garden  with  the  other  girls,  and 
when  they  want  to  go  in  the  casa  one  have  say,  '  Where  is 
Francisca  Pacheco?  Look,  she  came  here  with  us,  and 
now  she  is  not.'  Another  one  say,  'She  have  conceal 
herself  to  make  us  affright.'  And  my  aunt  she  say,  'I  will 
go  seek  that  I  shall  find  her.'  And  she  go.  And  when 
she  came  to  the  pear  tree,  she  heard  Francisca's  voice,  and 
it  say  to  some  one  she  see  not,  'Fly!  va?jios !  some  one 
have  come.'  And  then  she  come  at  the  moment  upon 
Francisca,  very  white  and  trembling,  and — alone.  And 
Francisca  she  have  run  away  and  say  nossing,  and  shut 
herself  in  her  room.  And  one  of  the  other  girls  say,  '  It  is 
the  handsome  caballero  with  the  little  black  moustache  and 
sad  white  face  that  I  have  seen  in  the  garden   that  make 
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this.  It  is  truly  that  he  is  some  poor  relation  of  Don 
Gregorio,  or  some  mad  kinsman  that  he  will  not  we  should 
know.'  And  my  aunt  ask  Don  Gregorio ;  for  she  is  yonge. 
And  he  have  say,  '  What  silly  fool  ees  these  ?  There  is  not 
one  caballero  here  but  myself.'  And  when  the  other  young 
girl  have  tell  to  him  how  the  caballero  look,  he  say,  '  The 
saints  save  us  !  I  cannot  more  say.  It  is  Don  Vincente, 
who  haf  gone  dead.'  And  he  cross  himself,  and —  But 
look  !  Madre  de  Dios  1  Mees  Cecily,  you  are  ill — you  are 
affrighted.  I  am  a  gabbling  fool !  Help  her,  Don  Ricardo  ; 
she  is  falling  !  " 

But  it  was  too  late :  Cecily  had  tried  to  rise  to  her  feet, 
had  stafj2;ered  forward  and  fallen  in  a  faint  on  the  bench. 


'bo"- 


Dick  did  not  remember  how  he  helped  to  carry  the 
insensible  Cecily  to  the  casa^  nor  what  explanation  he  had 
given  to  the  alarmed  inmates  of  her  sudden  attack.  He 
recalled  vaguely  that  something  had  been  said  of  the 
overpowering  perfumes  of  the  garden  at  that  hour,  that 
the  lively  Felipa  had  become  half  hysterical  in  her  remorse- 
ful apologies,  and  that  Aunt  Viney  had  ended  the  scene  by 
carrying  Cecily  into  her  own  room,  where  she  presently 
recovered  a  still  trembling  but  reticent  consciousness.  But 
the  fainting  of  his  cousin  and  the  presence  of  a  real 
emergency  had  diverted  his  imagination  from  the  vague 
terror  that  had  taken  possession  of  it,  and  for  the  moment 
enabled  him  to  control  himself.  With  a  desperate  effort  he 
managed  to  keep  up  a  show  of  hospitable  civility  to  his 
Spanish  friends  until  their  early  departure.  Then  he  hur- 
ried to  his  own  room.  So  bewildered  and  horrified  he  had 
become,  and  a  prey  to  such  superstitious  terrors,  that  he 
could  not  at  that  moment  bring  himself  to  the  test  of  look- 
ing for  the  picture  of  the  alleged  Rosita,  which  might  still 
be  hanging  in  his  aunt's  room.     If  it  were  really  the  face  of 
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his  mysterious  visitant,  in  his  present  terror  he  felt  that 
his  reason  might  not  stand  the  shock.  He  would  look  at  it 
to-morrow,  when  he  was  calmer !  Until  then  he  would 
believe  that  the  story  was  some  strange  coincidence  with 
what  must  have  been  his  hallucination,  or  a  vulgar  trick 
to  which  he  had  fallen  a  credulous  victim.  Until  then  he 
would  believe  that  Cecily's  fright  had  been  only  the  effect 
of  Doha  Felipa's  story,  acting  upon  a  vivid  imagination, 
and  not  a  terrible  confirmation  of  something  she  had  her- 
self seen.  He  threw  himself,  without  undressing,  upon  his 
bed  in  a  benumbing  agony  of  doubt. 

The  gentle  opening  of  his  door  and  the  slight  rustle  of  a 
skirt  started  him  to  his  feet  with  a  feeling  of  new  and  over- 
powering repulsion.  But  it  was  a  familiar  figure  that  he 
saw  in  the  long  aisle  of  light  which  led  from  his  recessed 
window,  whose  face  was  white  enough  to  have  been  a 
spirit's,  and  whose  finger  was  laid  upon  its  pale  lips  as  it 
softly  closed  the  door  behind  it. 

"Cecily!" 

"  Hush  !  "  she  said,  in  a  distracted  whisper ;  "  I  felt  I 
must  see  you  to-night.  I  could  not  wait  until  day — no,  not 
another  hour  !  I  could  not  speak  to  you  before  them.  I 
could  not  go  into  that  dreadful  garden  again,  or  beyond  the 
walls  of  this  house.  Dick,  I  want  to — I  imist  tell  you 
something !  I  would  have  kept  it  from  every  one — from 
you  most  of  all !  I  know  you  will  hate  me,  and  despise 
me ;  but,  Dick,  listen  !  " — she  caught  his  hand  despairingly, 
drawing  it  towards  her — "that  girl's  awful  story  was  true!" 
She  threw  his  hand  away. 

"  And  you  have  seen  her  ? "  said  Dick  frantically. 
"Good  God!" 

The  young  girl's  manner  changed.  ^^ Her!"  she  said, 
half  scornfully — "you  don't  suppose  I  believe ///a/  story. 
No?     I — I — don't  blame  me,  Dick — I  have  seen  him.'" 
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"Him?" 

She  pushed  him  nervously  into  a  seat,  and  sat  down 
beside  him.  In  the  half  light  of  the  moon,  despite  her 
pallor  and  distraction,  she  was  still  very  human,  womanly, 
and  attractive  in  her  disorder. 

"Listen  to  me,  Dick.  Do  you  remember  one  afternoon, 
when  we  were  riding  together,  I  got  ahead  of  you,  and 
dashed  off  to  the  casa.  I  don't  know  what  possessed  me, 
or  ichy  I  did  it.  I  only  know  I  wanted  to  get  home  quickly, 
and  get  away  from  you.  No,  I  was  not  angry,  Dick,  at 
you  ;  it  did  not  seem  to  be  that ;  I — well,  I  confess  I  was 
frightened — at  something,  I  don't  know  what.  When  I 
wheeled  round  into  the  lane,  I  saw — a  man — a  young 
gentleman  standing  by  the  garden-wall.  He  was  very 
picturesque-looking,  in  his  red  sash,  velvet  jacket,  and 
round  silver  buttons ;  handsome,  but,  oh  !  so  pale  and  sad  ! 
He  looked  at  me  very  eagerly,  and  then  suddenly  drew  back, 
and  I  heard  you  on  Chu  Chu  coming  at  my  heels.  You 
must  have  seen  him  and  passed  him  too,  I  thought ;  but 
when  you  said  nothing  of  it,  I — I  don't  know  why,  Dick, 
I  said  nothing  of  it  too.  Don't  speak  !  "  she  added,  with  a 
hurried  gesture;  "I  know  rioiv  why  you  said  nothing — you 
had  not  seen  him." 

She  stopped,  and  put  back  a  wisp  of  her  disordered 
chestnut  hair. 

"  The  next  time  was  the  night  you  were  so  queer,  Dick, 
sitting  on  that  stone  bench.  When  I  left  you — I  thought 
you  didn't  care  to  have  me  stay — I  went  to  seek  Aunt 
Viney  at  the  bottom  of  the  garden.  I  was  very  sad,  but 
suddenly  I  found  myself  very  gay,  talking  and  laughing 
with  her  in  a  way  I  could  not  account  for.  All  at  once, 
looking  up,  I  saw  him  standing  by  the  little  gate,  looking  at 
me  very  sadly.  I  think  I  would  have  spoken  to  Aunt 
Viney,  but  he  put  his  finger  to  his  lips — his  hand  was  so 
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slim  and  white,  quite  like  a  hand  in  one  of  those  Spanish 
pictures — and  moved  slowly  backwards  into  the  lane,  as  if 
he  wished  to  speak  with  7ne  only — out  there.  I  know  I 
ought  to  have  spoken  to  auntie ;  I  knew  it  was  wrong  what 
I  did  ;  but  he  looked  so  earnest,  so  appealing,  so  awfully  sad, 
Dick,  that  I  slipped  past  auntie  and  went  out  of  the  gate. 
Just  then  she  missed  me,  and  called.  He  made  a  kind  of 
despairing  gesture,  raising  his  hand  Spanish  fashion  to  his 
lips,  as  if  to  say  good  night.  You'll  think  me  bold,  Dick, 
but  I  was  so  anxious  to  know  what  it  all  meant  that  I  gave 
a  glance  behind  to  see  if  auntie  was  following,  before  I 
should  go  right  up  to  him  and  demand  an  explanation. 
But  when  I  faced  round  again,  he  was  gone  !  I  walked  up 
and  down  the  lane  and  out  on  the  plain  nearly  half-an-hour, 
seeking  him.  It  was  strange,  I  know;  but  I  was  not  a 
bit  frightejied,  Dick — that  was  so  queer — but  I  was  only 
amazed  and  curious." 

The  look  of  spiritual  terror  in  Dick's  face  here  seemed 
to  give  way  to  a  less  exalted  disturbance  as  he  fixed  his 
eyes  on  Cecily's. 

"  You  remember  I  met  you  coming  in  :  you  seemed  so 
queer  then  that  I  did  not  say  anything  to  you,  for  I  thought 
you  would  laugh  at  me,  or  reproach  me  for  my  boldness ; 
and  I  thought,  Dick,  that— that— that  this  person  wished 
to  speak  only  to  w^."     She  hesitated. 

"Go  on,"  said  Dick,  in  a  voice  that  had  also  undergone 
a  singular  change. 

The  chestnut  head  was  bent  a  little  lower  as  the  young 
girl  nervously  twisted  her  fingers  in  her  lap. 

"Then  I  saw  him  again — and— again,"  she  went  on 
hesitatingly.  "  Of  course  I  spoke  to  him,  to — to — find  out 
what  he  wanted ;  but  you  know,  Dick,  I  cannot  speak 
Spanish,  and  of  course  he  didn't  understand  me,  and 
didn't  reply." 
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"  But  his  manner,  his  appearance,  gave  you  some  idea 
of  his  meaning?"  said  Dick  suddenly. 

Cecily's  head  drooped  a  little  lower.  "  I  thought — that 
is,  I  fancied  I  knew  what  he  meant." 

"No  doubt,"  said  Dick,  in  a  voice  which,  but  for  the 
superstitious  horror  of  the  situation,  might  have  impressed 
a  casual  listener  as  indicating  a  trace  of  human  irony. 

But  Cecily  did  not  seem  to  notice  it.  "  Perhaps  I  was 
excited  that  night,  perhaps  I  was  bolder  because  I  knew 
you  were  near  me ;  but  I  went  up  to  him  and  touched 
him  !     And  then,  Dick  ! — oh,  Dick  !  think  how  awful " 

Again  Dick  felt  the  thrill  of  superstitious  terror  creep 
over  him.     "And  he  vanished  ! "  he  said  hoarsely. 

"  No — not  at  once,"  stammered  Cecily,  with  her  head 
almost  buried  in  her  lap;  "for  he — he — he  took  me  in  his 
arms  and " 

"And  kissed  you?"  said  Dick,  springing  to  his  feet,  with 
every  trace  of  his  superstitious  agony  gone  from  his  indig- 
nant face.  But  Cecily,  without  raising  her  head,  caught  at 
his  gesticulating  hand. 

"Oh,  Dick,  Dick!  do  you  think  he  really  did  it?  The 
horror  of  it,  Dick !  to  be  kissed  by  a — a — man  who  has 
been  dead  a  hundred  years  ! " 

"A  hundred  fiddlesticks!"  said  Dick  furiously.  "We 
have  been  deceived!  No,"  he  stammered;  "I  mean  you 
have  been  deceived — insulted  !  " 

"  Hush !  Auntie  will  hear  you,"  murmured  the  girl 
despairingly. 

Dick,  who  had  thrown  away  his  cousin's  hand,  caught 
it  again,  and  dragged  her  along  the  aisle  of  light  to  the 
window.  The  moon  shone  upon  his  flushed  and  angry 
face. 

"Listen!"  he  said:  "you  have  been  fooled,  tricked — 
infamously  tricked  by  these  people,  and  some  confederate. 
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whom — whom  I  shall  horsewhip  if  I  catch.      The  whole 
story  is  a  lie  !  " 

"  But  you  looked  as  if  you  believed  it — about  the  girl," 
said  Cecily;  "you  acted  so  strangely.  I  even  thought, 
Dick — sometimes — you  had  seen  him.'''' 

Dick  shuddered,  trembled  ;  but  it  is  to  be  feared  that 
the  lower,  more  natural  human  element  in  him  triumphed. 

"  Nonsense  ! "  he  stammered ;  "  the  girl  was  a  foolish 
farrago  of  absurdities,  improbable  on  the  face  of  things, 
and  impossible  to  prove.  But  that  infernal,  sneaking  rascal 
was  flesh  and  blood." 

It  seemed  to  him  to  relieve  the  situation  and  establish 
his  own  sanity  to  combat  one  illusion  with  another.  Cecily 
had  already  been  deceived — another  lie  wouldn't  hurt  her. 
But,  strangely  enough,  he  was  satisfied  that  Cecily's  visitant 
was  real,  although  he  still  had  doubts  about  his  own. 

"  Then  you  think,  Dick,  it  was  actually  some  real  man  ?  " 
she  said  piteously.     "  Oh,  Dick,  I  have  been  so  foolish  !  " 

Foolish  she  no  doubt  had  been  ;  pretty  she  certainly  was, 
sitting  there  in  her  loosened  hair,  and  pathetic,  appealing 
earnestness.  Surely  the  ghostly  Rosita's  glances  were  never 
so  pleading  as  these  actual  honest  eyes  behind  their  curving 
lashes.  Dick  felt  a  strange,  new-born  sympathy  of  suffering, 
mingled  tantahsingly  with  a  new  doubt  and  jealousy  that 
was  human  and  stimulating. 

"  Oh,  Dick,  what  are  ive  to  do  ?  " 

The  plural  struck  him  as  deliciously  sweet  and  subtle. 
Had  they  really  been  singled  out  for  this  strange  experience, 
or  still  stranger  hallucination?  His  arm  crept  around  her; 
she  gently  withdrew  from  it. 

"  I  must  go  now,"  she  murmured  ;  "  but  I  couldn't  sleep 
until  I  told  you  all.  You  know,  Dick,  I  have  no  one  else 
to  come  to,  and  it  seemed  to  me  that  you  ought  to  know 
it  first.  I  feel  better  for  telling  you.  You  will  tell  me 
to-morrow  what  you  think  we  ought  to  do." 
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They  reached  the  door,  opening  it  softly.  She  lingered 
for  a  moment  on  the  threshold. 

"Tell  me,  Dick,"  she  hesitated;  "if  that— that  really 
were  a  spirit,  and  not  a  real  man — you  don't  think  that — 
that  kiss"  (she  shuddered)  "could  do  me  harm?" 

He  shuddered,  too,  with  a  strange  and  sympathetic 
consciousness  that,  happily,  she  did  not  even  suspect. 
But  he  quickly  recovered  himself,  and  said,  with  something 
of  bitterness  in  his  voice,  "  I  should  be  more  afraid  if  it 
really  were  a  man." 

"Oh,  thank  you,  Dick!" 

Her  lips  parted  in  a  smile  of  relief;  the  colour  came 
faintly  back  to  her  cheek. 

A  wild  thought  crossed  his  fancy  that  seemed  an  in- 
spiration. They  would  share  the  risks  alike.  He  leaned 
towards  her  :  their  lips  met  in  their  first  kiss. 

"Oh,  Dick!" 

"  Dearest ! " 

"I  think — we  are  saved." 

"Why?" 

"  It  wasn't  at  all  like  that." 

He  smiled  as  she  flew  swiftly  down  the  corridor.  Per- 
haps he  thought  so  too. 

No  picture  of  the  alleged  Rosita  was  ever  found.  Dona 
Felipa,  when  the  story  was  again  referred  to,  smiled  dis- 
creetly, but  was  apparently  too  preoccupied  with  the  return 
of  Don  Jose's  absent  nephew  for  further  gossiping  visits  to 
the  Hacienda;  and  Dick  and  Cecily,  as  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Bracy,  would  seem  to  have  survived — if  they  never  really 
solved — the  mystery  of  the  Hacienda  de  los  Osos.  Yet  in 
the  month  of  June,  when  the  moon  is  high,  one  does  not 
sit  on  the  stone  bench  in  the  rose  garden  after  the  last 
stroke  of  the  Angelus. 

VOL.  IX.  O 
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CHAPTER  I. 

Where  the  North  Fork  of  the  Stanislaus  River  begins  to  lose 
its  youthful  grace,  vigour,  and  agility,  and  broadens  more 
maturely  into  the  plain,  there  is  a  little  promontory  which  at 
certain  high  stages  of  water  sets  like  a  small  island  in  the 
stream.  To  the  strongly  marked  heroics  of  Sierran  landscape 
it  contrasts  a  singular,  pastoral  calm.  White  and  grey  mosses 
from  the  overhanging  rocks  and  feathery  alders  trail  their 
filaments  in  its  slow  current,  and  between  the  woodland 
openings  there  are  glimpses  of  vivid  velvet  sward,  even  at 
times  when  the  wild  oats  and  "  wire-grasses  "  of  the  plains 
are  already  yellowing.  The  placid  river,  unstained  at  this 
point  by  mining  sluices  or  mill  drift,  runs  clear  under  its 
contemplative  shadows.  Originally  the  camping-ground  of 
a  Digger  chief,  it  passed  from  his  tenancy  with  the  American 
rifle-bullet  that  terminated  his  career.  The  pioneer  who 
thus  succeeded  to  its  attractive  calm  gave  way  in  turn  to  a 
well-directed  shot  from  the  revolver  of  a  quartz  prospector, 
equally  impressed  with  the  charm  of  its  restful  tranquillity. 
How  long  he  might  have  enjoyed  its  riparian  seclusion  is 
not  known.  A  sudden  rise  of  the  river  one  March  night 
quietly  removed  him,  together  with  the  overhanging  post 
oak  beneath  which  he  was  profoundly  but  unconsciously 
meditating.  The  demijohn  of  whisky  was  picked  up 
farther  down ;  but  no  other  suggestion  of  these  successive 
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evictions  was  ever  visible  in  tlie  reposeful  serenity  of  the 
spot. 

It  was  later  occupied,  and  a  cabin  built  upon  the  spot, 
by  one  Alexander  M'Gee,  better  known  as  "the  Bell- 
ringer  of  Angel's."  This  euphonious  title,  which  might 
have  suggested  a  consistently  peaceful  occupation,  however, 
referred  to  his  accuracy  of  aim  at  a  mechanical  target,  where 
the  piercing  of  the  bull's-eye  was  celebrated  by  the  stroke 
of  a  bell.  It  is  probable  that  this  singular  proficiency  kept 
his  investment  of  that  gentle  seclusion  unchallenged.  At 
all  events  it  was  uninvaded.  He  shared  it  only  with  the 
birds.  Perhaps  some  suggestion  of  nest-building  may  have 
been  in  his  mind,  for  one  pleasant  spring  morning  he 
brought  hither  a  wife.  It  was  his  own ;  and  in  this  way 
he  may  be  said  to  have  introduced  that  morality  which 
is  supposed  to  be  the  accompaniment  and  reflection  of 
pastoral  life.  Mrs.  M'Gee's  red  petticoat  was  sometimes 
seen  through  the  trees — a  cheerful  bit  of  colour.  Mrs. 
M'Gee's  red  cheeks,  plump  little  figure,  beribboned  hat, 
and  brown,  still-girlish  braids  were  often  seen  at  sunset  on 
the  river  bank,  in  company  with  her  husband,  who  seemed 
to  be  pleased  with  the  discreet  and  distant  admiration  that 
followed  them.  Strolling  under  the  bland  shadows  of  the 
cotton  woods,  by  the  fading  gold  of  the  river,  he  doubt- 
less felt  that  peace  which  the  mere  world  cannot  give,  and 
which  fades  not  away  before  the  clear,  accurate  eye  of  the 
perfect  marksman. 

Their  nearest  neighbours  were  the  two  brothers  Wayne, 
who  took  up  a  claim,  and  built  themselves  a  cabin  on  the 
river  bank  near  the  promontory.  Quiet,  simple  men,  sus- 
pected somewhat  of  psalm-singing,  and  undue  retirement 
on  Sundays,  they  attracted  but  little  attention.  But  when, 
through  some  original  conception  or  painstaking  delibera- 
tion they  turned  the  current  of  the  river  so  as  to  restrict  the 
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overflow  between  the  promontory  and  the  river  bank,  dis- 
closing an  auriferous  "bar"  of  inconceivable  richness,  and 
establishing  their  theory  that  it  was  really  the  former 
channel  of  the  river,  choked  and  diverted  through  ages  of 
alluvial  drift,  they  may  be  said  to  have  changed  also  the 
fortunes  of  the  little  settlement.  Popular  feeling  and  the 
new  prosperity  which  dawned  upon  the  miners  recognised 
the  two  brothers  by  giving  the  name  of  AVayne's  Bar  to  the 
infant  settlement  and  its  post-office.  The  peaceful  promon- 
tory, although  made  easier  of  access,  still  preserved  its  calm 
seclusion,  and  pretty  Mrs.  M'Gee  could  contemplate  through 
the  leaves  of  her  bower  the  work  going  on  at  its  base,  her- 
self unseen.  Nevertheless,  this  Arcadian  retreat  was  being 
slowly  and  surely  invested  ;  more  than  that,  the  character  of 
its  surroundings  was  altered,  and  the  complexion  of  the  river 
had  changed.  The  Wayne  engines  on  the  point  above  had 
turned  the  drift  and  debris  into  the  current  that  now  thickened 
and  ran  yellow  around  the  wooded  shore.  The  fringes  of  this 
Eden  were  already  tainted  with  the  colour  of  gold. 

It  is  doubtful,  however,  if  Mrs.  M'Gee  was  much  affected 
by  this  sentimental  reflection,  and  her  husband,  in  a  manner, 
lent  himself  to  the  desecration  of  his  exclusive  domain  by 
accepting  a  claim  along  the  shore — tendered  by  the  con- 
scientious Waynes  in  compensation  for  restricting  the  ap- 
proach to  the  promontory — and  thus  participated  in  the 
fortunes  of  the  Bar.  Mrs.  M'Gee  amused  herself  by 
watching  from  her  eyrie,  with  a  presumably  childish  interest, 
the  operations  of  the  red-shirted  brothers  on  the  Bar;  her 
husband,  however,  always  accompanying  her  when  she 
crossed  the  Bar  to  the  bank.  Some  two  or  three  other 
women — wives  of  miners — had  joined  the  camp,  but  it  was 
evident  that  M'Gee  was  as  little  inclined  to  entrust  his  wife 
to  their  companionship  as  to  that  of  their  husbands.  An 
opinion  obtained  that  IM'Gee,  being  an  old  resident,  with 
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alleged  high  connections  in   Angel's,  was  inclined  to  be 
aristocratic  and  exclusive. 

Meantime,  the  two  brothers  who  had  founded  the  fortunes 
of  the  Bar  were  accorded  an  equally  high  position  with  an 
equal  amount  of  reserve.  Their  ways  were  decidedly  not 
those  of  the  other  miners,  and  were  as  efficacious  in  keep- 
ing them  from  familiar  advances  as  the  reputation  of  Mr. 
M'Gee  was  in  isolating  his  wife.  Madison  Wayne,  the 
elder,  was  tall,  well-knit,  and  spare ;  reticent  in  speech,  and 
slow  in  deduction.  His  brother  Arthur  was  of  rounder 
outline,  but  smaller,  and  of  a  more  delicate,  and  perhaps 
a  more  impressible,  nature.  It  was  believed  by  some  that 
it  was  within  the  range  of  possibility  that  Arthur  would  yet 
be  seen  "  taking  his  cocktail  like  a  white  man,"  or  "  drop- 
ping his  scads  "  at  draw-poker.  At  present,  however,  they 
seemed  content  to  spend  their  evenings  in  their  own  cabin, 
and  their  Sundays  at  a  grim  Presbyterian  tabernacle  in  the 
next  town,  to  which  they  walked  ten  miles,  where  it  was 
currently  believed  "hell  fire  was  ladled  out  free,"  and 
"  infants  damned  for  nothing."  When  they  did  not  go  to 
meeting  it  was  also  believed  that  the  minister  came  to  them, 
until  it  was  ascertained  that  the  sounds  of  sacred  recitation 
overheard  in  their  cabin  was  simply  Madison  Wayne  reading 
the  Bible  to  his  younger  brother.  M'Gee  is  said  to  have 
stopped  on  one  of  these  occasions — unaccompanied  by  his 
wife — before  their  cabin,  moving  away  afterwards  with  more 
than  his  usual  placid  contentment. 

It  was  about  eleven  o'clock  one  morning,  and  Madison 
Wayne  was  at  work  alone  on  the  Bar.  Clad  in  a  dark  grey 
jersey,  and  white  duck  trousers  rolled  up  over  high  india- 
rubber  boots,  he  looked  not  unlike  a  peaceful  fisherman 
digging  stakes  for  his  nets,  as  he  laboured  in  the  ooze  and 
gravel  of  the  still  half-reclaimed  river-bed.  He  was  far  out 
on   the   Bar,    within   a   stone's-throw    of  the   promontory. 
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Suddenly  his  quick  ear  caught  an  unfamiliar  cry  and  splash. 
Looking  up  hastily,  he  saw  Mrs.  M'Gee's  red  petticoat  in 
the  water  under  the  singularly  agitated  boughs  of  an  over- 
hanging tree.  Madison  Wayne  ran  to  the  bank,  threw  off 
his  heavy  boots,  and  sprang  into  the  stream.  A  few  strokes 
brought  him  to  Mrs.  M'Gee's  petticoat,  which,  as  he  had 
wisely  surmised,  contained  Mrs.  M'Gee,  who  was  still 
clinging  to  a  branch  of  the  tree.  Grasping  her  waist  with  one 
hand  and  the  branch  with  the  other,  he  obtained  a  foothold 
on  the  bank,  and  dragged  her  ashore.  A  moment  later  they 
both  stood  erect  and  dripping  at  the  foot  of  the  tree. 

"  Well  ?  "  said  the  lady. 

Wayne  glanced  around  their  seclusion  with  his  habitual 
caution,  slightly  knit  his  brows  perplexedly,  and  said,  "  You 
fell  in  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  do  nothin'  of  the  sort.     I  jumped  in. ' 

Wayne  again  looked  around  him,  as  if  expecting  her 
companion,  and  squeezed  the  water  out  of  his  thick  hair. 
"  Jumped  in  ?  "  he  repeated  slowly.     "  What  for  ?  " 

"  To  make  you  come  over  here,  Mad  Wayne,"  she  said, 
with  a  quick  laugh,  putting  her  arms  akimbo. 

They  stood  looking  at  each  other,  dripping  like  two  river 
gods.  Like  them,  also,  Wayne  had  apparently  ignored  the 
fact  that  his  trousers  were  rolled  up  above  his  bare  knees, 
and  Mrs.  M'Gee  that  her  red  petticoat  clung  closely  to  her 
rather  pretty  figure.  But  he  quickly  recovered  himself. 
"  You  had  better  go  in  and  change  your  clothes,"  he  said, 
with  grave  concern.     "  You'll  take  cold." 

She  only  shook  herself  disdainfully.  "  I'm  all  right," 
she  said;  "butj^*?//,  Mad  Wayne,  what  do  you  mean  by 
not  speaking  to  me — not  knowing  me?  You  can't  say 
that  I've  changed  like  that."  She  passed  her  hand  down 
her  long,  dripping  braids  as  if  to  press  the  water  from  them, 
and  yet  with  a  half-coquettish  suggestion  in  the  act. 
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Something  struggled  up  into  the  man's  face  which  was 
not  tliere  before.  There  was  a  new  h'ght  in  his  grave 
eyes.  "  You  look  the  same,"  he  said  slowly  ;  "  but  you 
are  married — you  have  a  husband." 

"  You  think  that  changes  a  girl  ?  "  she  said,  with  a  laugh. 
"  That's  where  all  you  men  slip  up  !  You're  afraid  of  his 
rifle — thafs  the  change  that  bothers  you.  Mad." 

"  You  kn-ow  I  care  little  for  carnal  weapons,"  he  said 
quietly.  She  did  know  it ;  but  it  is  the  privilege  of  the  sex 
to  invent  its  facts,  and  then  to  graciously  abandon  them  as 
if  they  were  only  arguments,  '•  Tnen  why  do  you  keep  off 
from  me?  Why  do  you  look  the  other  way  when  I  pass?" 
she  said  quickly. 

"  Because  you  are  married,"  he  said  slowly. 

She  again  shook  the  water  from  her  like  a  Newfoundland 
dog.  "That's  it.  You're  mad  because  I  got  married. 
You're  mad  because  I  wouldn't  marry  you  and  your  Church 
over  on  the  Cross  Roads,  and  sing  hymns  with  you,  and 
become  Sister  Wayne.  You  wanted  me  to  give  up  dancing 
and  buggy  ridin'  Sundays — and  you're  just  mad  because 
I  didn't.  Yes,  mad— just  mean,  baby  mad,  Mr.  Maddy 
Wayne,  for  all  your  Christian  resignation  !  That's  what's 
the  matter  with  you."  Yet  she  looked  very  pretty  and 
piquant  in  her  small  spitefulness,  which  was  still  so  general 
and  superficial  that  she  seemed  to  shake  it  out  of  her  wet 
petticoats  in  a  vicious  flap  that  disclosed  her  neat  ankles. 

"You  preferred  M'Gee  to  me,"  he  said  grimly.  ''I 
didn't  blame  you." 

'•'Who  said  I  preferred  him?"  she  retorted  quickly. 
"  Much  you  know  !  "  Then,  with  a  swift  feminine  abandon- 
ment of  her  position,  she  added,  with  a  little  laugh,  "  It's  all 
the  same  whether  you're  guarded  with  a  rifle  or  a  Church 
Presbytery,  only " 

"  Only  what  ?  "  said  Madison  earnestly. 
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"  There's  men  who'd  risk  being  shot  for  a  girl  that 
couldn't  stand  psalm-singin'  palaver." 

The  quick  expression  of  pain  that  passed  over  his  hard, 
dark  face  seemed  only  to  heighten  her  pretty  mischievous- 
ness.  But  he  simply  glanced  again  around  the  solitude, 
passed  his  hand  over  his  wet  sleeve,  and  said,  '"  I  must  go 
now ;  your  husband  wouldn't  like  me  being  here." 

"  He's  workin'  in  the  claim — the  claim  you  gave  him," 
said  Mrs.  M'Gee,  with  cheerful  malice.  "Wonder  what 
he'd  say  if  he  knew  it  was  given  to  him  by  the  man  who 
used  to  spark  his  wife  only  two  years  ago  !  How  does  that 
suit  your  Christian  conscience,  INIad?" 

"  I  should  have  told  him,  had  I  not  believed  that  every- 
thing was  over  between  us,  or  that  it  was  possible  that  you 
and  me  should  ever  meet  again,"  he  returned,  in  a  tone  so 
measured  that  the  girl  seemed  to  hear  the  ring  of  the  con- 
venticle in  it. 

"  Should  you,  Brother  Wayne?"  she  said,  imitating  him. 
"  Well,  let  me  tell  you  that  you  are  the  one  man  on  the  Bar 
that  Sandy  has  taken  a  fancy  to." 

Madison's  sallow  cheek  coloured  a  little,  but  he  did  not 
speak. 

"Well  !"  continued  Mrs.  M'Gee  impatiently.  "I  don't 
believe  he'd  object  to  your  comin'  here  to  see  me — if  you 
cared." 

"  But  I  wouldn't  care  to  come,  unless  he  first  knew  that  I 
had  been  once  engaged  to  you,"  said  Madison  gravely. 

"  Perhaps  he  might  not  think  as  much  of  that  as  you 
do,"  retorted  the  woman  pertly.  "  Every  one  isn't  as  strait- 
laced  as  you,  and  every  girl  has  had  one  or  two  engage- 
ments. But  do  as  you  lilce — stay  at  home  if  you  want  to, 
and  sing  psalms  and  read  the  Scriptures  to  that  younger 
brother  of  yours  !  All  the  same,  I'm  thinkin'  he'd  rather 
be  out  with  the  boys." 
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"  My  brother  is  God-fearing  and  conscientious,"  said 
Madison  quickly.  "You  do  not  know  him.  You  have 
never  seen  him." 

"No,"  said  Mrs.  M'Gee  shortly.  She  then  gave  a  little 
shiver  (that  was,  however,  half  simulated)  in  her  wet  gar- 
ments, and  added,  "  One  saint  was  enough  for  me ;  I 
couldn't  stand  the  whole  church,  Mad." 

"  You  are  catching  cold,"  he  said  quickly,  his  whole  face 
brightening  with  a  sudden  tenderness  that  seemed  to  trans- 
figure the  dark  features.  "  I  am  keeping  you  here  when  you 
should  be  changing  your  clothes.     Go,  I  beg  you,  at  once." 

She  stood  still  provokingly,  with  an  affectation  of  wiping 
her  arms  and  shoulders,  and  sopping  her  wet  dress  with 
clusters  of  moss. 

"  Go,  please  do — Safy,  please  ! " 

"  Ah  !  " — she  drew  a  quick,  triumphant  breath.  "  Then 
you'll  come  again  to  see  me.  Mad  ?  " 

"Yes,"  he  said  slowly,  and  even  more  gravely  than 
before. 

"But  you  must  let  me  show  you  the  way  out — round 
under  those  trees — where  no  one  can  see  you  come."  She 
held  out  her  hand. 

"  I'll  go  the  way  I  came,"  he  said,  quietly  swinging 
himself  silently  from  the  nearest  bough  into  the  stream  ; 
and  before  she  could  utter  a  protest,  he  was  striking  out 
as  silently,  hand  over  hand,  across  the  current. 


chaptp:r  II. 

A  WEEK  later  Madison  Wayne  vvas  seated  alone  in  his 
cabin.  His  supper-table  had  just  been  cleared  by  his 
Chinese  coolie,  as  it  was  getting  late ;  and  the  setting  sun, 
which  for  half-an-hour  had  been  persistently  making  a  vivid 
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beacon  of  his  windows  for  the  benefit  of  wayfarers  along  the 
river  bank,  had  at  last  sunk  behind  the  cotton  woods.  His 
head  was  resting  on  his  hand ;  the  book  he  had  been  reading 
when  the  Ught  faded  was  lying  open  on  the  table  before  him. 
In  this  attitude  he  became  aware  of  a  hesitating  step  on  the 
gravel  outside  his  open  door.  He  had  been  so  absorbed 
that  the  approach  of  any  figure  along  the  only  highway — 
the  river  bank — had  escaped  his  observation.  Looking 
up,  he  discovered  that  Mr.  Alexander  M'Gee  was  standing 
in  the  doorway,  his  hand  resting  lightly  on  the  jamb.  A 
sudden  colour  suffused  Wayne's  cheek  ;  his  hand  reached 
for  his  book,  which  he  drew  towards  him  hurriedly,  yet  half 
automatically,  as  he  might  have  grasped  some  defensive 
weapon. 

The  Bell-ringer  of  Angel's  noticed  the  act,  but  not  the 
blush,  and  nodded  approvingly.  "  Don't  let  me  disturb  ye. 
I  was  only  meanderin'  by,  and  reckoned  I'd  say  '  How  do? ' 
in  passin'."  He  leaned  gently  back  against  the  door-post, 
to  do  which  comfortably  he  was  first  obliged  to  shift  the 
revolver  on  his  hip.  The  sight  of  the  weapon  brought  a 
slight  contraction  to  the  brows  of  Wayne,  but  he  gravely 
said,  "Won't  you  come  in?" 

"It  ain't  your  prayin'  time?"  said  M'Gee  politely. 

"  No." 

"Nor  you  ain't  gettin'  up  lessons  outer  the  Book?"  he 
continued  thoughtfully. 

"No." 

"  'Cos  it  don't  seem,  so  to  speak,  you  see,  the  square 
thing  to  be  botherin'  a  man  when  he  might  be  doin'  suthin' 
else,  don't  you  see.     You  understand  what  I  mean  ?  " 

It  was  his  known  peculiarity  that  he  always  seemed  to  be 
suffering  from  an  inability  to  lucid  expression,  and  the  fear 
of  being  misunderstood  in  regard  to  the  most  patent  or 
equally  the  most  unimportant  details  of  his  speech.     All  of 
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which,   however,   was  in  very  remarkable  contrast  to  his 
perfectly  clear  and  penetrating  eyes. 

Wayne  gravely  assured  him  that  he  was  not  interrupting 
him  in  any  way. 

"  I  often  thought — that  is,  I  had  an  idea — you  under- 
stand what  I  mean — of  stoppin'  in  passing.  You  and  me, 
you  see,  are  sorter  alike,  we  don't  seem  to  jib  in  with  the 
gin'ral  gait  o'  the  camp.  You  understand  what  I  mean  ? 
We  ain't  in  the  game,  eh?     You  see  what  I'm  after?" 

Madison  Wayne  glanced  half-mechanically  at  M'Gee's 
revolver.     M 'Gee's  clear  eyes  at  once  took  in  the  glance. 

"  That's  it !  You  understand  ?  You  with  them  books  of 
yours,  and  me  with  my  shootin'  iron — we're  sort  o'  different 
from  the  rest,  and  ought  to  be  kinder  like  partners.  You 
understand  what  I  mean  ?  We  keep  this  camp  in  check. 
We  hold  a  full  hand,  and  don't  stand  no  bluffing." 

"  If  you  mean  there  is  some  effect  in  Christian  example 
and  the  life  of  a  God-fearing  man — "  began  Madison 
gravely. 

"  That's  it !  God-fearin'  or  revolver-fearin',  it  amounts 
to  the  same  when  you  come  down  to  the  hard  pan  and 
bed-rock,"  interrupted  M'Gee.  "  I  ain't  expectin'  you  to 
think  much  of  my  style,  but  I  go  a  heap  on  yours,  even  if 
I  can't  play  your  game.  And  I  sez  to  my  wife,  '  Safie ' 
— her  that  trots  around  with  me  sometimes — I  sez,  '  Safie, 
I  oughter  know  that  man,  and  shall.  And  I  7uant  you  to 
know  him.'  Hoi'  on,"  he  added  quickly,  as  Madison 
rose  with  a  flushed  face  and  a  perturbed  gesture.  "  Ye 
don't  understand.  I  see  wot's  in  your  mind — don't  you 
see  ?  When  I  married  my  wife  and  brought  her  down 
here,  knowin'  this  yer  camp,  I  sez  :  '  No  flirtin',  no  foolin', 
no  philanderin'  here,  my  dear  !  You're  young,  and  don't 
know  the  ways  o'  men.  The  first  man  I  see  you  talking  with, 
I  shoot.     You  needn't  fear,  my  dear,  for  accidents.     I  kin 
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sl)oot  all  round  you,  under  your  arm,  across  your  shoulders, 
over  your  head,  and  between  your  fingers,  my  dear,  and 
never  start  skin  or  fringe  or  rufifle.  But  I  don't  miss  hi»i. 
You  sorter  understand  what  I  mean,'  sez  I,  '  so  don't  ! ' 
Ye  noticed  how  my  wife  is  respected,  Mr.  Wayne?  Queen 
Victoria  sittin'  on  her  throne  ain't  in  it  with  my  Safie. 
But  when  I  see  you  not  herdin'  with  that  cattle,  never 
liftin'  your  eyes  to  me  or  Safie  as  we  pass,  never  hangin' 
round  the  saloons  and  jokin',  nor  winkin',  nor  slingin' 
muddy  stories  about  women,  but  prayin'  and  readin'  Scripter 
stories  here  along  with  your  brother,  I  sez  to  myself,  I  sez, 
'Sandy,  ye  kin  take  off  your  revolver  and  hang  up  your 
shot-gun  when  he's  around  For  'twixt  hi?n  and  your  wife 
ain't  no  revolver,  but  the  fear  of  God  and  hell  and  damna- 
tion and  the  world  to  come!'  You  understand  what  I 
mean,  don't  ye  ?  Ye  sorter  follow  my  lead,  eh  ?  Ye  can  see 
what  I'm  shootin' round,  don't  ye?  So  I  want  you  to  come 
up  neighbourly  like,  and  drop  in  to  see  my  wife." 

Madison  Wayne's  face  became  set  and  hard  again ;  but 
he  advanced  towards  IM'Gee  with  the  book  against  his 
breast,  and  his  finger  between  the  leaves.  "  I  already  know 
your  wife,  Mr.  M'Gee  !  I  saw  her  before  jf^??^  ever  met  her. 
I  was  engaged  to  her;  I  loved  her,  and — as  far  as  man 
may  love  the  wife  of  another  and  keep  the  commands 
of  this  book — I  love  her  still ! " 

To  his  surprise,  M'Gee,  whose  calm  eyes  had  never 
dimmed  or  blenched,  after  regarding  him  curiously,  took 
the  volume  from  him,  laid  it  on  the  table,  opened  it,  turned 
its  leaves  critically,  said  earnestly,  "That's  the  law  here, 
is  it  ?"  and  then  held  out  his  hand. 

"Shake!" 

Madison  Wayne  hesitated — and  then  grasped  his  hand. 

"  Ef  I  had  known  this,"  continued  M'Gee,  "  I  reckon 
1  wouldn't  have  been  so  hard  on  Safie  and  so  partikler. 
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She's  better  than  I  took  her  for — havin'  had  you  for  a  beau  ! 
You  understand  what  I  mean  ?  You  follow  me— don't  ye? 
I  alius  kinder  wondered  why  she  took  me,  but  sens  you've 
told  me  \\\dXyou  used  to  spark  her,  in  your  God-fearin'  way, 
I  reckon  it  kinder  prepared  her  for  me.  You  understand  ? 
Now  you  come  up,  won't  ye  ?  " 

"  I  will  call  some  evening  with  my  brother,"  said  Wayne 
embarrassedly. 

"  With  which  ?  "  demanded  M'Gee. 

"My  brother  Arthur,  We  usually  spend  the  evenings 
together." 

M'Gee  paused,  leaned  against  the  door-post,  and  fixing 
his  clear  eyes  on  Wayne,  said  :  "  Ef  it's  all  the  same  to  you, 
I'd  rather  you  did  not  bring  him.  You  understand  what 
I  mean  ?  You  follow  me  ;  no  other  man  but  you  and  me. 
I  ain't  sayin'  anything  agin'  your  brother,  but  you  see  how  it 
is,  don't  you  ?     Just  me  and  you." 

"Very  well,  I  will  come,"  said  Wayne  gloomily.  But  as 
M'Gee  backed  out  of  the  door,  he  followed  him  hesitatingly. 
Then,  with  an  effort,  he  seemed  to  recover  himself,  and  said 
almost  harshly  :  "  I  ought  to  tell  you  another  thing — that 
I  have  seen  and  spoken  to  Mrs.  M'Gee  since  she  came  to 
the  Bar.  She  fell  into  the  water  last  week,  and  I  swam 
out  and  dragged  her  ashore.  We  talked,  and  ?poke  of  the 
past." 

"She  fell  in,"  echoed  M'Gee. 

Wayne  hesitated ;  then  a  murky  blush  came  into  his 
face  as  he  slowly  repeated,  "She/t'/Z  in." 

M'Gee's  eyes  only  brightened.  "  I  have  been  too  hard 
on  her.  She  might  have  drownded  ef  you  hadn't  took 
risks.  You  see?  You  understand  what  I  mean?  And 
she  never  let  out  anything  about  it — and  never  boasted  o' 
you  helpin'  her  out.  All  right — you'll  come  along  and 
see  her  agin'."     He  turned  and  walked  cheerfully  away. 
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Wayne  re-entered  the  cabin.  He  sat  for  a  long  time 
by  the  window  until  the  stars  came  out  above  the  river,  and 
another  star,  with  which  he  had  been  long  famihar,  took 
its  place  apparently  in  the  heart  of  the  wooden  crest  of 
the  little  promontory.  Then  the  fringing  woods  on  the 
opposite  shore  became  a  dark  level  line  across  the  land- 
scape, and  the  colour  seemed  to  fade  out  of  the  moist 
shining  gravel  before  his  cabin.  Presently  the  silhouette 
of  his  dark  face  disappeared  from  the  window,  and  Mr. 
M'Gee  might  have  been  gratified  to  know  that  he  had 
slipped  to  his  knees  before  the  chair  whereon  he  had  been 
sitting,  and  that  his  head  was  bowed  before  it  on  his  clasped 
hands.  In  a  little  while  he  rose  again,  and  dragging  a 
battered  old  portmanteau  from  the  corner,  took  out  a 
number  of  letters  tied  up  in  a  package,  with  which,  from 
time  to  time,  he  slowly  fed  the  flame  that  flickered  on  his 
hearth.  In  this  way  the  windows  of  the  cabin  at  times 
sprang  into  light,  making  a  somewhat  confusing  beacon  for 
the  somewhat  confused  Arthur  Wayne,  who  was  returning 
from  a  visit  to  Angel's,  and  who  had  fallen  into  that  slightly 
morose  and  irritated  state  which  follows  excessive  hilarity, 
and  is  also  apt  to  indicate  moral  misgivings. 

But  the  last  letter  was  burnt  and  the  cabin  quite  dark 
when  he  entered.  His  brother  was  sitting  by  the  slowly 
dying  fire,  and  he  trusted  that  in  that  uncertain  light  any 
observation  of  his  expression  or  manner — of  which  he 
himself  was  uneasily  conscious — would  pass  unheeded. 

"You  are  late,"  said  Madison  gravely. 

At  which  his  brother  rashly  assumed  the  aggressive. 
He  was  no  later  than  the  others,  and  if  the  Rogers  boys 
were  good  enough  to  walk  with  him  for  company,  he 
couldn't  run  ahead  of  them  just  because  his  brother  was 
waiting!  He  didn't  want  any  supper;  he  had  something 
at  the  Cross  Roads  with  the  others.     Yes  !  whisky,  if  he 
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wanted  to  know.  People  couldn't  keep  coffee  and  temper- 
ance drinks  just  to  please  him  and  his  brother,  and  he 
wasn't  going  to  insult  the  others  by  standing  aloof.  Any- 
how, he  had  never  taken  the  pledge,  and  as  long  as  he 
hadn't  he  couldn't  see  why  he  should  refuse  a  single  glass. 
As  it  was,  everybody  said  he  was  a  milksop,  and  a  tender- 
foot, and  he  was  just  sick  of  it. 

Madison  rose  and  lit  a  candle,  and  held  it  up  before  his 
brother's  face.  It  was  a  handsome,  youthful  face  that  looked 
into  his,  flushed  with  the  excitement  of  novel  experiences  and 
perhaps  a  more  material  stimulation.  The  little  silken  mous- 
tache was  ostentatiously  curled ;  the  brown  curls  were 
redolent  of  bear's  grease.  Yet  there  was  a  certain  boyish 
timidity  and  nervousness  in  the  defiance  of  his  blue  eyes, 
that  momentarily  touched  the  elder  brother.  "I've  been 
too  hard  with  him,"  he  said  to  himself,  half  consciously 
recalling  what  M'Gee  had  said  of  Safie.  He  put  the  candle 
down,  laid  his  hand  gently  on  Arthur's  shoulder,  and  said, 
with  a  certain  cautious  tenderness,  "  Come,  Arty,  sit  down 
and  tell  me  all  about  it." 

Whereupon  the  mercurial  Arthur,  not  only  relieved  of 
his  nervousness,  but,  of  his  previous  ethical  doubts  and 
remorse,  became  gay  and  voluble.  He  had  finished  his 
purchases  at  Angel's,  and  the  storekeeper  had  introduced 
him  to  Colonel  Starbottle,  of  Kentucky,  as  one  of  "the 
Waynes  who  had  made  Wayne's  Bar  famous."  Colonel 
Starbottle  had  said  in  his  pompous  fashion — yet  he  was  not 
such  a  bad  fellow,  after  all — that  the  Waynes  ought  to  be 
represented  in  the  Councils  of  the  State,  and  that  he, 
Starbottle,  would  be  proud  to  nominate  Madison  for  the 
next  Legislature,  and  run  him  too.  "And  you  know, 
really,  Mad,  if  you  mixed  a  little  more  with  folks,  and  they 
weren't — well,  sorter  afraid  of  you — you  could  do  it. 
Why,  I've  made  a  heap  o'  friends  over  there,  just  by  goin' 
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round  a  little,  and  one  of  old  Selvedge's  girls — the  store- 
keeper, you  know — said  from  what  she'd  heard  of  us,  she 
always  thought  I  was  about  fifty,  and  turned  up  the  whites 
of  my  eyes  instead  of  the  ends  of  my  moustache  !  She's 
mighty  smart !  Then  the  postmaster  has  got  his  wife  and 
three  daughters  out  from  the  States,  and  they've  asked  me 
to  come  over  to  their  church  festival  next  week.  It  isn't 
our  church,  of  course,  but  I  suppose  it's  all  right." 

This  and  much  more,  with  the  volubility  of  relieved 
feelings.  When  he  stopped,  out  of  breath,  Madison  said, 
"  I  have  had  a  visitor  since  you  left — Mr.  M'Gee." 

"  And  his  wife  ?  "  asked  Arthur  quickly, 

Madison  flushed  slightly.  "  No ;  but  he  asked  me  to  go 
and  see  her." 

"That's  her  doin',  then,"  returned  Arthur,  with  a  laugh. 
"She's  always  lookin'  round  the  corners  of  her  eyes  at  me 
when  she  passes.  Why,  John  Rogers  was  joking  me  about 
her  only  yesterday,  and  said  M'Gee  would  blow  a  hole 
through  me  some  of  these  days  if  I  didn't  look  out !  Of 
course,"  he  added,  affectedly  curling  his  moustache,  "  that's 
nonsense  !  But  you  know  how  they  talk,  and  she's  too 
pretty  for  that  fellow  M'Gee." 

"  She  has  found  a  careful  helpmeet  in  her  husband," 
said  Madison  sternly,  "and  it's  neither  seemly  nor  Christian 
in  you,  Arthur,  to  repeat  the  idle,  profane  gossip  of  the 
Bar.  I  knew  her  before  her  marriage,  and  if  she  was  not 
a  professing  Christian,  she  was,  and  is,  a  pure,  good  woman  ! 
Let  us  have  no  more  of  this." 

Whether  impressed  by  the  tone  of  his  brother's  voice,  or 
only  affected  by  his  own  mercurial  nature,  Arthur  changed 
the  subject  to  further  voluble  reminiscences  of  his  trip  to 
Angel's.  Yet  he  did  not  seem  embarrassed  nor  discon- 
certed when  his  brother,  in  the  midst  of  his  speech,  placed 
the  candle  and  the  Bible  on  the  table,   with  two  chair 
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before  it.  He  listened  to  Madison's  monotonous  reading 
of  the  evening  exercise  with  equally  monotonous  respect. 
Then  they  both  arose,  without  looking  at  each  other,  but 
with  equally  set  and  stolid  faces,  and  knelt  down  before 
their  respective  chairs,  clasping  the  back  with  both  hands, 
and  occasionally  drawing  the  hard,  wooden  frames  against 
their  breasts  convulsively,  as  if  it  were  a  penitential  act. 
It  was  the  elder  brother  who  that  night  prayed  aloud.  It 
was  his  voice  that  rose  higher  by  degrees  above  the  low 
roof  and  encompassing  walls,  the  level  river  camp  lights 
that  trembled  through  the  window,  the  dark  belt  of  river- 
side trees,  and  the  light  on  the  promontory's  crest — up  to 
the  tranquil,  passionless  stars  themselves. 

With  those  confidences  to  his  Maker  this  chronicle  does 
not  lie — obtrusive  and  ostentatious  though  they  were  in 
tone  and  attitude.  Enough  that  they  were  a  general 
arraignment  of  humanity,  the  Bar,  himself,  and  his  brother, 
and  indeed  much  that  the  same  Maker  had  created  and 
permitted.  That  through  this  hopeless  denunciation  still 
lingered  some  human  feeling  and  tenderness  might  have 
been  shown  by  the  fact  that  at  its  close  his  hands  trembled 
and  his  face  was  bedewed  by  tears ;  and  his  brother  was 
so  deeply  affected  that  he  resolved  hereafter  to  avoid  all 
evening  prayers. 


CHAPTER  III. 

It  was  a  week  later  that  Madison  Wayne  and  Mr.  M'Gee 
were  seen,  to  the  astonishment  of  the  Bar,  leisurely  walk- 
ing together  in  the  direction  of  the  promontory.  Here 
they  disappeared,  entering  a  damp  fringe  of  willows  and 
laurels  that  seemed  to  mark  its  limits,  and  gradually 
ascending  some  thickly  wooded  trail,  until  they  reached 
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its  crest,  which,  to  Madison's  surprise,  was  cleared  and 
open,  and  showed  an  acre  or  two  of  rude  cultivation. 
Here,  too,  stood  the  M'Gees'  conjugal  home — a  small, 
four-roomed  house,  but  so  peculiar  and  foreign  in  aspect  that 
it  at  once  challenged  even  Madison's  abstracted  attention. 
It  was  a  tiny  Swiss  chalet,  built  in  sections,  and  originally 
packed  in  cases — one  of  the  early  importations  from  Europe 
to  California  after  the  gold  discovery,  when  the  country 
was  supposed  to  be  a  woodless  wilderness.  Mr.  M'Gee 
explained,  with  his  usual  laborious  care,  how  he  had 
bought  it  at  Marysvilie,  not  only  for  its  picturesqueness, 
but  because  in  its  unsuggestive  packing-cases  it  offered  no 
indication  to  the  curious  miners,  and  could  be  put  up  by 
himself  and  a  single  uncommunicative  Chinaman,  without 
any  one  else  being  aware  of  its  existence.  There  was, 
indeed,  something  quaint  in  this  fragment  of  Old  World 
handicraft,  with  its  smooth-jointed  panelling,  in  two  colours, 
its  little  lozenge  fretwork,  its  lapped  roof,  overhanging 
eaves,  and  miniature  gallery.  Inartistic  as  Madison  was — 
like  most  men  of  rigidly  rectangular  mind  and  principle 
— and  accustomed  to  the  bleak  and  economic  sufficiency  of 
the  Californian  miner's  cabin,  he  was  touched  strangely  by 
its  novel  grace  and  freshness.  It  reminded  him  of  her ;  he 
had  a  new  respect  for  this  rough,  sinful  man  who  had  thus 
idealised  his  wife  in  her  dwelling.  Already  a  few  Madrono 
vines  and  a  Cherokee  rose  clambered  up  the  gallery.  And 
here  Mrs.  M'Gee  was  sitting. 

In  the  face  that  she  turned  upon  the  two  men  Madison 
could  see  that  she  was  not  expecting  them,  and  even  in 
the  slight  curiosity  with  which  she  glanced  at  her  husband, 
that  evidently  he  had  said  nothing  of  his  previous  visit  or 
invitation ;  and  this  conviction  became  certainty  at  Mr. 
M 'Gee's  first  words. 

"  I've  brought  you   an   ole  friend,   Safie.     He   used  to 
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spark  ye  once  at  Angel's  afore  my  time — he  told  me  so ; 
he  picked  ye  outer  the  water  here — he  told  me  that,  too. 
Ye  mind  that  I  said  afore  that  he  was  the  only  man  I  wanted 
ter  know ;  I  reckon  now  it  seems  the  square  thing  that  he 
should  be  the  one  man  jou  wanted  ter  know,  too.  You 
understand  what  I  mean — you  follow  me,  don't  you  ?  " 

Whether  or  not  INIrs.  M'Gee  d/d  follow  him,  she  exhibited 
neither  concern,  solicitude,  nor  the  least  embarrassment. 
An  experienced  lover  might  have  augured  ill  from  this  total 
absence  of  self-consciousness.  But  Madison  was  not  an 
experienced  lover.  He  accepted  her  amused  smile  as  a 
recognition  of  his  feelings,  trembled  at  the  touch  of  her 
cool  hands,  as  if  it  had  been  a  warm  pressure,  and  scarcely 
dared  to  meet  her  maliciously  laughing  eyes.  When  he 
had  followed  Mr.  M'Gee  to  the  little  gallery,  the  previous 
occupation  of  Mrs.  M'Gee  when  they  arrived  was  explained. 
From  that  slight  elevation  there  was  a  perfect  view  over 
the  whole  landscape  and  river  below ;  the  Bar  stretched 
out  as  a  map  at  her  feet ;  in  that  clear,  transparent  air  he 
could  see  every  movement  and  gesture  of  Wayne's  brother, 
all  unconscious  of  that  surveillance,  at  work  on  the  Bar. 
For  an  instant  Madison's  sallow  cheek  reddened,  he  knew 
not  why ;  a  remorseful  feeling  that  he  ought  to  be  there 
with  Arthur  came  over  him.  Mrs.  M'Gee's  voice  seemed 
to  answer  his  thought.  "You  can  see  everything  that's 
going  on  down  there  without  being  seen  yourself.  It's 
good  fun  for  me  sometimes.  The  other  day  I  saw  that 
young  Carpenter  hanging  round  Mrs.  Rogers's  cabin  in 
the  bush  when  old  Rogers  was  away.  And  I  saw  her 
creep  out  and  join  him,  never  thinking  any  one  could  see 
her !  " 

She  laughed,  seeking  Madison's  averted  eyes,  yet  scarcely 
noticing  his  suddenly  contracted  brows.  Mr.  M'Gee  alone 
responded. 
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"  That's  why,"  he  said  explanatorily  to  Madison,  "  I 
don't  allow  to  have  my  Safie  go  round  with  those  women. 
Not  as  I  ever  see  anything  o'  that  sort  goin'  on,  or  keer  to 
look,  but  on  gin'ral  principles.  You  understand  what  I 
mean." 

"That's  your  brother  over  there,  isn't  it?"  said  Mrs. 
M'Gee,  turning  to  Madison,  and  calmly  ignoring  her 
husband's  explanation,  as  she  indicated  the  distant  Arthur. 
"  Why  didn't  you  bring  him  along  with  you  ?  " 

Madison  hesitated,  and  looked  at  M'Gee.  "  He  wasn't 
asked,"  said  that  gentleman  cheerfully.  "  One's  company, 
two's  none!  You  don't  know  him,  my  dear;  and  this  yer 
ain't  a  gin'ral  invitation  to  the  Bar.     You  follow  me  ?  " 

To  this  Mrs.  M'Gee  made  no  comment,  but  proceeded 
to  show  Madison  over  the  little  cottage.  Yet  in  a  narrow 
passage  she  managed  to  touch  his  hand,  lingered  to  let 
her  husband  precede  them  from  one  room  to  another, 
and  once  or  twice  looked  meaningly  into  his  eyes  over 
M'Gee's  shoulder.  Disconcerted  and  embarrassed,  he  tried 
to  utter  a  few  commonplaces,  but  so  constrainedly  that  even 
M'Gee  presently  noticed  it.  And  the  result  was  still  more 
embarrassing. 

"  Look  yer,"  he  said,  suddenly  turning  to  them  both ; 
"  I  reckon  as  how  you  two  wanter  talk  over  old  times,  and 
I'll  just  meander  over  to  the  claim,  and  do  a  spell  o'  work. 
Don't  mind  me.  And  if  he  " — indicating  Madison  with  his 
finger — "  gets  on  ter  religion,  don't  you  mind  him.  It  won't 
hurt  you,  Safie — no  more  nor  my  revolver — but  it's  pow'ful 
persuadin',  and — you  understand  me?  You  follow  me? 
Well,  so  long ! " 

He  turned  away  quickly,  and  was  presently  lost  among  the 
trees.  For  an  instant  the  embarrassed  Madison  thought 
of  following  him  ;  but  he  was  confronted  by  Mrs.  M'Gee's 
wicked  eyes  and  smiling  face  between  him  and  the  door. 
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Composing  herself,  however,  Nvith  a  simulation  of  perfect 
gravity,  she  pointed  to  a  chair. 

"  Sit  down,  Brother  Wayne.  If  you're  going  to  convert 
me,  it  may  take  some  time,  you  know,  and  you  might  as 
well  make  yourself  comfortable.  As  for  me,  I'll  take  the 
anxious  bench."  She  laughed  with  a  certain  girlishness, 
which  he  well  remembered,  and  leaped  to  a  sitting  posture 
on  the  table,  with  her  hands  on  her  knees,  swinging  her 
smart  shoes  backwards  and  forwards  below  it. 

Madison  looked  at  her  in  hopeless  silence,  with  a  pale, 
disturbed  face  and  shining  eyes. 

"  Or,  if  you  want  to  talk  as  we  used  to  talk,  Mad,  when  we 
sat  on  the  front  steps  at  Angel's,  and  pa  and  ma  went  inside 
to  give  us  a  show,  ye  can  hop  up  alongside  o'  me."  She 
made  a  feint  of  gathering  her  skirts  beside  her. 

"  Safie,"  broke  out  the  unfortunate  man,  in  a  tone  that 
seemed  to  increase  in  formal  solemnity  with  his  manifest 
agitation,  "  this  is  impossible.  The  laws  of  God  that  have 
joined  you  and  this  man " 

"  Oh,  it's  the  prayer-meeting,  is  it  ?  "  said  Safie,  settling 
her  skirts  again,  with  affected  resignation.     "Go  on." 

"  Listen,  Safie,"  said  Madison,  turning  despairingly 
towards  her.  "Let  us  for  His  sake,  let  us  for  the  sake 
of  our  dear  blessed  past,  talk  together  earnestly  and  prayer- 
fully. Let  us  take  this  time  to  root  out  of  our  feeble  hearts 
all  yearnings  that  are  not  prompted  by  Him — yearnings  that 
your  union  with  this  man  makes  impossible  and  sinful. 
Let  us  for  the  sake  of  the  past  take  counsel  of  each  other, 
even  as  brother  and  sister." 

"  Sister  M'Gee  !  "  she  interrupted  mockingly.  "  It  wasn't 
as  brother  and  sister  you  made  love  to  me  at  Angel's." 

"  No  !  I  loved  you  then,  and  would  have  made  you 
my  wife." 

"And  you  don't  love  me  anymore,"  she  said,  audaciously 
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darting  a  wicked  look  into  his  eyes,  "  only  because  I  didn't 
marry  you  ?     And  you  think  that  Christian  ?  " 

"  You  know  I  love  you  as  I  have  loved  you  always," 
he  said  passionately. 

"Hush  !"  she  said  mockingly;  "suppose  he  should  hear 
you." 

"  He  knows  it!"  said  Madison  bitterly.    "  /told  him  all !  " 

She  stared  at  him  fixedly. 

"You  have — told — him — that — you  j-//// love  me  ?  "  she 
repeated  slowly. 

"  Yes,  or  I  wouldn't  be  here  now.  It  was  due  to  him — 
to  my  own  conscience." 

"  And  what  did  he  say  ?  " 

"He  insisted  upon  my  coming,  and,  as  God  is  my  judge 
and  witness,  he  seemed  satisfied  and  content." 

She  drew  her  pretty  lips  together  with  a  long  whistle, 
and  then  leaped  from  the  table.  Her  face  was  hard  and 
her  eyes  were  bright  as  she  went  to  the  window  and  looked 
out.     He  followed  her  timidly. 

"  Don't  touch  me,"  she  said,  sharply  striking  away  his 
proffered  hand.  He  turned  with  a  flushed  cheek,  and 
walked  slowly  towards  the  door.     Her  laugh  stopped  him. 

"  Come !  I  reckon  that  squeezin'  hands  ain't  no  part  of 
your  contract  with  Sandy?"  she  said,  glancing  down  at  her 
own.     "  Well,  so  you're  goin'  ?  " 

"  I  only  wished  to  talk  seriously  and  prayerfully  with  you 
for  a  few  moments,  Safie,  and  then — to  see  you  no  more." 

"And  how  would  that  suit  him,"  she  said  drily,  "if  he 
wants  your  company  here  ?  Then,  just  because  you  can't 
convert  me  and  bring  me  to  your  ways  of  thinkin'  in  one 
visit,  I  suppose  you  think  it  is  Christian-like  to  run  away 
like  this  !  Or  do  you  suppose  that,  if  you  turn  tail  now, 
he  won't  believe  that  your  Christian  strength  and  Christian 
resignation  is  all  humbug  ? " 
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IMadison  dropped  into  the  chair,  put  his  elbows  on  the 
table,  and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands.  She  came  a  little 
nearer,  and  laid  her  hand  lightly  on  his  arm.  He  made  a 
movement  as  if  to  take  it,  but  she  withdrew  it  impatiently. 

"Come,"  she  said  brusquely;  "now  you're  in  for  it, 
you  must  play  the  game  out.  He  trusts  you ;  if  he  sees 
you  can't  trust  yourself,  he'll  shoot  you  on  sight.  That  don't 
frighten  you  ?  Well,  perhaps  this  will,  then  !  He'll  say  your 
religion  is  a  sham  and  you  a  hypocrite — and  everybody  will 
believe  him.  How  do  you  like  that.  Brother  Wayne  ?  How 
will  that  help  the  Church  ?  Come  !  You're  a  pair  of  cranks 
together ;  but  he's  got  the  whip-hand  of  you  this  time.  All 
you  can  do  is  to  keep  up  to  his  idea  of  you.  Put  a  bold 
face  on  it,  and  come  here  as  often  as  you  can — the  oftener 
the  better ;  the  sooner  you'll  both  get  sick  of  each  other — 
and  of  me.  That's  what  you're  both  after,  ain't  it  ?  Well ! 
I  can  tell  you  now,  you  needn't  either  of  you  be  the  least 
afraid  of  me." 

She  walked  away  to  the  window  again,  not  angrily,  but 
smoothing  down  the  folds  of  her  bright  print  dress,  as  if  she 
were  wiping  her  hands  of  her  husband  and  his  guest.  Some- 
thing like  a  very  material  and  man-like  sense  of  shame 
struggled  up  through  his  crust  of  religion.  He  stammered, 
"You  don't  understand  me,  Safie." 

"Then  talk  of  something  I  do  understand,"  she  said 
pertly.  "Tell  me  some  news  of  Angel's,  Your  brother 
was  over  there  the  other  day.  He  made  himself  quite 
popular  with  the  young  ladies — so  I  hear  from  Mrs. 
Selvedge.  You  can  tell  me  as  we  walk  along  the  bank 
towards  Sandy's  claim.  It's  just  as  well  that  you  should 
move  on  now,  as  it's  your /rj-/ call,  and  next  time  you  can 
stop  longer."  She  went  to  the  corner  of  the  room,  removed 
her  smart  slippers,  and  put  on  a  pair  of  walking-shoes,  tying 
them,  with  her  foot  on  a  chair,  in  a  quiet  disregard  of  her 
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visitor's  presence ;  took  a  brown  holland  sun-bonnet  from 
the  wall,  clapped  it  over  her  browner  hair  and  hanging 
braids,  and  tied  it  under  her  chin  with  apparently  no  sense 
of  coquetry  in  the  act — becoming  though  it  was — and  with- 
out glancing  at  him.  Alas  for  Madison's  ethics !  The 
torment  of  her  worldly  speech  and  youthful  contempt  was 
nothing  to  this  tacit  ignoring  of  the  manhood  of  her  lover — 
this  silent  acceptance  of  him  as  something  even  lower  than 
her  husband.  He  followed  her  with  a  burning  cheek  and  a 
curious  revolting  of  his  whole  nature  that  it  is  to  be  feared 
were  scarcely  Christian,  The  willows  opened  to  let  them 
pass,  and  closed  again  behind  them. 

An  hour  later  Mrs.  M'Gee  returned  to  her  leafy  bower 
alone.  She  took  off  her  sun-bonnet,  hung  it  on  its  nail  on 
the  wall,  shook  down  her  braids,  took  off  her  shoes,  stained 
with  the  mud  of  her  husband's  claim,  and  put  on  her 
slippers.  Then  she  ascended  to  her  eyrie  in  the  little 
gallery,  and  gazed  smilingly  across  the  sunlit  Bar.  The 
two  gaunt  shadows  of  her  husband  and  lover,  linked  like 
twins,  were  slowly  passing  along  the  river  bank  on  their 
way  to  the  eclipsing  obscurity  of  the  cotton  woods.  Below 
her — almost  at  her  very  feet — the  unconscious  Arthur 
Wayne  was  pushing  his  work  on  the  river  bed,  far  out 
to  the  promontory.  The  sunlight  fell  upon  his  vivid  scarlet 
shirt,  his  bared  throat,  and  head  clustering  with  perspiring 
curls.  The  same  sunlight  fell  upon  Mrs.  M'Gee's  brown 
head  too,  and  apparently  put  a  wicked  fancy  inside  it. 
She  ran  to  her  bedroom,  and  returned  with  a  mirror  from 
its  wall,  and,  after  some  trials  in  getting  the  right  angle, 
sent  a  searching  reflection  upon  the  spot  where  Arthur  was 
at  work. 

For  an  instant  a  diamond  flash  played  around  him. 
Then  he  lifted  his  head  and  turned  it  curiously  towards 
the  crest  above  him.     But  the  next  moment   he   clapped 
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his  hands  over  his  dazzled  but  now  smiHng  eyes,  as  Mrs. 
M'Gee,  secure  in  her  leafy  obscurity,  fell  back  and  laughed 
to  herself,  like  a  very  school-girl. 

It  was  three  weeks  later,  and  Madison  Wayne  was  again 
sitting  alone  in  his  cabin.  This  solitude  had  become  of 
more  frequent  occurrence  lately,  since  Arthur  had  revolted 
and  openly  absented  himself  from  his  religious  devotions 
for  lighter  diversions  of  the  Bar.  Keenly  as  Madison  felt 
his  defection,  he  was  too  much  preoccupied  with  other 
things  to  lay  much  stress  upon  it ;  and  the  sting  of  Arthur's 
relapse  to  worldliness  and  folly  lay  in  his  own  consciousness 
that  it  was  partly  his  fault.  He  could  not  chide  his  brother 
when  he  felt  that  his  own  heart  was  absorbed  in  his  neigh- 
bour's wife;  and  although  he  had  rigidly  adhered  to  his 
own  crude  ideas  of  self-effacement  and  loyalty  to  M'Gee,  he 
had  been  again  and  again  a  visitor  at  his  house.  It  was  true 
that  Mrs.  M'Gee  had  made  this  easier  by  tacitly  accepting 
his  conditions  of  their  acquaintanceship,  by  seeming  more 
natural,  by  exhibiting  a  gaiety,  and  at  times  even  a  certain 
gentleness  and  thoughtfulness  of  conduct  that  delighted  her 
husband  and  astonished  her  lover.  Whether  this  wonderful 
change  had  really  been  effected  by  the  latter's  gloomy 
theology  and  still  more  hopeless  ethics,  he  could  not  say. 
She  certainly  showed  no  disposition  to  imitate  their  for- 
malities, nor  seemed  to  be  impressed  by  them  on  the  rare 
occasions  when  he  now  offered  them.  Yet  she  appeared 
to  link  the  two  men  together — even  physically — as  on  these 
occasions  when,  taking  an  arm  of  each,  she  walked  affection- 
ately between  them  along  the  river-bank  promenade,  to  the 
great  marvelling  and  admiration  of  the  Bar.  It  was  said, 
however,  that  Mr.  Jack  Hamlin,  a  gambler,  at  that  moment 
professionally  visiting  Wayne's  Bar,  and  a  great  connoisseur 
of  feminine  charms  and  weaknesses,  had  glanced  at  them 
under  his  handsome  lashes,  and  asked  a  single  question, 
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evidently  so  amusing  to  the  younger  members  of  the  Bar 
that  Madison  Wayne  knit  his  brow,  and  Arthur  Wayne 
blushed.  Mr.  Hamlin  took  no  heed  of  the  elder  brother's 
frown,  but  paid  some  slight  attention  to  the  colour  of  the 
younger  brother,  and  even  more  to  a  slightly  coquettish 
glance  from  the  pretty  Mrs.  M'Gee.  Whether  or  not — as 
has  been  ingeniously  alleged  by  some  moralists — the  light 
and  trifling  of  either  sex  are  prone  to  recognise  each  other 
by  some  mysterious  instinct  is  not  a  necessary  consideration 
of  this  chronicle  ;  enough  that  the  fact  is  recorded. 

And  yet  Madison  Wayne  should  have  been  satisfied  with 
his  work.  His  sacrifice  was  accepted ;  his  happy  issue  from 
a  dangerous  situation,  and  his  happy  triumph  over  a  more 
dangerous  temptation,  was  complete  and  perfect,  and  even 
achieved  according  to  his  own  gloomy  theories  of  redemp- 
tion and  regeneration.  Yet  he  was  not  happy.  The  human 
heart  is  at  times  strangely  unappeasable.  And  as  he  sat 
that  evening  in  the  gathering  shadows,  the  Book  which 
should  have  yielded  him  balm  and  comfort  lay  unopened 
in  his  lap. 

A  step  upon  the  gravel  outside  had  become  too  familiar 
to  startle  him.  It  was  Mr.  M'Gee  lounging  into  the  cabin 
like  a  gaunt  shadow.  It  must  be  admitted  that  the  friend- 
ship of  these  strangely  contrasted  men,  however  sincere  and 
sympathetic,  was  not  cheerful.  A  belief  in  the  thorough 
wickedness  of  humanity,  kept  under  only  through  fear  of 
extreme  penalty  and  punishment,  material  and  spiritual,  was 
not  conducive  to  light  and  amusing  conversation.  I'heir 
talk  was  mainly  a  gloomy  chronicle  of  life  at  the  Bar,  which 
was  in  itself  half  an  indictment.  To-night  Mr.  M'Gee  spoke 
of  the  advent  of  Mr.  Jack  Hamlin,  and  together  they  de- 
plored the  diversion  of  the  hard-earned  gains  and  valuable 
time  of  the  Bar  through  the  efforts  of  that  ingenious  gentle- 
man.    "Not,"  added  M'Gee  cautiously,  "but  what  he  can 
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shoot  straight  enough,  and  I've  heard  tell  that  he  don't  lie. 
That  mout  and  it  moutn't  be  good  for  your  brother,  who 
goes  around  with  him  considerable,  there's  different  ways  of 
lookin'  at  that ;  you  understand  what  I  mean  ?  You  follow 
me?"  For  all  that,  the  conversation  seemed  to  languish 
this  evening,  partly  through  some  abstraction  on  the  part  of 
Wayne,  and  partly  through  some  hesitation  in  M'Gee,  who 
appeared  to  have  a  greater  fear  than  usual  of  not  expressing 
himself  plainly.  It  was  quite  dark  in  the  cabin  when  at 
last,  detaching  himself  from  his  usual  lounging-place,  the 
doorpost,  he  walked  to  the  window  and  leaned,  more 
shadowy  than  ever,  over  Wayne's  chair.  "  I  want  to  tell 
you  suthin',"  he  said  slowly,  "that  I  don't  want  you  to 
misunderstand — you  follow  me  ? — and  that  ain't  noways 
carpin'  or  criticisin'  nor  refiectin'  on  you — you  understand 
what  I  mean  ?  Ever  sens  you  and  me  had  that  talk  here 
about  you  and  Safie,  and  ever  sens  I  got  the  hang  of  your 
ways  and  your  style  o'  thinkin',  I've  been  as  sure  of  you  and 
her  as  if  I'd  been  myself  trottin'  round  with  you  and  a 
revolver.  And  I'm  as  sure  of  you  now — you  sabe  what  I 
mean  ?  you  understand  ?  You've  done  me  and  her  a  heap 
o'  good  \  she's  almost  another  woman  sens  you  took  hold 
of  her,  and  ef  you  ever  want  me  to  stand  up  and  '  testify,'  as 
you  call  it,  in  church,  Sandy  AI'Gee  is  ready.  What  I'm 
tryin'  to  say  to  ye  is  this.  Though  I  understand  you  and 
your  work  and  your  ways — there's  other  folks  ez  moutn't — 
you  follow  ?  You  understand  what  I  mean  ?  And  it's  just 
that  I'm  coming  to.  Now  las'  night,  when  you  and  Safie 
was  meanderin'  along  the  lower  path  by  the  water,  and  I 
kem  across  you " 

"But,"  interrupted  Madison  quickly,  "you're  mistaken. 
I  wasn't " 

"Hoi'  on,"  said  M'Gee  quietly;  "I  know  you  got  out  o' 
the  way  without  you  seein'  me  or  me  you,  because  you  didn't 
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know  it  was  me,  don't  you  see?  don't  you  follow?  and  that's 
just  it !  It  mout  have  bin  some  one  from  the  Bar  as  seed 
you  instead  o'  me.  See  ?  That's  why  you  let  out  before 
I  could  recognise  you,  and  that's  why  poor  Safie  was  so 
mighty  flustered  at  first,  and  was  for  runnin'  away  until  she 
kem  to  herself  agin.  When,  of  course,  she  laughed,  and 
agreed  you  must  have  mistook  me." 

"But,"  gasped  Madison  quickly,  "/  zvasn'^  there  at  all 
last  J7ight." 

"What?" 

The  two  men  had  risen  simultaneously,  and  were  facing 
each  other.  M'Gee,  with  a  good-natured,  half-critical  ex- 
pression, laid  his  hand  on  Wayne's  shoulder,  and  slightly 
turned  him  towards  the  window,  that  he  might  see  his  face. 
It  seemed  to  him  white  and  dazed. 

"  You — wasn't — there — last  night  ?  "  he  repeated,  with  a 
slow  tolerance. 

Scarcely  a  moment  elapsed,  but  the  agony  of  an  hour 
may  have  thrilled  through  Wayne's  consciousness  before  he 
spoke.  Then  all  the  blood  of  his  body  rushed  to  his  face 
with  his  first  lie  as  he  stammered,  "  No  !  Yes  !  Of  course. 
I  have  made  a  mistake — it  was  I." 

"I  see — you  thought  I  was  riled?"  said  M'Gee  quietly. 

"No;  I  was  thinking  it  was  tiight  before  last!  Of  course 
it  was  last  night.  I  must  be  getting  silly."  He  essayed  a 
laugh — rare  at  any  time  with  him — and  so  forced  now  that 
it  affected  M'Gee  more  than  his  embarrassment.  He  looked 
at  Wayne  thoughtfully,  and  then  said  slowly :  "  I  reckon  I 
did  come  upon  you  a  little  too  sudden  last  night,  but,  you 
see,  I  was  thinkin'  of  suthin'  else  and  disremembered  you 
might  be  there.  But  I  wasn't  mad — no  !  no  ! — and  I  only 
spoke  about  it  now  that  you  might  be  more  keerful  before 
folks.     You  follow  me?     You  understand  what  I  mean?" 

He  turned  and  walked  to  the  door,  when  he  halted. 
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"You  follow  me,  don't  you?  It  ain't  no  cussedness  o' 
mine,  or  want  o'  trustin',  don't  you  see?  Mebbee  I 
oughtened  have  spoken.  I  oughter  remembered  that  'times 
this  sot  o'  thing  must  be  rather  rough  on  you  and  her. 
You  follow  me?  You  understand  what  I  mean?  Good 
night." 

He  walked  slowly  down  the  path  towards  the  river. 
Had  Madison  Wayne  been  watching  him,  he  would  have 
noticed  that  his  head  was  bent  and  his  step  less  free.  But 
Madison  Wayne  was  at  that  moment  sitting  rigidly  in  his 
chair,  nursing,  with  all  the  gloomy  concentration  of  a  mon- 
astic nature,  a  single  terrible  suspicion. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

HowBEiT  the  sun  shone  cheerfully  over  the  Bar  the  next 
morning  and  the  next ;  the  breath  of  life  and  activity  was 
in  the  air;  the  settlement  never  had  been  more  prosperous, 
and  the  yield  from  the  opened  placers  on  the  drained  river- 
bed that  week  was  enormous.  The  Brothers  Wayne  were 
said  to  be  "rolling  in  gold."  It  was  thought  to  be  con- 
sistent with  Madison  Wayne's  nature  that  there  was  no 
trace  of  good  fortune  in  his  face  or  manner — rather  that  he 
had  become  more  nervous,  restless,  and  gloomy.  This  was 
attributed  to  the  joylessness  of  avarice,  as  contrasted  with 
the  spendthrift  gaiety  of  the  more  liberal  Arthur,  and  he 
was  feared  and  respected  as  a  miser.  His  long,  solitary 
walks  around  the  promontory,  his  incessant  watchfulness, 
his  reticence  when  questioned — were  all  recognised  as  the 
indications  of  a  man  whose  soul  was  absorbed  in  money- 
getting.  The  reverence  they  failed  to  yield  to  his  religious 
isolation  they  were  willing  to  freely  accord  to  his  financial 
abstraction.     But  Mr.  M'Gee  was  not  so  deceived.     Over- 


■o 


8  The  Bcll-Riiiger  of  Anger's. 


taking  him  one  day  under  the  fringe  of  willows,  he  character- 
istically chided  him  with  absenting  himself  from  Mrs.  M'Gee 
and  her  house  since  their  last  interview. 

"  I  reckon  you  did  not  harbour  malice  in  your  Chris- 
tianity," he  said  ;  "  but  it  looks  mighty  like  ez  if  ye  was 
throwing  off  on  Safie  and  me  on  account  of  what  I  said." 
In  vain  Madison  gloomily  and  almost  sternly  protested. 
M'Gee  looked  him  all  over  with  his  clear  measuring 
eye,  and  for  some  minutes  was  singularly  silent.  At  last 
he  said  slowly :  "  I've  been  thinkin'  suthin'  o'  goin'  down 
to  'Frisco,  and  I'd  be  a  heap  easier  in  my  mind  ef  you'd 
promise  to  look  arter  Safie  now  and  then." 

"  You  surely  are  not  going  to  leave  her  here  alone  ? " 
said  Wayne  roughly. 
"  Why  not  ?  " 

For  an  instant  Wayne  hesitated.  Then  he  burst  out. 
"  For  a  hundred  reasons  !  If  she  ever  wanted  your  pro- 
tection before,  she  surely  does  now.  Do  you  suppose  the 
Bar  is  any  less  heathen  or  more  regenerated  than  it  was 
when  you  thought  it  necessary  to  guard  her  with  your 
revolver  ?  Man  !  it  is  a  hundred  times  worse  than  then  ! 
The  new  claims  have  filled  it  with  spying  adventurers — 
with  wolves  like  Hamlin  and  his  friends — idolaters  who 
would  set  up  Baal  and  Ashtaroth  here — and  fill  your  tents 
with  the  curses  of  Sodom  !  " 

Perhaps  it  was  owing  to  the  Scriptural  phrasing,  perhaps 
it  was  from  some  unusual  authority  of  the  man's  manner, 
but  a  look  of  approving  relief  and  admiration  came  into 
M 'Gee's  clear  eyes. 

"And  you're  just  the  man  to  tackle  'em,"  he  said, 
clapping  his  hand  on  Wayne's  shoulder.  "  That's  your 
gait — keep  it  up  !  But,"  he  added,  in  a  lower  voice,  "  me 
and  my  revolver  are  played  out."  There  was  a  strangeness 
in   the   tone   that    arrested    Wayne's    attention.       "  Yes," 
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continued  M'Gee,  stroking  his  beard  slowly,  "  men  like  me 
has  their  day,  and  revolvers  has  theirs ;  the  world  turns 
round  and  the  Bar  fills  up,  and  this  yer  river  changes  its 
course — and  it's  all  in  the  day's  work.  You  understand 
what  I  mean — you  follow  me  ?  And  if  anything  should 
happen  to  me — not  that  it's  like  to  ;  but  it's  in  the  way  o'  men 
— I  want  you  to  look  arter  Safie.  It  ain't  every  woman  ez 
has  two  men,  ez  like  and  unlike,  to  guard  her.  You  follow 
me — you  understand  what  I  mean,  don't  you  ? "  With 
these  words  he  parted  somewhat  abruptly  from  Wayne, 
turning  into  the  steep  path  to  the  promontory  crest,  and 
leaving  his  companion  lost  in  gloomy  abstraction.  The 
next  day  Alexander  M'Gee  had  departed  on  a  business 
trip  to  San  Francisco. 

In  his  present  frame  of  mind,  with  his  new  responsibility, 
and  the  carrying  out  of  a  plan  which  he  had  vaguely  con- 
ceived might  remove  the  terrible  idea  that  had  taken 
possession  of  him,  Madison  Wayne  was  even  relieved  when 
his  brother  also  announced  his  intention  of  going  to  Angel's 
for  a  few  days. 

For  since  his  memorable  interview  with  M'Gee  he  had 
been  convinced  that  Safie  had  been  clandestinely  visited 
by  some  one.  Whether  it  was  the  thoughtless  and  momen- 
tary indiscretion  of  a  wilful  woman,  or  the  sequel  to  some 
deliberately  planned  intrigue,  did  not  concern  him  so  much 
as  the  falsity  of  his  own  position,  and  the  conniving  lie  by 
which  he  had  saved  her  and  her  lover. 

That  at  this  crucial  moment  he  had  failed  to  "  testify  "  to 
guilt  and  wickedness  ;  that  he  firmly  believed — such  is  the 
inordinate  vanity  of  the  religious  zealot — that  he  had 
denied  Him  in  his  effort  to  shield  /ler;  and  that  he  had 
broken  faith  with  the  husband  who  had  entrusted  to  him 
the  custody  of  his  wife's  honour,  seemed  to  him  more 
terrible  than  her  faithlessness.     In  his  first  horror  he  had 
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dreaded  to  see  her,  lest  her  very  confession — he  knew  her 
reckless  frankness  towards  himself — should  reveal  to  him 
the  extent  of  his  complicity.  But  since  then,  and  during 
her  husband's  absence,  he  had  convinced  himself  that  it 
was  his  duty  to  wrestle  and  strive  with  her  weak  spirit,  to 
implore  her  to  reveal  her  new  intrigue  to  her  husband, 
and  then  he  would  help  her  to  sue  for  his  forgiveness. 
It  was  a  part  of  the  inconsistency  of  his  religious  convic- 
tions ;  in  his  human  passion  he  was  perfectly  unselfish,  and 
had  already  forgiven  her  the  offence  against  himself.  He 
would  see  her  at  once  ! 

But  it  happened  to  be  a  quiet,  intense  night,  with  the 
tremulous  opulence  of  a  full  moon  that  threw  quivering 
shafts  of  light  like  summer  lightning  over  the  blue  river, 
and  laid  a  wonderful  carpet  of  intricate  lace  along  the  path 
that  wound  through  the  willows  to  the  crest.  There  was 
the  dry  stimulating  dust  and  spice  of  heated  pines  from 
below;  the  languorous  odours  of  syringa;  the  faint,  femi- 
nine smell  of  southernwood,  and  the  infinite  mystery  of 
silence.  This  silence  was  at  times  softly  broken  with  the 
tender,  inarticulate  whisper  of  falling  leaves,  broken  sighs 
from  the  tree-tops,  and  the  languid  stretching  of  wakened 
and  unclasping  boughs.  Madison  Wayne  had  not,  alas ! 
taken  into  account  this  subde  conspiracy  of  Night  and 
Nature,  and  as  he  climbed  higher  his  steps  began  to  falter 
with  new  and  strange  sensations.  The  rigidity  of  purpose 
which  had  guided  the  hard  religious  convictions  that  always 
sustained  him  began  to  relax.  A  tender  sympathy  stole 
over  him ;  a  loving  mercy  to  himself  as  well  as  others  stole 
into  his  heart.  He  thought  of  her  as  she  had  nestled 
at  his  side,  hand  in  hand,  upon  the  moonlit  verandah 
of  her  father's  house,  before  his  hard  convictions  had  chilled 
and  affrighted  her.  He  thought  of  her  fresh  simplicity, 
and  what  had  seemed  to  him  her  wonderful  girlish  beauty. 
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and  lo  !  in  a  quick  turn  of  the  path  he  stood  breathless  and 
tremulous  before  the  house.  The  moonbeams  lay  tenderly 
upon  the  peaceful  eaves,  the  long  blossoms  of  the  Madrono 
vine  seemed  sleeping  also.  The  pink  flush  of  the  Cherokee 
rose  in  the  unreal  light  had  become  chastely  white. 

But  he  was  evidently  too  late  for  an  interview.  The 
windows  were  blank  in  the  white  light ;  only  one- — her 
bedroom — showed  a  light  behind  the  lowered  muslin  blind. 
Her  draped  shadow  once  or  twice  passed  across  it.  He 
was  turning  away  with  soft  steps  and  even  bated  breath, 
when  suddenly  he  stopped.  The  exaggerated  but  unmis- 
takable shadow  of  a  man  stood  beside  her  on  the  blind. 

With  a  fierce  leap,  as  of  a  maniac,  he  was  at  the  door, 
pounding,  rattling,  and  uttering  hoarse  and  furious  outcries. 
Even  through  his  fury  he  heard  quickened  footsteps — her 
light,  reckless,  half-hysterical  laugh — a  bound  upon  the 
staircase — the  hurried  unbolting  and  opening  of  distant 
doors,  as  the  li-hter  one  with  which  he  was  struggling  at 
last  yielded  to  his  blind  rage,  and  threw  him  crashing 
into  the  sitting-room.  The  back-door  was  wide  open.  He 
could  hear  the  rustling  and  crackling  of  twigs  and  branches 
in  different  directions  down  the  hillside,  where  the  fugitives 
had  separated  as  they  escaped.  And  yet  he  stood  there 
for  an  instant,  dazed,  and  wondering,  "What  next?" 

His  eyes  fell  upon  M'Gee's  rifle  standing  upright  in  the 
corner.  It  was  a  clean,  beautiful,  precise  weapon,  even  to 
the  unprofessional  eye  ;  its  long,  laminated  hexagonal  barrel 
taking  a  tenderer  blue  in  the  moonlight.  He  snatched 
it  up.  It  was  capped  and  loaded.  Without  a  pause  he 
dashed  down  the  hill. 

Only  one  thought  was  in  his  mind  now — the  crudest, 
simplest  duty.  He  was  there  in  M'Gee's  place  ;  he  should 
do  what  INI'Gee  would  do.  God  had  abandoned  him,  but 
M'Gee's  rifle  remained. 

VOL.  IX.  Q 
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In  a  few  minutes'  downward  plunging  he  had  reached 
the  river  bank.  The  tranquil  silver  suri'ace  quivered  and 
glittered  before  him.  He  saw  what  he  knew  he  would  see, 
the  black  target  of  a  man's  head  above  it,  making  for  the 
Bar.  He  took  deliberate  aim  and  fired.  There  was  no 
echo  to  that  sharp  detonation  ;  a  distant  dog  barked  ;  there 
was  a  slight  whisper  in  the  trees  beside  him,  that  was  all ! 
But  the  head  of  the  man  was  no  longer  visible,  and  the 
liquid  silver- filmed  over  again,  without  a  speck  or  stain. 

He  shouldered  the  rifle,  and,  with  the  automatic  action  of 
men  in  great  crises,  returned  slowly  and  deliberately  to  the 
house,  and  carefully  replaced  the  rifle  in  its  old  position. 
He  had  no  concern  for  the  miserable  woman  who  had  fled  ; 
had  she  appeared  before  him  at  the  moment,  he  would  not 
have  noticed  her.  Yet  a  strange  instinct — it  seemed  to  him 
the  vaguest  curiosity— made  him  ascend  the  stairs  and  enter 
her  chamber.  The  candle  was  still  burning  on  the  table 
with  that  awful  unconsciousness  and  simplicity  of  detail  which 
makes  the  scene  of  real  tragedy  so  terrible.  Beside  it  lay  a 
belt  and  leather  pouch.  Madison  Wayne  suddenly  dashed 
forward  and  seized  it,  with  a  wild,  inarticulate  cry  ;  staggered, 
fell  over  the  chair,  rose  to  his  feet,  blindly  groped  his  way 
down  the  staircase,  burst  into  the  road,  and  hugging  the 
pouch  to  his  bosom,  fled  like  a  madman  down  the  hill. 

The  body  of  Arthur  Wayne  was  picked  up  two  days  later 
a  dozen  miles  down  the  river.  Nothing  could  be  more 
evident  and  prosaic  than  the  manner  in  which  he  had  met 
his  fate.  His  body  was  only  partly  clothed,  and  the  money- 
pouch  and  belt,  which  had  been  securely  locked  next  his 
skin,  after  the  fashion  of  all  miners,  was  gone.  He  was 
known  to  have  left  the  Bar  with  a  considerable  sum  of 
money  ;  he  was  undoubtedly  dogged,  robbed,  and  murdered 
during  his  journey  on  the  river  bank  by  the  desperadoes 
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who  were  beginning  to  infest  the  vicinity.  The  grief  and 
agony  of  his  only  brother,  sole  survivor  of  that  fraternal 
and  religious  partnership  so  well  known  to  the  camp, 
although  shown  only  by  a  grim  and  speechless  melancholy 
— broken  by  unintelligible  outbursts  of  religious  raving — was 
so  real  that  it  affected  even  the  callous  camp.  But  scarcely 
had  it  regained  its  feverish  distraction  before  it  was  thrilled 
by  another  sensation.  Alexander  M'Gee  had  fallen  from 
the  deck  of  a  Sacramento  steamboat  in  the  Straits  of  Car- 
quinez,  and  his  body  had  been  swept  out  to  sea.  The  news 
had  apparently  been  first  to  reach  the  ears  of  his  devoted 
wife,  for  when  the  camp — at  this  lapse  of  the  old  pro- 
hibition— climbed  to  her  bower  with  their  rude  consolations, 
the  house  was  found  locked  and  deserted.  The  fateful 
influence  of  the  promontory  had  again  prevailed ;  the  grim 
record  of  its  seclusion  was  once  more  unbroken. 

For  with  it,  too,  drooped  and  faded  the  fortunes  of  tlie 
Bar.  Madison  Wayne  sold  out  his  claim,  endowed  the 
church  at  the  Cross  Roads  with  the  proceeds,  and  the 
pulpit  with  liis  grim,  hopeless,  denunciatory  presence.  The 
first  rains  brought  a  freshet  to  the  Bar — the  river  leaped  the 
light  barriers  that  had  taken  the  place  of  Wayne's  peaceful 
engines,  and  regained  the  old  channel.  The  curse  that  the 
Reverend  Madison  Wayne  had  launched  on  this  river-side 
Sodom  seemed  to  have  been  fulfilled.  But  even  this  brought 
no  satisfaction  to  the  gloomy  prophet,  for  it  was  presently 
known  that  he  had  abandoned  his  terror-stricken  flock  to 
take  the  circuit  as  revivalist  preacher  and  camp-meeting 
exhorter,  in  the  rudest  and  most  lawless  of  gatherings. 
Desperate  ruffians  writhed  at  his  feet  in  impotent  terror  or 
more  impotent  rage ;  murderers  and  thieves  listened  to  him 
with  blanched  faces  and  set  teeth,  restrained  only  by  a  more 
awful  fear.  Over  and  over  again  he  took  his  life,  with  his 
Bible,  into  his  own  hands  when  lie  rose  above  the  excited 
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multitude ;  he  was  shot  at,  he  was  rail-ridden,  he  was  de- 
ported, but  never  silenced.  And  so,  sweeping  over  the 
country,  carrying  fear  and  frenzy  with  him,  scouting  life  and 
mercy,  and  crushing  alike  the  guilty  and  innocent,  he  came 
one  Sabbath  to  a  rocky  crest  of  the  Sierras — the  last  tattered 
and  frayed  and  soiled  fringe  of  civilisation  on  the  opened 
tract  of  a  great  highway.  And  here  he  was  to  "  testify,"  as 
was  his  wont. 

But  not  as  he  expected.  For  as  he  stood  up  on  a 
boulder  above  the  thirty  or  forty  men  sitting  or  lying  upon 
other  rocks  and  boulders  around  him  on  the  craggy  moun- 
tain shelf  where  they  had  gathered,  a  man  also  rose, 
elbowed  past  them,  and  with  a  hurried  impulse  tried  to 
descend  the  declivity.  But  a  cry  was  suddenly  heard  from 
others,  quick  and  clamouring,  which  called  the  whole 
assembly  to  its  feet,  and  it  was  seen  that  the  fugitive  had 
in  some  blundering  way  fallen  from  the  precipice. 

He  was  brought  up  cruelly  maimed  and  mangled,  his 
ribs  crushed,  and  one  lung  perforated,  but  still  breathing 
and  conscious.  He  had  asked  to  see  the  preacher.  Death 
impending,  and  even  then  struggling  with  his  breath,  made 
this  request  imperative.  Madison  Wayne  stopped  the  ser- 
vice, and  stalked  grimly  and  inflexibly  to  where  the  dying 
man  lay.     But  there  he  started. 

"  M'Gee  !  "  he  said  breathlessly. 

"  Send  these  men  away,"  said  M'Gee  faintly.  "I've  got 
suthin'  to  tell  you." 

The  men  drew  back  wiihout  a  word.  "  You  thought  I 
was  dead,"  said  M'Gee,  with  eyes  still  undimmed,  and 
marvellously  clear.  "  I  orter  bin,  but  it  don't  need  no 
doctor  to  say  it  ain't  far  off  now.  I  left  the  Bar  to  get 
killed  ;  I  tried  to  in  a  row,  but  the  fellows  were  skeert  to 
close  with  me,  thinkin'  I'd  shoot.  My  reputation  was  agin 
me,  there  !    You  follow  me — you  understand  what  I  mean  ?  " 
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Kneeling  beside  him  now,  and  grasping  both  his  hands, 
the  changed  and  horror-stricken  Wayne  gasped,  "But " 

"Hold  on!  I  jumped  off  the  Sacramento  boat — I  was 
goin'  down  the  third  time — they  thought  on  the  boat  I  was 
gone — they  think  so  now  !  But  a  passin'  fisherman  dived 
for  me.  I  grappled  him — he  was  clear  grit  and  would  have 
gone  down  with  me,  but  I  couldn't  let  him  die  too — havin', 
so  to  speak,  no  cause.  You  follow  me — you  understand 
me?  I  let  him  save  me.  But  it  was  all  the  same,  for 
when  I  got  to  'Frisco  I  read  as  how  I  was  drowned.  And 
then  I  reckoned  it  was  all  right,  and  I  wandered  here, 
where  I  wasn't  known — until  I  saw  you." 

"  But  why  should  you  want  to  die  ? "  said  Wayne, 
almost  fiercely.  "What  right  have  you  to  die  while  others, 
double-dyed  and  blood-stained,  are  condemned  to  live, 
'  testify,'  and  suffer  ?  " 

The  dying  man  feebly  waved  a  deprecation  with  his 
maimed  hand,  and  even  smiled  faintly.  "  I  knew  you'd 
say  that.  I  knew  what  you'd  think  about  it  \  but  it's  all 
the  same  now.  I  did  it  for  you  and  Safie  !  I  knew  I  was 
in  the  way  ;  I  knew  you  was  the  man  she  orter  had  ;  I 
knew  you  was  the  man  who  had  dragged  her  outer  the 
mire  and  clay  where  I  was  leavin'  her,  as  you  did  when  she 
fell  in  the  water.  I  knew  that  every  day  I  lived  I  was 
makin'  you  suffer  and  breakin'  her  heart — for  all  she  tried 
to  be  gentle  and  gay." 

"Great  God  in  heaven!  Will  you  stop?"  said  W^iyne, 
springing  to  his  feet  in  agony.  A  frightened  look — the  first 
that  any  one  had  ever  seen  in  the  clear  eyes  of  the  Bell- 
ringer  of  Angel's — passed  over  them,  and  he  murmured 
tremulously  :  "  All  right — I'm  stoppin' !  " 

So,  too,  was  his  heart,  for  the  wonderful  eyes  were  now 
slowly  glazing.  Yet  he  rallied  once  more — coming  up  again 
the  third  time  as  it  seemed  to  Wayne — and  his  lips  moved 
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slowly.     The  preacher  threw  himself  despairingly  on   the 

ground  beside  him. 

"  Speak,  brother  !     For  God's  sake,  speak  !  " 

It  was  his  last  whisper — so  faint  it  might  have  been  the 

first  of  his  freed  soul.     But  he  only  said — 

"  You're — followin' — me  ?     You — -understand — what— I 

—mean  ?  " 


31oI)nnj)l)op* 


The  vast  dining-room  of  the  Crustacean  Hotel  at  Greyport, 
U.S.,  was  empty  and  desolate.  It  was  so  early  in  the  morn- 
ing that  there  was  a  bedroom  deshabille  in  the  tucked-up 
skirts  and  bare  legs  of  the  little  oval  breakfast-tables  as 
they  had  just  been  left  by  the  dusting  servants.  The  most 
stirring  of  travellers  was  yet  abed,  tlie  most  enterprising  of 
first-train  catchers  had  not  yet  come  down  ;  there  was  a 
breath  of  midsummer  sleep  still  in  the  air;  througli  the 
half-opened  window  that  seemed  to  be  yawning,  the  pinkish 
blue  Atlantic  beyond  heaved  gently  and  slumberously,  and 
drowsy  early  bathers  crept  under  its  white  edges  as  to  bed. 
Yet  as  I  entered  the  room  I  saw  that  one  of  the  little  tables 
in  the  corner  was  in  reality  occupied  by  a  very  small  and 
very  extraordinary  child.  Seated  in  a  high  chair,  attended 
by  a  dreamily  abstracted  nurse  on  one  side,  an  utterly  per- 
functoiy  negro  waiter  on  the  other,  and  an  incongruous 
assortment  of  disregarded  viands  before  him,  he  was  taking 
— or  rather  declining — his  solitary  breakfast.  He  appeared 
to  be  a  pale,  frail,  but  rather  pretty  boy,  with  a  singularly 
pathetic  combination  of  infant  delicacy  of  outline  and 
maturity  of  expression.  His  heavily  fringed  eyes  expressed 
an  already  weary  and  discontented  intelligence,  and  his 
wilful,  resolute  little  mouth  was,  I  fancied,  marked  with 
lines  of  pain  at  either  corner.  He  struck  me  as  not  only 
being  physically  dyspeptic,  but  as  morally  loathing  his 
attendants  and  surroundings. 
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My  entrance  did  not  disturb  the  waiter,  witli  whom  I 
had  no  financial  relations ;  he  simply  concealed  an  exag- 
gerated yawn  professionally  behind  his  napkin,  until  my 
own  servitor  should  appear.  The  nurse  slightly  awoke 
from  her  abstraction,  shoved  the  child  mechanically — as  if 
starting  up  some  clogged  machinery — said,  "  Eat  your  break- 
fast, Johnnyboy,"  and  subsided  into  her  dream.  I  think 
the  cliild  had  at  first  some  faint  hope  of  me ;  and  when  my 
waiter  appeared  with  my  breakfast  he  betrayed  some  interest 
in  my  selection,  with  a  view  of  possible  later  appropriation  ; 
but,  as  my  repast  was  simple,  that  hope  died  out  of  his 
infant  mind.  Then  there  was  a  silence,  broken  at  last  by 
the  languid  voice  of  the  nurse — 

"  Try  some  milk,  then — nice  milk." 

"  No  !  no  mik  !     Mik  makes  me  sick — mik  does !  " 

In  spite  of  the  hurried  infantine  accent  the  protest  was 
so  emphatic,  and,  above  all,  fraught  with  such  pent-up  re- 
proach and  disgust,  that  I  turned  about  sympathetically. 
But  Johnnyboy  had  already  thrown  down  his  spoon,  slipped 
from  his  high  chair,  and  was  marching  out  of  the  room  as 
fast  as  his  little  sandals  would  carry  him,  with  indignation 
bristling  in  every  line  of  the  crisp  bows  of  his  sash. 

I,  however,  gathered  from  Mr.  Johnson,  my  waiter,  that 
the  unfortunate  child  owned  a  fashionable  father  and  mother, 
one  or  two  blocks  of  houses  in  New  York,  and  a  villa  at 
Greyport,  which  he  consistently  and  intelligently  despised  ; 
that  he  had  imperiously  brought  his  parents  here  on  account 
of  his  health,  and  had  demanded  that  he  should  breakfast 
alone  in  the  big  dining-room  \  that,  however,  he  was  not 
happy.  "  Nuffin  peahs  to  agree  wid  him,  sah,  but  he  doan' 
cry,  and  he  speaks  his  mind,  sah ;  he  speaks  his  mind." 

Unfortunately  I  did  not  keep  Johnnyboy's  secret,  but 
related  the  scene  I  had  witnessed  to  some  of  the  lighter- 
hearted  Crustaceans  of  either  sex,  with  the  result  that  his 
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alliterative  protest  became  a  sort  of  catchword  among  them, 
and  that  for  the  next  few  mornings  he  liad  a  large  audience 
of  early  breakfasters,  who  fondly  hoped  for  a  repetition  of 
his  performance.  I  think  that  Johnnyboy  for  the  time 
enjoyed  this  companionship,  yet  without  the  least  affectation 
or  self-consciousness — so  long  as  it  was  unobtrusive.  It  so 
chanced,  however,  that  the  Rev.  Mr.  Belcher,  a  gentleman 
with  bovine  lightness  of  touch  and  a  singular  misunder- 
standing of  childhood,  chose  to  presume  upon  his  paternal 
functions.  Approaching  the  high  chair  in  which  Johnnyboy 
was  dyspeptically  reflecting,  with  a  ponderous  wink  at  the 
other  guests,  and  a  fat  thumb  and  forefinger  on  Johnnyboy's 
table,  he  leaned  over  him,  and  with  slow,  elephantine  play- 
fulness, said^ 

"And  so,  my  dear  young  friend,  I  understand  that  '  mik 
makes  you  sick — mik  does.'" 

Anything  approaching  to  the  absolute  unlikeness  of  this 
imitation  of  Johnnyboy's  accents  it  is  impossible  to  con- 
ceive. Possibly  Johnnyboy  felt  it;  but  he  simply  lifted  his 
lovely  lashes,  and  said,  with  great  distinctness — 

"  Mik  don't — you  devil !  " 

After  this,  closely  as  it  had  knitted  us  together,  Johnny- 
boy's morning  presence  was  mysteriously  withdrawn.  It 
was  later  pointed  out  to  us  by  Mr.  Belcher,  upon  the 
verandah,  that,  although  wealth  had  its  privileges,  it  was 
held  in  trust  for  the  welfare  of  mankind,  and  that  the 
children  of  the  rich  could  not  too  early  learn  the  advan- 
tages of  self-restraint  and  the  vanity  of  a  mere  gratification 
of  the  senses.  Early  and  frequent  morning  ablutions,  brisk 
morning  towelling,  half  of  a  Graham  biscuit  in  a  teacup  of 
milk,  exercise  with  the  dumb-bells,  and  a  little  rough-and- 
tumble  play  in  a  straw  hat,  check  apron,  and  overalls, 
would  eventually  improve  that  stamina  necessary  for  his 
future  position,  and  repress  a  dangerous  cerebral  activity 
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and  tendency  to  give  way  to —  He  suddenly  stopped, 
coughed,  and  absolutely  looked  embarrassed.  Johnnyboy, 
a  moving  cloud  of  white  pique,  silk,  and  embroidery,  had 
just  turned  the  corner  of  the  verandah.  He  did  not  speak, 
but,  as  he  passed,  raised  his  blue-veined  lids  to  the  orator. 
The  look  of  ineffable  scorn  and  superiority  in  those  beauti- 
ful eyes  surpassed  anything  I  had  ever  seen.  At  the  next 
verandah  column  he  paused,  and,  with  his  baby  thumbs 
inserted  in  his  silk  sash,  again  regarded  him  under  his 
half-dropped  lashes  as  if  he  were  some  curious  animal, 
and  then  passed  on.  But  Belcher  was  silenced  for  the 
second  time. 

I  think  I  have  said  enough  to  show  that  Johnnyboy  was 
hopelessly  worshipped  by  an  impressible  and  illogical  sex. 
I  say  hopelessly,  for  he  slipped  equally  from  the  proudest 
silken  lap  and  the  humblest  one  of  calico,  and  carried  his 
eyelashes  and  small  aches  elsewhere.  I  think  that  a  secret 
fear  of  his  alarming  frankness,  and  his  steady  rejection  of 
the  various  tempting  cates  they  offered  him,  had  much  to 
do  with  their  passion.  "It  won't  hurt  you,  dear," said  Miss 
Circe,  "and  it's  so  awfully  nice.  See !"  she  continued,  putting 
one  of  the  delicacies  in  her  own  pretty  mouth  with  every 
assumption  of  delight.  "  It's  so  good  !  "  Johnnyboy  rested 
his  elbows  on  her  knees,  nnd  watched  her  with  a  grieved 
and  commiserating  superiority.  "  Bimeby  you'll  have  pains 
in  youse  tommick,  and  you'll  be  tookt  to  bed,"  he  said 
sadly,  "and  then  you'll — have  to  dit  up  and — ";  but  as 
it  was  found  necessary  here  to  repress  further  details,  he 
escaped  other  temptation. 

Two  hours  later,  as  Miss  Circe  was  seated  in  the  drawing- 
room,  with  her  usual  circle  of  enthusiastic  admirers  around 
her,  Johnnyboy — who  was  issued  from  his  room  for  circu- 
lation two  or  three  times  a  day,  as  a  genteel  advertisement 
of  his  parents — floated  into  the  apartment  in  a  new  dress  and 
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a  serious  demeanour.  Sidling  up  to  Miss  Circe,  he  laid  a 
phial — evidently  his  own  pet  medicine — on  her  lap,  said, 
"  For  youse  tommikake  to-night,"  and  vanished.  Yet  I 
have  reason  to  believe  that  this  slight  evidence  of  unusual 
remembrance  on  Johnnyboy's  part  more  than  compensated 
for  its  publicity,  and  for  a  few  days  Miss  Circe  w-as  quite 
"  set  up  "  by  it. 

It  was  through  some  sympathy  of  this  kind  that  I  first 
gained  Johnnjboy's  good  graces.  I  had  been  presented 
with  a  small  pocket-case  of  homoeopathic  medicines,  and 
one  day  on  the  beach  I  took  out  one  of  the  tiny  phials,  and 
dropping  two  or  three  of  the  still  tinier  pellets  in  my  hand, 
swallowed  them.  To  my  embarrassment,  a  small  hand 
presently  grasped  my  trouser-leg.  I  looked  down ;  it  was 
Johnnyboy,  in  a  new  and  ravishing  smuggler  suit,  with  his 
questioning  eyes  fixed  on  mine. 

"Howjer  do  dat?" 

"  Eh  ?  " 

"Wajer  do  dat  for?" 

"That? — oh,  that's  medicine.     I've  got  a  headache." 

He  searched  the  inmost  depths  of  my  soul  with  his 
wonderful  eyes.  Then,  after  a  pause,  he  held  out  his 
baby  palm. 

"You  kin  give  Johnnie  some." 

"  But  you  haven't  got  headache — have  you  ?  " 

"  Me  alluz  has." 

"  Not  ahvays  ?  " 

He  nodded  his  head  rapidly.  Then  added  slowly,  and 
with  great  elaboration,  "  Et  mo'nins,  et  affernoons,  et  nights, 
'nd  mo'nins  adain.     'N  et  becker"  [i  e.  breakfast). 

There  was  no  doubt  it  was  the  truth.  Those  eyes 
did  not  seem  to  be  in  the  habit  of  lying.  After  all,  the 
medicine  could  not  hurt  him.  His  nurse  was  at  a  little 
distance,  gazing  absently  at  the  sea.     I  sat  down  on  a  bench. 
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and  dropped  a  io-w  of  the  pellets  into  his  palm.  He  ate  them 
seriously,  and  then  turned  around  and  backed — after  thewell- 
known  appealing  fashion  of  childhood — against  my  knees. 
I  understood  the  movement — although  it  was  unlike  my 
idea  of  Johnnyboy.  However,  I  raised  him  to  my  lap — with 
the  sensation  of  lifting  a  dozen  lace-edged  handkerchiefs, 
and  with  very  little  more  effort — where  he  sat  silently  for  a 
moment,  with  his  sandals  crossed  pensively  before  \i\va. 

"  Wouldn't  you  like  to  go  and  play  with  those  children  ?  "  I 
asked,  pointing  to  a  group  of  noisy  sand-levellers  not  far  away. 

"  No  ! "     After  a  pause,  "You  wouldn't,  neither." 

"Why?" 

"  Hediks." 

"  But,"  I  said,  "  perhaps  if  you  went  and  played  with 
them,  and  ran  up  and  down  as  they  do — you  wouldn't  have 
headache." 

Johnnyboy  did  not  answer  for  a  moment ;  then  there  was 
a  perceptible  gentle  movement  of  his  small  frame.  I  con- 
fess I  felt  brutally  like  Belcher.     He  was  getting  down. 

Once  down  he  faced  me,  lifted  his  frank  eyes,  said,  "  Do 
way  and  play  den,"  smoothed  down  his  smuggler  frock,  and 
rejoined  his  nurse. 

But  although  Johnnyboy  afterwards  forgave  my  moral 
defection,  he  did  not  seem  to  have  forgotten  my  practical 
medical  ministration,  and  our  brief  interview  had  a  sur- 
prising result.  From  that  moment  he  confounded  his 
parents  and  doctors  by  resolutely  and  positively  refusing  to 
take  any  more  of  their  pills,  tonics,  or  drops.  Whether 
from  a  sense  of  loyalty  to  me,  or  whether  he  was  not  yet 
convinced  of  the  efficacy  of  homoeopathy,  he  did  not 
suggest  a  substitute,  declare  his  preferences,  or  even  give 
his  reasons,  but  firmly  and  peremptorily  declined  his 
present  treatment.  And,  to  everybody's  astonishment,  he 
did  not  seem  a  bit  the  worse  for  it. 
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Still  he  was  not  strong,  and  his  continual  aversion  to 
childish  sports  and  youthful  exercise  provoked  the  easy 
criticism  of  that  large  part  of  humanity  who  are  ready  to 
confound  cause  and  effect,  and  such  brief  moments  as  the 
Sluysdaels  could  spare  him  from  their  fashionable  duties 
were  made  miserable  to  them  by  gratuitous  suggestions  and 
plans  for  their  child's  improvement.  It  was  noticeable, 
however,  that  few  of  them  were  ever  offered  to  Johnnyboy 
personally.  He  had  a  singularly  direct  way  of  dealing  with 
them,  and  a  precision  of  statement  that  was  embarrassing. 

One  afternoon  Jack  Bracy  drove  up  to  the  verandah  of 
the  Crustacean  with  a  smart  buggy  and  spirited  thoroughbred 
for  Miss  Circe's  especial  driving,  and  his  own  saddle-horse, 
on  which  he  was  to  accompany  her.  jack  had  dismounted, 
a  groom  held  his  saddle-horse  until  the  young  lady  should 
appear,  and  he  himself  stood  at  the  head  of  the  thorough- 
bred. As  Johnnyboy,  leaning  against  the  railing,  was 
regarding  the  turnout  with  ill-concealed  disdain.  Jack,  in 
the  pride  of  his  triumph  over  his  rivals,  good-humouredly 
offered  to  put  him  in  the  buggy,  and  allow  him  to  take  the 
reins.     Johnnyboy  did  not  reply. 

"  Come  along  ! "  continued  Jack  ;  "  it  will  do  you  a  heap 
of  good  !  It's  better  than  lazing  there  like  a  girl !  Rouse 
up,  old  man  !  " 

"Me  don't  like  that  geegee,"  said  Johnnyboy  calmly. 
"  He's  a  silly  fool." 

"You're  afraid,"  said  Jack. 

Johnnyboy  lifted  his  proud  lashes,  and  toddled  to  the 
steps.  Jack  received  him  in  his  arms,  swung  him  into  the 
seat,  and  placed  the  slim  yellow  reins  in  his  baby  hands. 

"Now  you  feel  like  a  man,  and  not  like  a  girl!"  said 
Jack.     "Eh,  what?     Oh,  I- beg  your  pardon." 

For  Miss  Circe  had  appeared  —  had  absolutely  been 
obl'ged   to    wait   a   whole   half-minute   unobserved  —  and 
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now  stood  there  a  dazzling  but  pouting  apparition.  In 
eagerly  turning  to  receive  her.  Jack's  foot  slipped  on  the 
step,  and  he  fell.  The  thoroughbred  started,  gave  a  sicken- 
ing plunge  forward,  and  was  off!  But  so,  too,  was  Jack, 
the  next  moment,  on  his  own  horse,  and  before  Miss  Circe's 
screams  had  died  away. 

For  two  blocks  on  Ocean  Avenue  passers-by  that  after- 
noon saw  a  strange  vision.  A  galloping  horse  careering 
before  a  light  buggy,  in  which  a  small  child,  seated  upright, 
was  grasping  the  tightened  reins.  But  so  erect  and  com- 
posed was  the  little  face  and  figure — albeit  as  white  as  its 
own  frock — that  for  an  instant  they  did  not  grasp  its  awful 
significance.  Those  farther  along,  however,  read  the  whole 
awful  story  in  the  drawn  face  and  blazing  eyes  of  Jack  Bracy 
as  he  at  last  swung  into  the  Avenue.  For  Jack  had  the 
brains  as  well  as  the  nerve  of  your  true  hero,  and  knowing 
the  dangerous  stimulus  of  a  stern  chase  to  a  frightened 
horse,  had  kept  a  side  road  until  it  branched  into  the 
Avenue.  So  furious  had  been  his  pace,  and  so  correct  his 
calculation,  that  he  ranged  alongside  of  the  runaway  even 
as  it  passed,  grasped  the  reins,  and,  in  half  a  block,  pulled 
up  on  even  wheels. 

"  I  never  saw  such  pluck  in  a  mite  like  that,"  he  whispered 
afterwards  to  his  anxious  auditory.     "He  never  dropped  those 

ribbons,  by  G ,  until  I  got  alongside,  and  then  he  just 

hopped  down  and  said,  as  short  and  cool  as  you  please, 
'  Dank  you  ! '  " 

"  Me  didn't,"  uttered  a  small  voice  reproachfully. 

"Didn't  you,  dear?  What  did  you  say,  then,  darling?" 
exclaimed  a  sympathising  chorus. 

"  Me  said,  '  Damn  you  ! '  Me  don't  like  silly  fool  geegets. 
Silly  fool  geegees  make  me  sick — silly  fool  geegees  do  ! " 

Nevertheless,  in  spite  of  this  incident,  the  attempts  at 
Johnnyboy's  physical  reformation  still  went  on.     More  than 
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that,  it  was  argued  by  some  complacent  casuists  that  the 
pluck  displayed  by  the  child  was  the  actual  result  of  this 
somewhat  heroic  method  of  taking  exercise,  and  not  an 
inherent  manliness  distinct  from  his  physical  tastes.  So  he 
was  made  to  run  when  he  didn't  want  to — to  dance  when 
he  frankly  loathed  his  partners — to  play  at  games  that  he 
despised.  His  books  and  pictures  were  taken  away;  he 
was  hurried  past  hoardings  and  theatrical  posters  that 
engaged  his  fancy  \  the  public  was  warned  against  telling 
him  fairy  tales,  except  those  constructed  on  strictly  hygienic 
principles.  His  fastidious  cleanliness  was  rebuked,  and  his 
best  frocks  taken  away — albeit  at  a  terrible  sacrifice  of  his 
parents'  vanity — to  suit  the  theories  of  his  critics.  How 
long  this  might  have  continued  is  not  known — for  the 
theory  and  practice  were  suddenly  arrested  by  another 
sensation. 

One  morning  a  children's  picnic  party  was  given  on  a 
rocky  point  only  accessible  at  certain  states  of  the  tide, 
whither  they  were  taken  in  ^a  small  boat  under  the  charge 
of  a  few  hotel  servants ;  and,  possibly  as  part  of  his  heroic 
treatment,  Johnnyboy,  who  was  included  in  the  party,  was 
not  allowed  to  be  attended  by  his  regular  nurse.  Whether 
this  circumstance  added  to  his  general  disgust  of  the  whole 
affair,  and  his  unwillingness  to  go^  I  cannot  say,  but  it  is 
to  be  regretted,  since  the  omission  deprived  Johnnyboy 
of  any  impartial  witness  to  what  subsequently  occurred. 
That  he  was  somewhat  roughly  handled  by  several  of  the 
larger  children  appeared  to  be  beyond  doubt,  although 
there  was  conflicting  evidence  as  to  the  sequel.  Enough 
that  at  noon  screams  were  heard  in  the  direction  of  certain 
detached  rocks  on  the  point,  and  the  whole  party  proceed- 
ing thither,  found  three  of  the  larger  boys  on  the  rocks, 
alone  and  cut  off  by  the  tide,  having  been  left  there,  as  they 
alleged,  by  Johnnyboy,  ivho  had  run  aivay  with  the  boat. 
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They  subsequently  admitted  that  they  had  first  taken  the 
boat  and  brought  Johnnyboy  with  them,  "just  to  frighten 
him,"  but  they  adhered  to  the  rest.  And  certainly  Johnny- 
boy  and  the  boat  were  nowhere  to  be  found.  The  shore 
was  communicated  with,  the  alarm  was  given,  the  telegraph 
up  and  down  the  coast  trilled  with  excitement,  other  boats 
were  manned — consternation  prevailed. 

But  that  afternoon  the  captain  of  the  Saucy  Jane, 
mackerel  fisher,  lying  off  the  point,  perceived  a  derelict 
"Whitehall"  boat  drifting  lazily  towards  the  Gulf  Stream. 
On  boarding  it  he  was  chagrined  to  find  the  expected 
flotsam  already  in  the  possession  of  a  very  small  child,  who 
received  him  with  a  scornful  reticence  as  regarded  himself 
and  his  intentions,  and  some  objurgation  of  a  person  or 
persons  unknown.  It  was  Johnnyboy.  But  whether  he 
had  attempted  the  destruction  of  the  three  other  boys  by 
"marooning"  them  upon  the  rocks — as  their  parents  firmly 
believed — or  whether  he  had  himself  withdrawn  from  their 
company  simply  because  he  did  not  like  them,  was  never 
known.  Any  further  attempt  to  improve  his  education  by 
the  roughing  gregarious  process  was,  however,  abandoned. 
The  very  critics  who  had  counselled  it  now  clamoured  for 
restraint  and  perfect  isolation.  It  was  ably  pointed  out  by 
the  Rev.  Mr.  Belcher  that  the  autocratic  habits  begotten 
by  wealth  and  pampering  should  be  restricted,  and  all 
intercourse  with  their  possessor  promptly  withheld. 

But  the  season  presently  passed  with  much  of  this  and 
other  criticism,  and  the  Sluysdaels  passed  too,  carrying 
Johnnyboy  and  his  small  aches  and  long  eyelashes  beyond 
these  Crustacean  voices,  where  it  was  to  be  hoped  there 
was  peace.  I  did  not  hear  of  him  again  for  five  years,  and 
then,  oddly  enough,  from  the  lips  of  Mr.  Belcher  on  the 
deck  of  a  Transatlantic  steamer,  as  he  was  being  wafted  to 
Europe  for  his  recreation  by  the  prayers  and  purses  of  a 
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grateful  and  enduring  flock.  "  Master  John  Jacob  Astor 
Sluysdael,"  said  Mr.  Belcher,  speaking  slowly,  with  great  pre- 
cision of  retrospect,  "  was  taken  from  his  private  governess 
— I  may  say  by  my  advice — and  sent  to  an  admirable  school 
in  New  York,  fashioned  upon  the  English  system  of  Eton 
and  Harrow,  and  conducted  by  English  masters  from  Oxford 
and  Cambridge.  Here — I  may  also  say  at  my  suggestion 
— he  was  subjected  to  the  wholesome  discipline  equally 
of  his  schoolmates  and  his  masters ;  in  fact,  sir,  as  you  are 
probably  aware,  the  most  perfect  democracy  that  we  have 
yet  known,  in  which  the  mere  accidents  of  wealth,  position, 
luxury,  effeminacy,  physical  degeneration,  and  over-civilised 
stimulation  are  not  recognised.  He  was  put  into  com- 
pulsory cricket,  football,  and  rounders.  As  an  undersized 
boy  he  was  subjected  to  that  ingenious  preparation  for  future 
mastership  by  the  pupillary  state  of  servitude  known,  I 
think,  as  'fagging.'  His  physical  inertia  was  stimulated 
and  quickened,  and  his  intellectual  precocity  repressed  from 
time  to  time  by  the  exuberant  playfulness  of  his  fellow- 
students,  which  occasionally  took  the  form  of  forced  ablu- 
tions and  corporal  discomfort,  and  was  called,  I  am  told, 
•hazing.'  It  is  but  fair  to  state  that  our  young  friend  had 
some  singular  mental  endowments,  which,  however,  were 
promptly  checked  to  repress  the  vanity  and  presumption 
that  would  follow."  The  Rev.  Mr.  Belcher  paused,  closed 
his  eyes  resignedly,  and  added,  "Of  course  you  know  the 
rest." 

"  Indeed  I  do  not,"  I  said  anxiously. 

"A  most  deplorable  affair — indeed,  a  most  shocking  in- 
cident !  It  was  hushed  up,  I  believe,  on  account  of  the 
position  of  his  parents."  He  glanced  furtively  around,  and 
in  a  lower  and  more  impressive  voice,  said :  "  I  am  not 
myself  a  believer  in  heredity,  and  I  am  not  personally  aware 
that  there  was  a  imcrderer  among  the  Sluysdael  ancestry,  but 

VOL.  IX.  R 


258  Johnny  boy, 

it  seems  that  this  monstrous  child,  in  some  clandestine  way, 
possessed  himself  of  a  huge  bowie-knife,  sir,  and  on  one  of 
those  occasions  actually  rushed  furiously  at  the  larger  boys 
— his  innocent  playfellows — and  absolutely  forced  them  to 
flee  in  fear  of  their  lives.  More  than  that,  sir,  a  loaded 
revolver  was  found  in  his  desk,  and  he  boldly  and  shame- 
lessly avowed  his  intention  to  eviscerate,  or — to  use  his  own 
revolting  language — 'to  cut  the  heart  out'  of  the  first  one 
who  again  'laid  a  finger  on  him.'"  He  paused  again,  and 
joining  his  two  hands  together  with  the  fingers  pointing  to 
the  deck,  breathed  hard  and  said,  "  His  instantaneous 
withdrawal  from  the  school  was  a  matter  of  public  necessity. 
He  was  afterwards  taken,  in  the  charge  of  a  private  tutor,  to 
Europe,  where,  I  trust,  we  shall  ?iot  meet." 

I  could  not  resist  saying  cheerfully  that,  at  least,  Johnny- 
boy  had  for  a  short  time  made  it  lively  for  the  big  boys. 

The  Rev.  Mr.  Belcher  rose  slowly,  but  painfully,  said  with 
a  deeply  grieved  expression,  "  I  don't  think  that  I  entirely 
follow  you,"  and  moved  gently  away. 

The  changes  of  youth  are  apt  to  be  more  bewildering 
than  those  of  age,  and  a  decade  scarcely  perceptible  in  an 
old  civilisation  often  means  utter  revolution  to  the  new.  It 
did  not  seem  strange  to  me,  therefore,  on  meeting  Jack 
Eracy  twelve  years  after,  to  find  that  he  had  forgotten  Miss 
Circe,  or  that  she  had  married,  and  was  living  unhappily 
with  a  middle-aged  adventurer  by  the  name  of  Jason,  who 
was  reputed  to  have  had  domestic  relations  e-lsewhere.  But 
although  subjugated  and  exorcised,  she  at  least  was  reminis- 
cent. To  my  inquiries  about  the  Sluysdaels,  she  answered 
with  a  slight  return  of  her  old  vivacity — 

"  Ah,  yes,  dear  fellow,  he  was  one  of  my  greatest  admirers." 

"  He  was  about  four  years  old  when  you  knew  him,  wasn't 

he  ?"  suggested  Jason  meanly.      "Yes,  they  usually  were 

young,  but  so  kind  of  you  to  recollect  them.    Young  Sluys- 
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dael,"  he  continued,  turning  to  me,  "  is — but  of  course  you 
know  that  disgraceful  story." 

I  felt  that  I  could  stand  this  no  longer.  '•  Yes,"  I  said 
indignantly,  "  I  know  all  about  the  school,  and  I  don't  call 
his  conduct  disgraceful  either." 

Jason  stared.  "  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  about  the 
school,"  he  returned.     "  I  am  speaking  of  his  stepfather." 

"  His  stepfather  !  " 

"  Yes ;  his  father.  Van  Buren  Sluysdael,  died,  you  know, 
a  year  after  they  left  Greyport.  The  widow  was  left  all  the 
money  in  trust  for  Johnnie,  except  about  twenty-five  hun- 
dred a  year  which  he  was  in  receipt  of  as  a  separate  income, 
even  as  a  boy.  Well,  a  glib-tongued  parson,  a  fellow  by  the 
name  of  Belcher,  got  round  the  widow — she  was  a  desperate 
fool — and,  by  Jove  !  made  her  marry  him.  He  made  ducks 
and  drakes  of  not  only  her  money,  but  Johnnie's  too,  and 
had  to  skip  to  Spain  to  avoid  the  trustees.  And  Johnnie 
— for  the  Sluysdaels  are  all  fools  or  lunatics — made  over 
his  whole  separate  income  to  that  wretched,  fashionable  fool 
of  a  mother,  and  went  into  a  stockbroker's  office  as  a  clerk." 

"And  walks  to  business  before  eight  every  morning, 
and  they  say  even  takes  down  the  shutters  and  sweeps 
out,"  broke  in  Circe  impulsively.  "  Works  like  a  slave  all 
day,  wears  out  his  old  clothes,  has  given  up  his  clubs  and 
amusements,  and  shuns  society." 

"  But  how  about  his  health  ? "  I  asked.  "  Is  he  better  and 
stronger  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Circe,  "  but  he  looks  as  beautiful  as 
Endymion." 

At  his  bank  in  Wall  Street,  Bracy  that  afternoon  con- 
firmed all  that  Jason  had  told  me  of  young  Sluysdael. 
"  But  his  temper  ?  "  I  asked.  "  You  remember  his  temper 
— surely." 
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"  He's  as  sweet  as  a  lamb — never  quarrels,  never  whines, 
never  alludes  to  his  lost  fortune,  and  is  never  put  out. 
For  a  youngster,  he's  the  most  popular  man  in  the  street. 
Shall  we  nip  round  and  see  him  ?  " 

"  By  all  means." 

"  Come.     It  isn't  far." 

A  few  steps  down  the  crowded  street  we  dived  into  a  den 
of  plate-glass  windows,  of  scraps  of  paper,  of  rattling,  tick- 
ing machines,  more  voluble  and  excited  than  the  careworn, 
abstracted  men  who  leaned  over  them.  But  "  Johnnyboy  " 
— I  started  at  the  familiar  name  again — was  not  there. 
He  was  at  luncheon. 

"  Let  us  join  him,"  I  said,  as  we  gained  the  street  again, 
and  turned  mechanically  into  Delmonico's. 

"  Not  there,"  said  Bracy,  with  a  laugh.  "  You  forget. 
That's  not  Johnnyboy's  gait  just  now.  Come  here."  He 
was  descending  a  few  steps  that  led  to  a  humble  cake -shop. 
As  we  entered,  I  noticed  a  young  fellow  standing  before 
the  plain  wooden  counter,  with  a  cake  of  ginger-bread  in 
one  hand  and  a  glass  of  milk  in  the  other.  His  profile  was 
before  me ;  I  at  once  recognised  the  long  lashes.  But  the 
happy,  boyish,  careless  laugh  that  greeted  Bracy  as  he 
presented  me  was  a  revelation. 

Yet  he  was  pleased  to  remember  me.  And  then — it  may 
have  been  embarrassment  that  led  me  to  such  tactlessness, 
but  as  I  glanced  at  him  and  the  glass  of  milk  he  was  hold- 
ing, I  could  not  help  reminding  him  of  the  first  words  I  had 
ever  heard  him  utter. 

He  tossed  off  the  glass,  coloured  slightly,  as  I  thought, 
and  said,  with  a  light  laugh — 

"  I  suppose  I  have  changed  a  good  deal  since  then,  sir." 

I  looked  at  his  demure  and  resolute  mouth,  and  won- 
dered if  he  had. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

The  good  American  barque  Skyscraper  was  swinging  at  her 
moorings  in  the  Clyde  off  Bannock,  ready  for  sea.  But 
that  good  American  barque — although  owned  in  Baltimore 
— had  not  a  plank  of  American  timber  in  her  hulk,  nor  a 
native  American  in  her  crew,  and  even  her  nautical  ''good- 
ness" had  been  called  into  serious  question  by  divers  of 
that  crew  during  her  voyage,  and  answered  more  or  less 
inconclusively  with  belaying-pins,  marlinspikes,  and  ropes' 
ends  at  the  hands  of  an  Irish-American  captain  and  a  Dutch 
and  Danish  mate.  So  much  so,  that  the  mysterious  powers 
of  the  American  consul  at  St,  Kentigern  had  been  evoked 
to  punish  mutiny  on  the  one  hand,  and  battery  and  starva- 
tion on  the  other,  both  equally  attested  by  manifestly  false 
witness  and  subornation  on  each  side.  In  the  exercise  of 
his  functions  the  consul  had  opened  and  shut  some  jail 
doors,  and  otherwise  effected  the  usual  sullen  and  deceitful 
compromise,  and  his  flag  was  now  flying,  on  a  final  visit, 
from  the  stern  sheets  of  a  smart  boat  alongside.  It  was 
with  a  feeling  of  relief  at  the  end  of  the  interview  that  he  at 
last  lifted  his  head  above  an  atmosphere  of  perjury  and 
bilge- water  and  came  on  deck.  The  sun  and  wind  were 
ruffling  and  glinting  on  the  broadening  river  beyond  the 
"  measured  mile  " ;  a  few  gulls  were  wavering  and  dipping 
near  the  lee  scuppers,  and  the  sound  of  Sabbath   bcll:^:. 
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mellowed  by  a  distance  that  secured  immunity  of  conscience, 
came  peacefully  to  his  ear, 

"Now  that  job's  over  ye'll  be  takin'  a  partin'  dhrink," 
suggested  the  captain. 

The  consul  thought  not.  Certain  incidents  of  "the  job  " 
were  fresh  in  his  memory,  and  he  proposed  to  limit  himself 
to  his  strict  duty. 

"  You  have  some  passengers,  I  see,"  he  said,  pointing  to  a 
group  of  two  men  and  a  young  girl,  who  had  apparently  just 
come  aboard. 

'•'  Only  wan  :  an  engineer  going  out  to  Rio.  Them's  just 
his  friends  seein'him  off,  I'm  thinkin',"  returned  the  captain, 
surveying  them  somewhat  contemptuously. 

The  consul  was  a  little  disturbed.  He  wondered  if  the 
passenger  knew  anything  of  the  quality  and  reputation  of  the 
ship  to  which  he  was  entrusting  his  fortunes.  But  he  was 
only  a  passenger,  and  the  consul's  functions — like  those  of 
the  aloft-sitting  cherub  of  nautical  song — were  restricted 
exclusively  to  looking  after  "  Poor  Jack."  However,  he 
asked  a  few  further  questions,  eliciting  the  fact  that  the 
stranger  had  already  visited  the  ship  with  letters  from  the 
eminently  respectable  consignees  at  St.  Kentigern,  and  con- 
tented himself  with  lingering  near  them.  The  young  girl 
was  accompanied  by  her  father,  a  respectably  rigid-looking, 
middle-class  tradesman,  who,  however,  seemed  to  be  more 
interested  in  the  novelty  of  his  surroundings  than  in  the 
movements  of  his  daughter  and  their  departing  friend.  So  it 
chanced  that  the  consul  re-entered  the  cabin — ostensibly  in 
search  of  a  missing  glove,  but  really  with  the  intention  of  see- 
ing how  the  passenger  was  bestowed — just  behind  them.  But 
to  his  great  embarrassment  he  at  once  perceived  that,  owing 
to  the  obscurity  of  the  apartment,  they  had  not  noticed  him, 
and,  before  he  could  withdraw,  the  man  had  passed  his  arm 
around  the  young  girl's  half-stiffened,  yet  half-yielding  figure. 
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"  Only  one,  Ailsa,"  he  pleaded,  in  a  slow,  serious  voice, 
pathetic  from  the  very  absence  of  any  youthful  passion  in 
it;  "just  one  now.  It'll  be  gey  lang  before  we  meet  again. 
Ye'll  not  refuse  me  now  ?  " 

The  young  girl's  lips  seemed  to  murmur  some  protest,  that, 
however,  was  lost  in  the  beginning  of  a  long  and  silent  kiss. 

Tiie  consul  slipped  out  softly.  His  smile  had  died  away- 
That  unlooked-for  touch  of  human  weakness  seemed  to 
purify  the  stuffy  and  evil-reeking  cabin,  and  the  recollection 
of  its  brutal  past  to  drop  with  a  deck-load  of  iniquity  behind 
him  to  the  bottom  of  the  Clyde.  It  is  to  be  feared  that  in 
his  unofficial  moments  he  was  inclined  to  be  sentimental, 
and  it  seemed  to  him  that  the  good  ship  Skyscraper  hence- 
forward carried  an  innocent  freight  not  mentioned  in  her 
manifest,  and  that  a  gentle,  ever-smiling  figure,  not  entered 
on  her  books,  had  invisibly  taken  a  place  at  her  wheel. 

But  he  was  recalled  to  himself  by  a  slight  altercation  on 
deck.  The  young  girl  and  the  passenger  had  just  returned 
from  the  cabin.  The  consul,  a'ter  a  discreetly  careless 
pause,  had  lifted  his  eyes  to  the  young  girl's  face,  and  saw 
that  it  was  singularly  pretty  in  colour  and  outline,  but  per- 
fectly self-composed  and  serenely  unconscious ;  and  he  was 
a  little  troubled  to  observe  that  the  passenger  was  a  middle- 
aged  man,  whose  hard  features  were  already  considerably 
worn  with  trial  and  experience. 

But  he  and  the  girl  were  listening  with  sympathising  but 
cautious  interest  to  her  father's  contention  with  the  boatman 
who  had  brought  them  from  shore,  and  who  was  now  inclined 
to  demand  an  extra  fee  for  returning  with  them.  The  boatman 
alleged  that  he  had  been  detained  beyond  "kirktime,"  and  that 
this  imperilling  of  his  salvation  could  only  be  compensated 
by  another  shilling.  To  the  consul's  surprise,  this  extraordi- 
nary argument  was  recognised  by  the  father,  who,  however, 
contented  himself  by  simply  contending  that  it  had  not  been 
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stipulated  in  the  bargain.  The  issue  was  therefore  h'mited 
and  the  discussion  progressed  slowly  and  deliberately,  with 
a  certain  calm  dignity  and  argumentative  satisfaction  on 
both  sides  that  exalted  the  subject,  though  it  irritated  the 
captain. 

"  If  ye  accept  the  premisses  that  I've  just  laid  down, 
that  ii's  a  contract " — began  the  boatman. 

"  Dry  up  !  and  haul  off,"  said  the  captain. 

"  One  moment,"  interposed  the  consul,  with  a  rapid  glance 
at  the  slight  trouble  in  the  young  girl's  face.  Turning  to 
the  father,  he  went  on :  "  Will  you  allow  me  to  offer  you 
and  your  daughter  a  seat  in  my  boat  ?  " 

It  was  an  unlooked-for  and  tempting  proposal.  The  boat- 
man was  lazily  lying  on  his  oars,  secure  in  self-righteousness 
and  the  conscious  possession  of  the  only  available  boat  to 
shore  ;  on  the  other  hand,  the  smart  gig  of  the  consul,  with 
its  four  oars,  was  not  only  a  providential  escape  from  a 
difficulty,  but  even  to  some  extent  a  quasi-official  endorse- 
ment of  his  contention.     Yet  he  hesitated. 

"  It'll  be  costin'  ye  no  more  ? "  he  said  interrogatively, 
glancing  at  the  consul's  boat's  crew,  "  or  ye'U  be  asking  me 
a  fair  proportion." 

"  It  will  be  the  gentleman's  own  boat,"  said  the  girl, 
with  a  certain  shy  assurance,  "  and  he'll  be  paying  his 
boatmen  by  the  day." 

The  consul  hastened  to  explain  that  their  passage  would 
involve  no  additional  expense  to  anybody,  and  added 
tactfully,  that  he  was  glad  to  enable  them  to  oppose 
extortion. 

"  Ay,  but  it's  a  preencipel,"  said  the  father  proudly, 
"and  I'm  pleased,  sir,  to  see  ye  recognise  it." 

He  proceeded  to  help  his  daughter  into  the  boat  without 
any  further  leave-taking  of  the  passenger,  to  the  consul's 
great  surprise,  and  with  only  a  parting  nod  from  the  young 
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girl.     It  was  as  if  ihis  momentous  incident  were  a  sufficient 
reason  for  the  absence  of  any  further  trivial  sentiment. 

Unfortunately  the  father  chose  to  add  an  exordium  for  the 
benefit  of  the  astonished  boatman,  still  lying  on  his  oars. 

"  Let  this  be  a  lesson  to  ye,  ma  frien',  when  ye're  ower 
sure  !  Ye'U  ne'er  say  a  herrin'  is  dry  until  it  be  reestit  an' 
reckit." 

"  Ay,"  said  the  boatman,  with  a  lazy  significant  glance 
at  the  consul,  "it  wuU  be  a  lesson  to  me  not  to  trust  to  a 
lassie's  ga/zg/u'  jo,  when  thair's  anither  yin  comin'." 

"  Give  way,"  said  the  consul  sharply. 

Yet  his  was  the  only  irritated  face  in  the  boat  as  the  men 
bent  over  their  oars.  The  young  girl  and  her  father  looked 
placidly  at  the  receding  ship,  and  waved  their  hands  to  the 
grave,  resigned  face  over  the  taffrail.  The  consul  examined 
them  more  attentively.  The  father's  face  showed  intelligence 
and  a  certain  probity  in  its  otherwise  commonplace  features. 
The  young  girl  had  more  distinction,  with,  perhaps,  more 
delicacy  of  outline  than  of  texture.  Her  hair  was  dark, 
with  a  burnished  copper  tint  at  its  roots,  and  eyes  that  had 
the  same  burnished  metallic  lustre  in  their  brown  pupils. 
Both  sat  respectfully  erect,  as  if  anxious  to  record  the  fact 
that  the  boat  was  not  their  own  to  take  their  ease  in ;  and 
both  were  silently  reserved,  answering  briefly  to  the  consul's 
remarks,  as  if  to  indicate  the  formality  of  their  presence 
there.  But  a  distant  railway  whistle  startled  them  into 
emotion. 

"We've  lost  the  train,  father  !"  said  the  young  girl. 

The  consul  followed  the  direction  of  her  anxious  eyes ;  the 
train  w^as  just  quitting  the  station  at  Bannock. 

"  If  ye  had  not  lingered  below  with  Jamie,  we'd  have 
been  away  in  time,  ay,  and  in  our  own  boat,"  said  the 
father,  with  marked  severity. 

The  consul  glanced  quickly  at  the  girl.     But  her  face 
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betrayed  no  consciousness,  except  of  their  present  disap- 
pointment. 

"  There's  an  excursion  boat  coming  round  the  Point," 
he  said,  pointing  to  the  black  smoke-trail  of  a  steamer 
at  the  entrance  of  a  loch,  "and  it  will  be  returning  to 
St.  Kentigern  shortly.  If  you  like,  we'll  pull  over  and  put 
you  aboard." 

"  Eh  !  but  it's  the  Sabbath-breaker  !  "  said  the  old  man 
harshly. 

The  consul  suddenly  remembered  that  that  was  the  name 
which  the  righteous  St.  Kentigerners  had  given  to  the  soli- 
tary bold,  bad  pleasure-boat  that  defied  their  Sabbatical 
observances. 

"  Perhaps  you  won't  find  very  pleasant  company  on  board," 
said  the  consul,  smiling ;  "  but  then,  you're  not  seeking  that. 
And  as  you  would  be  only  using  the  boat  to  get  back  to 
your  home,  and  not  for  Sunday  recreation,  I  don't  think  your 
conscience  should  trouble  you." 

"  Ay,  that's  a  fine  argument,  Mr.  Consul,  but  I'm  thinking 
it's  none  the  less  sopheestry  for  a'  that,"  said  the  father 
grimly.  "  No ;  if  ye'll  just  land  us  yonder  at  Bannock  pier, 
we'll  be  aye  thankin'  ye  the  same." 

"  But  what  will  you  do  there  ?  There's  no  other  train 
to-day." 

"Ay,  we'll  walk  on  a  bit." 

The  consul  was  silent.  After  a  pause  the  young  girl 
lifted  her  clear  eyes,  and  with  a  half-pathetic,  half-childish 
politeness,  said  :  "  We'll  be  doing  very  well — my  father 
and  me.     You're  far  too  kind." 

Nothing  further  was  said  as  they  began  to  thread  their 
way  between  a  few  large  ships  and  an  ocean  steamer  at 
anchor,  from  whose  decks  a  few  Sunday-clothed  mariners 
gazed  down  admiringly  on  the  smart  gig  and  the  pretty  girl 
in  a  tam-o'-shanter  in  its  stern  sheets.     But  here  a  new  idea 
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struck  the  consul,  A  cable's  length  ahead  lay  a  yacht, 
owned  by  an  American  friend,  and  at  her  stern  a  steam 
launch  swung  to  its  i)ainter.  Without  intimating  his  in- 
tention to  his  passengers,  he  steered  for  it.  "  Bow  ! — way 
enough,"  he  called  out  as  the  boat  glided  under  the  yacht's 
counter,  and  grasping  the  companion-ladder  ropes,  he  leaped 
aboard.  In  a  few  hurried  words  he  explained  the  situation 
to  Mr.  Robert  Gray,  her  owner,  and  suggested  that  he  should 
send  the  belated  passengers  to  St.  Kentigern  by  the  launch. 
Gray  assented  with  the  easy  good-nature  of  youth,  wealth, 
and  indolence,  and  lounged  from  his  cabin  to  the  side. 
The  consul  followed.  Looking  down  upon  the  boat,  he 
could  not  help  observing  that  his  fair  young  passenger, 
silting  in  her  demure  stillness  at  her  father's  side,  made 
a  very  pretty  picture.  It  was  possible  that  "  Bob  Gray  " 
had  made  the  same  observation,  for  he  presently  swung 
himself  over  the  gangway  into  the  gig,  hat  in  hand.  The 
launch  could  easily  take  them  ;  in  fact,  he  added  unblush- 
ingly,  it  was  even  then  getting  up  steam  to  go  to  St.  Kenti- 
gern. Would  they  kindly  come  on  board  until  it  was  ready  ? 
At  an  added  word  or  two  of  explanation  from  the  consul, 
the  father  accepted,  preserving  the  same  formal  pride  and 
stiffness,  and  the  transfer  was  made.  The  consul,  looking 
back  as  his  gig  swept  round  again  towards  Bannock  pier, 
received  their  parting  salutations,  and  the  first  smile  he  had 
seen  on  the  face  of  his  grave  little  passenger.  He  thought 
it  very  sweet  and  sad. 

He  did  not  return  to  the  Consulate  at  St.  Kentigern 
until  the  next  day.  But  he  was  somewhat  surprised  to 
find  Mr.  Robert  Gray  awaiting  him,  and  upon  some  busi- 
ness which  the  young  millionaire  could  have  easily  deputed 
to  his  captain  or  steward.  As  he  still  lingered,  the  consul 
pleasantly  referred  to  his  generosity  on  the  previous  day, 
and  hoped  the  passengers  had  given  him  no  trouble. 
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"No,"  said  Gray,  with  a  slight  simulation  of  carelessness. 
"  In  fact,  I  came  up  with  them  myself.  I  had  nothing  to  do  ; 
it  was  Sunday,  you  know." 

The  consul  lifted  his  eyebrows  slightly. 

"  Yes,  I  saw  them  home,"  continued  Gray  lightly.  "  In 
one  of  those  by-streets  not  far  from  here ;  neat-looking 
house  outside ;  inside,  corkscrew  stone  staircase,  like  a 
lighthouse ;  fourth  floor,  no  lift,  but  she  circled  up  like  a 
swallow.  Flat — sitting-room,  two  bedrooms,  and  a  kitchen 
— mighty  snug  and  shipshape,  and  pretty  as  a  pink.  They 
ozu?i  it,  too ;  fancy  owtiing  part  of  a  house  !  Seems  to  be 
a  way  they  have  here  in  St.  Kentigern."  He  paused,  and 
then  added  :  "  Stayed  there  to  a  kind  of  high  tea  !  " 

"  Indeed  !  "  said  the  consul. 

"  Why  not  ?  The  old  man  wanted  to  return  my  '  hospi- 
tality '  and  square  the  account !  He  wasn't  going  to  lie 
under  any  obligation  to  a  stranger,  and,  by  Jove  !  he  made 
it  a  special  point  of  honour  !  A  Spanish  grandee  couldn't 
have  been  more  punctilious.  And  with  an  accent — Jeru- 
salem !  like  a  north-easter  off  the  banks  !  But  the  feed 
was  in  good  taste,  and  he  only  a  mathematical  instrument 
maker,  on  about  twelve  hundred  dollars  a  year  !  " 

"  You  seem  to  know  all  about  him,"  said  the  consul 
smilingly. 

"Not  so  much  as  he  does  about  me,"  returned  Gray, 
with  a  half-perplexed  face;  "for  he  saw  enough  to  admonish 
me  about  my  extravagance,  and  even  to  intimate  that  that 
rascal  Saunderson,  my  steward,  was  imposing  on  me.  She 
took  me  to  task,  too,  for  not  laying  the  yacht  up  on  Sunday, 
that  the  men  could  go  '  to  kirk,'  and  for  swearing  at 
a  bargeman  who  ran  across  our  bows.  It's  their  perfect 
simplicity  and  sincerity  in  all  this — that  gets  me  !  You'd 
have  thought  that  the  old  man  was  my  guardian,  and  the 
daughter  my  aunt."    After  a  pause  he  uttered  a  reminiscent 
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laugh.  "  She  thought  we  ate  and  drank  too  much  on  the 
yacht,  and  wondered  what  we  could  find  to  do  all  day. 
All  this,  you  know,  in  the  gentlest  caressing  sort  of  voice, 
as  if  she  were  really  concerned,  like  one's  own  sister.  Well, 
not  exactly  like  mine  " — he  interrupted  himself  grimly — 
"  but,  hang  it  all  !  you  know  what  I  mean.  You  know 
that  our  girls  over  there  haven't  got  tJuit  trick  of  voice. 
Too  much  self-assertion,  I  reckon ;  things  made  too  easy 
for  them  by  us  men.  Habit  of  race,  I  daresay."  He 
laughed  a  little.  "  Why,  I  mislaid  my  glove  when  I  was 
coming  away,  and  it  was  as  good  as  a  play  to  hear  her 
commiserating  and  sympathising,  and  hunting  for  it  as  if 
it  were  a  lost  baby." 

"  But  you've  seen  Scotch  girls  before  this,"  said  the 
consul.  "There  were  Lady  Claim's  daughters,  whom  you 
took  on  a  cruise." 

"Yes,  but  the  swell  Scotch  all  imitate  the  English,  as 
everybody  else  does,  for  the  matter  of  that,  our  girls  included, 
and  they're  all  alike.  Society  makes  'em  fit  in  together  like 
tongued  and  grooved  planks  that  will  take  any  amount  of 
holy-stoning  and  polish.  It's  like  dropping  into  a  dead  calm, 
with  every  rope  and  spar  that  you  know  already  reflected 
back  from  the  smooth  water  upon  you.  It's  mighty  pretty, 
but  it  isn't  getting  on,  you  know."  After  a  pause  he  added  : 
"  I  asked  them  to  take  a  little  holiday  cruise  with  me." 

"  And  they  declined,"  interrupted  the  consul. 

Gray  glanced  at  him  quickly. 

"Well,  yes,  that's  all  right  enough.  They  don't  know 
me,  you  see,  but  they  do  know  you,  and  the  fact  is,  I  was 
thinking  that  as  you're  our  consul  here,  don't  you  see,  and 
sort  of  responsible  for  me,  you  might  say  that  it  was  all 
right,  you  know.  Quite  the  customary  thing  with  us  over 
there.     And  you  might  say,  generally,  who  I  am." 

"  I  see,"  said  the  consul  deliberately.     "  Tell  them  you're 
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Lob  Gray,  with  more  money  and  time  than  you  know  what 
to  do  with;  that  you  have  a  fine  taste  for  yachting  and  shoot- 
ing and  racing,  and  amusing  yourself  generally ;  that  you  find 
that  tliey  amuse  you,  and  you  would  like  your  luxury  and 
your  dollars  to  stand  as  an  equivalent  to  their  independence 
and  originality ;  that,  being  a  good  Republican  yourself,  and 
recognising  no  distinction  of  class,  you  don't  care  what  this 
may  mean  to  them  who  are  brought  up  differently;  that  after 
their  cruise  with  you  you  don't  care  what  life,  what  friends, 
or  what  jealousies  they  return  to  ;  that  you  know  no  ties,  no 
responsibilities  beyond  the  present,  and  that  you  are  not  a 
marrying  man." 

"  Look  here,  I  saj',  aren't  you  making  a  little  too  much 
of  this  ?  "  said  Gray  stiffly. 

The  consul  laughed.    "I  should  be  glad  to  know  that  I  am." 

Gray  rose.  "  We'll  be  dropping  down  the  river  to-morrow," 
he  said,  with  a  return  of  his  usual  lightness,  "  and  I  reckon 
I'll  be  toddling  down  to  the  wharf.  Good-bye,  if  I  don't  see 
you  again." 

He  passed  out.  As  the  consul  glanced  from  the  window 
he  observed,  however,  that  Mr.  Gray  was  "  toddling "  in 
quite  another  direction  than  the  wharf.  For  an  instant  he 
half  regretted  that  he  had  not  suggested,  in  some  discreet 
way,  the  conclusion  he  had  arrived  at  after  witnessing  the 
girl's  parting  with  the  middle-aged  passenger  the  day  before. 
But  he  reflected  that  this  was  something  he  had  only  acci- 
dentally overseen,  and  was  the  girl's  own  secret. 


CHAPTER  H. 

When  the  summer  had  so  waxed  in  its  fulness  that  the 
smoke  of  factory  chimneys  drifted  high,  permitting  glimpses 
of  fairly  blue  sky;  when  the  grass  in  St.  Kentigern's  proudest 
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park  took  on  a  less  sober  green  in  the  comfortable  sun,  and 
even  in  the  thickest  shade  there  was  no  chilliness,  the  good 
St.  Kentigerners  recognised  that  the  season  had  arrived  to 
go  "  down  the  river,"  and  that  it  was  time  for  them  to  be- 
take themselves,  with  rugs,  mackintoshes,  and  umbrellas,  to 
the  breezy  lochs  and  misty  hillsides  for  which  the  neighbour- 
hood of  St.  Kentigern  is  justly  famous.  So  when  it  came 
to  pass  that  the  blinds  were  down  in  the  highest  places, 
and  the  most  exclusive  pavements  of  St.  Kentigern  were 
echoless  and  desolate,  the  consul  heroically  tore  himself 
from  the  weak  delight  of  basking  in  the  sunshine,  and  fol- 
lowed the  others. 

He  soon  found  himself  settled  at  the  farthest  end  of  a  long 
narrow  loch,  made  longer  and  narrower  by  the  steep  hill- 
side of  rock  and  heather  which  flanked  its  chilly  surface 
on  either  side,  and  whose  inequalities  were  lost  in  the  firs 
and  larches  that  filled  ravine  and  chasm.  The  fragrant 
road  which  ran  sinuously  through  their  shadowy  depths  was 
invisible  from  the  loch ;  no  protuberance  broke  the  seem- 
ingly sheer  declivity  \  the  even  sky-line  was  indented  in 
two  places — one  where  it  was  cracked  into  a  fanciful  re- 
semblance to  a  human  profile,  the  other  where  it  was 
curved  like  a  bowl.  Need  it  be  said  that  one  was  distinctly 
recognised  as  the  silhouette  of  a  prehistoric  giant,  and  that 
the  other  was  his  drinking-cup?  need  it  be  added  that 
neither  lent  the  slightest  human  suggestion  to  the  solitude  ? 
A  toylike  pier  extending  into  the  loch,  midway  from  the 
barren  shore,  only  heightened  the  desolation.  And  when 
the  little  steamboat  that  occasionally  entered  the  loch  took 
away  a  solitary  passenger  from  the  pierhead,  the  simplest 
parting  was  invested  with  a  dreary  loneliness  that  might 
have  brought  tears  to  the  most  hardened  eye. 

Still,  when  the  shadow  of  either  hillside  was  not  reaching 
across  the  loch,  the  meridian  sun,  chancing  upon  this  coy 
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mirror,  made  the  most  of  it.  Then  it  was  that,  seen  from 
above,  it  flashed  hke  a  falchion  lying  between  the  hills; 
then  its  reflected  glory,  striking  up,  transfigured  the  two 
acclivities,  tipped  the  cold  heather  with  fire,  gladdened  the 
funereal  pines,  and  warmed  the  ascetic  rocks.  And  it  was 
in  one  of  those  rare,  passionate  intervals  that  the  consul, 
riding  along  the  wooded  track  and  turning  his  eyes  from 
their  splendours,  came  upon  a  little  house. 

It  had  once  been  a  sturdy  cottage,  with  a  grim  endur- 
ance and  inflexibility,  which  even  some  later  and  lighter 
additions  had  softened  rather  than  changed.  On  either 
side  of  the  door,  against  the  bleak  whitewashed  wall,  two 
tall  fuchsias  relieved  the  rigid  blankness  with  a  show  of 
colour.  The  windows  were  prettily  draped  with  curtains, 
caught  up  with  gay  ribbons.  In  a  stony  pound-like  en- 
closure there  was  some  attempt  at  floral  cultivation,  but 
all  quite  recent.  So,  too,  were  a  wicker  garden  seat,  a 
bright  Japanese  umbrella,  and  a  tropical  hammock  sus- 
pended between  two  Arctic-looking  bushes,  which  the  rude 
and  rigid  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  would  have  probably 
resented. 

He  had  just  passed  the  house  when  a  charming  figure 
slipped  across  the  road  before  him.  To  his  surprise  it  was 
the  young  girl  he  had  met  a  few  months  before  on  the 
Skyscraper.  But  the  tam-o'-shanter  was  replaced  by  a 
little  straw  hat ;  and  a  light  dress,  summery  in  colour  and 
texture,  but  more  in  keeping  with  her  rustic  surroundings, 
seemed  as  grateful  and  rare  as  the  sunshine.  Without 
knowing  why,  he  had  an  impression  that  it  was  of  her  own 
making — a  gentle  plagiarism  of  the  style  of  her  more 
fortunate  sisters,  but  with  a  demure  restraint  all  her  own. 
As  she  recognised  him,  a  faint  colour  came  to  her  cheek, 
partly  from  surprise,  partly  from  some  association.  To  his 
delighted  greeting  she  responded  by  informing  him  that  her 
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father  had  taken  the  cottage  he  had  just  passed,  where  they 
were  spending  a  three  weeks'  vacation  from  his  business.  It 
was  not  so  far  from  St.  Kentigern  but  that  he  could  run  up 
for  a  day  to  look  after  the  shop.  Did  the  consul  not  think 
it  was  wise  ? 

Quite  ready  to  assent  to  any  sagacity  in  those  clear  brown 
eyes,  the  consul  thought  it  was.  But  was  it  not,  like  wisdom, 
sometimes  lonely? 

Ah !  no.  There  was  the  loch  and  tlie  hills  and  the 
heather;  there  were  her  flowers;  did  he  not  think  they 
were  growing  well  ?  and  at  the  head  of  the  loch  there  was 
the  old  tomb  of  the  M'HulisheSj  and  some  of  the  coffins 
were  still  to  be  seen. 

Perhaps  emboldened  by  the  consul's  smile,  she  added, 
with  a  more  serious  precision,  which  was,  however,  lost  in  the 
sympathising  caress  of  her  voice,  "  And  would  you  not  be 
getting  off  and  coming  in  and  resting  a  wee  bit  before  you  go 
farther?  It  would  be  so  good  of  you,  and  father  would  think 
it  so  kind.     And  he  will  be  there  now,  if  you're  looking." 

The  consul  looked.  The  old  man  was  standing  in  the 
doorway  of  the  cottage,  as  respectably  uncompromising  as 
ever,  with  the  slight  concession  to  his  rural  surroundings 
of  wearing  a  tam-o'-shanter  and  easy  slippers.  The  consul 
dismounted  and  entered.  The  interior  was  simply  but  taste- 
fully furnished.  It  struck  him  that  the  Scotch  prudence 
and  economy,  which  practically  excluded  display  and  mere- 
tricious glitter,  had  reached  the  simplicity  of  the  truest 
art  and  the  most  refined  wealth.  He  felt  he  could  under- 
stand Gray's  enthusiasm,  and  by  an  odd  association  of 
ideas  he  found  himself  thinking  of  the  resigned  face  of 
the  lonely  passenger  on  the  Skyscraper. 

"Have  you  heard  any  news  of  your  friend  who  went  to 
Rio?"  he  asked  pleasantly,  but  without  addressing  himself 
particularly  to  either. 

VOL.  IX.  S 
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There  was  a  perceptible  pause ;  doubtless  of  deference  to 
her  father  on  the  part  of  the  young  girl,  and  of  the  usual 
native  conscientious  caution  on  the  part  of  the  father ;  but 
neither  betrayed  any  embarrassment  or  emotion.  "  No  ;  he 
would  not  be  writing  yet,"  she  at  length  said  simply ;  "  he 
would  be  waiting  until  he  was  settled  to  his  business.  Jamie 
would  be  waiting  until  he  could  say  how  he  was  doing, 
father?"  she  appealed  interrogatively  to  the  old  man. 

"Ay,  James  Gow  would  not  fash  himself  to  write  com- 
pliments and  gossip  till  he  knew  his  position  and  work," 
corroborated  the  old  man.  "  He'll  not  be  going  two  thou- 
sand miles  to  send  us  what  we  can  read  in  the  ,5"/.  Ke7iti- 
gern  Herald.  But,"  he  added  suddenly,  with  a  recall  of 
cautiousness,  " perhaps _>w^  will  be  hearing  of  the  ship.?" 

"  The  consul  will  not  be  remembering  what  he  hears  of 
all  the  ships,"  interposed  the  young  girl,  with  the  same 
gentle  affectation  of  superior  worldly  knowledge  which  had 
before  amused  him.  "We'll  be  wearying  him,  father,"  and 
the  subject  dropped. 

The  consul,  glancing  around  the  room  again,  but  always 
returning  to  the  sweet  and  patient  seriousness  of  the  young 
girl's  face  and  the  grave  decorum  of  her  father,  would  have 
liked  to  ask  another  question,  but  it  was  presently  antici- 
pated ;  for  when  he  had  exhausted  the  current  topics,  in 
which  both  father  and  daughter  displayed  a  quiet  sagacity, 
and  he  had  gathered  a  sufficient  knowledge  of  their  character 
to  seem  to  justify  Gray's  enthusiasm,  and  was  rising  to  take 
his  leave,  the  young  girl  said  timidly — 

"  Would  ye  not  let  Bessie  take  your  horse  to  the  grass  field 
over  yonder,  and  yourself  stay  with  us  to  dinner?  It  would 
be  most  kind,  and  you  would  meet  a  great  friend  of  yours, 
who  will  be  here." 

"Mr.  Gray?"  suggested  the  consul  audaciously.  Yet  he 
was  greatly  surprised  when  the  young  girl  said  quietly,  "  Ay." 
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"  He'll  be  coming  in  the  loch  with  his  yacht,"  said  the 
old  man.  "  It's  not  so  expensive  lying  here  as  at  Bannock, 
I'm  thinking ;  and  the  men  cannot  gang  ashore  for  drink. 
Eh,  but  it's  an  awful  waste  o'  pounds,  shillings,  and  pence 
keeping  these  gowks  in  idleness  with  no  feeshin'  nor  carry- 
ing of  passengers." 

"Ay,  but  it's  better  Mr.  Gray  should  pay  them  for  being 
decent  and  well-behaved  on  board  his  ship,  than  that  they 
should  be  out  of  work  and  rioting  in  taverns  and  lodging- 
houses.  And  you  yourself,  father,  remember  the  herrin' 
fishers  that  come  ashore  at  Ardie,  and  the  deck  hands  of 
the  excursion  boat,  and  the  language  they'll  be  using." 

"Have  you  had  a  cruise  in  the  yacht?"  asked  the  consul 
quickly. 

"Ay,"  said  the  father,  "we  have  been  up  and  down  the 
loch,  and  around  the  far  point,  but  not  for  boardin'  or 
lodgin'  the  night,  nor  otherwise  conteenuing  or  partee- 
cipating.  I  have  explained  to  Mr.  Gray  that  we  must  re- 
turn to  our  own  home  and  our  own  porridge  at  evening, 
and  he  has  agreed,  and  even  come  with  us.  He's  a  decent 
enough  lad,  and  not  above  instructin',  but  extraordinar' 
extravagant." 

"  Ye  know,  father,"  interposed  the  young  girl,  "  he  talks 
of  fitting  up  the  yacht  for  the  fishing,  and  taking  some  of  his 
most  decent  men  on  shares.  He  says  he  was  very  fond  of 
fishing  off  the  Massachusetts  coast,  in  America.  It  will  be, 
I'm  thinking,"  she  said,  suddenly  turning  to  the  consul  with 
an  almost  pathetic  appeal  in  her  voice,  "a  great  occupation 
for  the  rich  young  men  over  there." 

The  consul,  desperately  struggling  with  a  fanciful  picture 
of  Mr.  Robert  Gray  as  a  herring  fisher,  thought  gravely  that 
it  "  might  be."  But  he  thought  still  more  gravely,  though 
silently,  of  this  singular  companionship,  and  was  somewhat 
anxious  to  confront  his  friend  with  his  new  acquaintances. 
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He  liad  not  long  to  wait.  The  sun  was  just  dipping  behind 
the  hill  when  the  yacht  glided  into  the  lonely  loch.  A  boat 
was  put  off,  and  in  a  few  moments  Robert  Gray  was  climbing 
the  little  path  from  the  loch. 

Had  the  consul  expected  any  embarrassment  or  lover-like 
consciousness  on  the  face  of  Mr.  Gray  at  their  unexpected 
meeting,  he  would  have  been  disappointed.  Nor  was  the 
young  man's  greeting  of  father  and  daughter,  whom  he 
addressed  as  Mr.  and  Miss  Callender,  marked  by  any  ten- 
derness or  hesitation.  On  the  contrary,  a  certain  seriousness 
and  quiet  reticence,  unlike  Gray,  which  might  have  been 
borrowed  from  his  new  friends,  characterised  his  speech  and 
demeanour.  Beyond  this  freemasonry  of  sad  repression 
there  was  no  significance  of  look  or  word  passed  between 
these  two  young  people.  The  girl's  voice  retained  its  even 
pathos.  Gray's  grave  politeness  was  equally  divided  be- 
tween her  and  her  father.  He  corroborated  what  Callender 
had  said  of  his  previous  visits  without  affectation  or  demon- 
stration ;  he  spoke  of  the  possibilities  of  his  fitting  up  the 
yacht  for  the  fishing  season  with  a  practical  detail  and 
economy  that  left  the  consul's  raillery  ineffective.  Even 
when,  afier  dinner,  the  consul  purposely  walked  out  in  the 
garden  with  the  father,  Gray  and  Ailsa  presently  followed 
them  without  lingering  or  undue  precipitation,  and  with  no 
change  of  voice  or  manner.  The  consul  was  perplexed. 
Had  the  girl  already  told  Gray  of  her  lover  across  the  sea, 
and  was  this  singular  restraint  their  joint  acceptance  of 
their  fate ;  or  was  he  mistaken  in  supposing  that  their 
relations  were  anything  more  than  the  simple  friendship 
of  patron  and  prote'gee  ?  Gray  w^as  rich  enough  to  indulge 
in  such  a  fancy,  and  the  father  and  daughter  were  too 
proud  to  ever  allow  it  to  influence  their  own  independence. 
In  any  event,  the  consul's  right  to  divulge  the  secret  he  was 
accidentally  possessed  of  seemed  more  questionable  than 
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ever.  Nor  did  there  appear  to  be  any  opportunity  for  a 
confidential  talk,  with  Gray,  since  it  was  proposed  that  the 
whole  party  should  return  to  the  yacht  for  supper,  after  which 
the  consul  should  be  dropped  at  the  pierhead,  distant  only 
a  few  minutes  from  his  hotel,  and  his  horse  sent  to  him  the 
next  day. 

A  faint  moon  was  shimmering  along  the  surface  of  Loch 
Dour  in  icy  little  ripples  when  they  pulled  out  from  the 
sliadows  of  the  hillside.  By  the  accident  of  position,  Gray, 
who  was  steering,  sat  beside  Ailsa  in  the  stern,  while  the 
consul  and  Mr.  Callender  were  farther  forward,  although 
within  hearing.  The  faces  of  the  young  people  were  turned 
towards  each  other,  yet  in  the  cold  moonlight  the  consul 
fancied  they  looked  as  impassive  and  unemotional  as  statues. 
The  few  distant,  far-spaced  lights  that  trembled  on  the  fading 
shore,  the  lonely  glitter  of  the  water,  the  blackness  of  the 
pine-clad  ravines,  seemed  to  be  a  part  of  this  repression, 
until  the  vast  melancholy  of  the  lake  appeared  to  meet  and 
overflow  them  like  an  advancing  tide.  Added  to  this,  there 
came  from  time  to  time  the  faint  sound  and  smell  of  the 
-distant,  desolate  sea. 

The  consul,  struggling  manfully  to  keep  up  a  spasmodic 
discussion  on  Scotch  diminutives  in  names,  found  himself 
mechanically  saying — 

"  And  James  you  call  Jamie  ?  " 

"  Ay ;  but  ye  would  say,  to  be  pure  Scotch,  '  Hamish,' " 
said  Mr.  Callender  precisely.  The  girl,  however,  had  not 
spoken ;  but  Gray  turned  to  her  with  something  of  his  old 
gaiety. 

"  And  I  suppose  you  would  call  me  Robbie  ? " 

"Ah,  no!" 

"  What,  then  ?  " 

'"Robin."' 

Her  voice  was  low,  yet  distinct,  but  she  had  thrown  into 
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the  two  syllables  such  infinite  tenderness,  that  the  consul 
was  for  an  instant  struck  with  an  embarrassment  akin  to 
that  he  had  felt  in  the  cabin  of  the  Skyscraper,  and  half 
expected  the  father  to  utter  a  shocked  protest ;  and  to 
save  what  he  thought  would  be  an  appalling  silence,  he 
said,  with  a  quiet  laugh — 

"Thai's  the  fellow  who  '  made  the  assembly  shine'  in  the 
song,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  That  was  Robin  Adair,"  said  Gray  quietly ;  "  unfortu- 
nately, I  would  only  be  'Robin  Gray,'  and  that's  quite 
another  song." 

"^/^Z^  Robin  Gray,  sir,  deestinctly  '  auld  '  in  the  song," 
interrupted  Mr.  Callender,  with  stern  precision;  "and  I'm 
thinking  he  was  not  so  very  unfortunate  either." 

The  discussion  of  Scotch  diminutives  halting  here,  the 
boat  sped  on  silently  to  the  yacht.  But  although  Robert 
Gray,  as  host,  recovered  some  of  his  usual  hght-heartedness, 
the  consul  failed  to  discover  anything  in  his  manner  to 
indicate  the  lover;  nor  did  Miss  Ailsa,  after  her  single  lapse 
of  tender  accent,  exhibit  the  least  consciousness.  It  was 
true  that  their  occasional  frank  allusions  to  previous  con- 
versations seemed  to  show  that  their  opportunities  had  not 
been  restricted,  but  nothing  more.  He  began  again  to 
think  he  was  mistaken. 

As  he  wished  to  return  early,  and  yet  not  hasten  the 
Callenders,  he  prevailed  upon  Gray  to  send  him  to  the 
pierhead  first,  and  not  disturb  the  party.  As  he  stepped 
into  the  boat,  something  in  the  appearance  of  the  coxswain 
awoke  an  old  association  in  his  mind.  The  man  at  first 
seemed  to  avoid  his  scrutiny,  but  when  they  were  well 
away  from  the  yacht,  he  said  hesitatingly — 

"  I  see  you  remember  me,  sir.  But  if  it's  all  the  same 
to  you,  I've  got  a  good  berth  here,  and  would  like  to 
keep  it." 
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The  consul  had  a  flash  of  memory.  It  was  the  boatswain 
of  the  Skyscraper,  one  of  the  least  objectionable  of  the  crew. 

"But  what  are  you  doing  here?  you  shipped  for  the 
voyage,"  he  said  sharply. 

"Yes,  but  I  got  away  at  Key  West  when  I  knew  what 
was  coming.     I  wasn't  on  her  when  she  was  abandoned." 

"  Abandoned  ! "  repeated  the  consul.     "  What  the  d 1 

Do  you  mean  to  say  she  was  wrecked  ?  " 

"Well,  yes.  You  know  what  I  mean,  sir.  It  was  an 
understood  thing.  She  was  over-insured,  and  scuttled  in 
the  Bahamas.  It  was  a  put-up  job,  and  I  reckoned  I  was 
well  out  of  it." 

"  But  there  was  a  passenger  !  What  of  him  ?  "  demanded 
the  consul  anxiously. 

"  Dunno  !  But  I  reckon  he  got  away.  There  w'asn't 
any  of  the  crew  lost  that  I  know  of.  Let's  see,  he  was  an 
engineer,  wasn't  he  ?  I  reckon  he  had  to  take  a  hand  at 
the  pumps,  and  his  chances  with  the  rest." 

"  Does  Mr.  Gray  know  of  this  ?  "  asked  the  consul,  after 
a  pause. 

The  man  stared. 

"  Not  from  me,  sir.  You  see,  it  was  nothin'  to  him,  and 
I  didn't  care  talking  much  about  the  Skyscraper.  It  was 
hushed  up  in  the  papers.     You  won't  go  back  on  me,  sir?  " 

"  You  don't  know  what  became  of  the  passenger?" 

"  No.  But  he  was  a  Scotchman,  and  they're  bound  to 
fall  on  their  feet  somehow  !  " 


CHAPTER  III. 

The  December  fog  that  overhung  St.  Kentigern  had 
thinned  sufficiently  to  permit  the  passage  of  a  few  large 
snowflakes,  soiled  in  their  descent,  until  in  colour  and  con- 
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sistency  they  spotted  the  steps  of  the  Consulate  and  the 
umbrellas  of  the  passers-by  like  sprinklings  of  grey  mortar. 
Neveriheless,  the  consul  thought  the  streets  preferable  to 
the  persistent  gloom  of  his  ofifice,  and  sallied  out.     Youthful 
mercantile  St.  Kentigern  strode  sturdily  past  him   in  the 
lightest  covert  coats ;  collegiate  St.  Kentigern  fluttered  by 
in  the  scantiest  of  red  gowns,  shaming  the  furs  that  defended 
his  more  exotic  blood ;  and  the  bare  red  feet  of  a  few  fac- 
tory girls,  albeit  their  head  and  shoulders  were  draped  and 
hooded  in  thick  shawls,  filled  him  with  a  keen  sense  of 
his  effeminacy.     Everything  of  earth,  air,  and  sky,  and  even 
the  faces  of  those  he  looked  upon,  seemed  to  be  set  in  the 
hard,  patient  endurance  of  the  race.     Everywhere  on  that 
dismal  day  he  fancied  he  could  see  this  energy  without  rest- 
lessness, this  earnestness  without  geniality,  all  grimly  set 
against  the  hard  environment  of  circumstance  and  weather. 
The  consul  turned  into  one  of  the  main  arteries  of  St. 
Kentigern,  a  wide  street  that,  however,  began  and  ended 
inconsequently,  and  with  half-a-dozen  social  phases  in  as 
many  blocks.     Here  the  snow  ceased,  the  fog  thickened 
suddenly  with  the  waning  day,  and  the  consul  found  himself 
isolated  and  cut  off  on  a  block  which  he  did  not  remember, 
with  the  clatter  of  an  invisible  tramway  in  his  ears.     It  was 
a  block  of  small  houses  with  smaller  shop-fronts.     The  one 
immediately  before  him  seemed  to  be  an  optician's,  but  the 
dimly  lighted  windows  also  displayed  the  pathetic  reinforce- 
ment of  a  few  watches,  cheap  jewellery  on  cards,  and  several 
cairngorm  brooches  and  pins  set  in  silver.     It  occurred  to 
liim  that  he  wanted  a  new  watch  crystal,  and  that  he  would 
procure  it  here  and  inquire  his  way.     Opening  the  door,  he 
perceived  that  there  was   no   one  in  the  shop  ;  but  from 
behind  the  counter  another  open   door  disclosed  a  neat 
sitting-room,  so  close  to  the  street  that  it  gave  the  casual 
customer  the  sensation  of  having  intruded  upon  domestic 
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privacy.     The  consul's  entrance  tinkled  a  small  bell  which 
brought  a  figure  to  the  door.     It  was  Ailsa  Callender. 

The  consul  was  startled.  He  had  not  seen  her  since  he 
had  brought  to  their  cottage  the  news  of  the  shipwreck  with 
a  precaution  and  delicacy  that  their  calm  self-control  and 
patient  resignation,  however,  seemed  to  make  almost  an 
impertinence.  But  this  was  no  longer  the  handsome  shop 
in  the  chief  thoroughfare  with  its  tw^o  shopmen  which  he 
previously  knew  as  "  Callender's."  And  Ailsa  here  !  What 
misfortune  had  befallen  them  ? 

Whatever  it  was,  there  was  no  shadow  of  it  in  her  clear 
eyes  and  frank  yet  timid  recognition  of  him.  Falling  in 
with  her  stoical  and  reticent  acceptance  of  it,  he  nevertheless 
gathered  that  the  Callenders  had  lost  money  in  some  inven- 
tion which  James  Gow  had  taken  with  him  to  Rio,  but  which 
was  sunk  in  the  ship.  With  this  revelation  of  a  business 
interest  in  what  he  had  believed  w\is  only  a  sentimental 
relation,  the  consul  ventured  to  continue  his  inquiries.  Mr. 
Gow  had  escaped  with  his  life  and  had  reached  Honduras, 
where  he  expected  to  try  his  fortunes  anew.  It  might  be  a 
year  or  two  longer  before  there  were  any  results.  Did  the 
consul  know  anything  of  Honduras  ?  There  was  coffee 
there — so  she  and  her  father  understood.  All  this  with 
little  hopefulness,  no  irritation,  but  a  divine  patience  in  her 
eyes.  The  consul,  who  found  that  his  watch  required 
extensive  repairing,  and  had  sudiicnly  developed  an  inor- 
dinate passion  for  cairngorms,  watched  her  as  she  opened 
the  show-case  with  no  affectation  of  unfamiliarity  with  her 
occupation,  but  with  all  her  old  serious  concern.     Surely  she 

would  have  made  as  thorough  a  shop-girl  as  she  would 

His  half-formulated  thought  look  tlie  shape  of  a  question. 

"  Have  you  seen  Mr.  Gray  since  his  return  from  the 
Mediterranean  ?  " 

Ah  !  one  of  the  brooches  had  slipped  from  her  fingers  to 
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the  bottom  of  the  case.  There  was  an  interval  or  two  of 
pathetic  murmuring,  with  her  fair  head  under  the  glass, 
before  she  could  find  it ;  then  she  lifted  her  eyes  to  the 
consul.  They  were  still  slightly  suffused  with  her  sym- 
pathetic concern.  The  stone,  which  was  set  in  a  thistle — 
the  national  emblem — did  he  not  know  it? — had  dropped 
out.  But  she  could  put  it  in.  It  was  pretty  and  not 
expensive.  It  was  marked  twelve  shillings  on  the  card,  but 
he  could  have  it  for  ten  shillings.  No,  she  had  not  seen 
Mr.  Gray  since  they  had  lost  their  fortune.  (It  struck  the 
consul  as  none  the  less  pathetic  that  she  seemed  really  to 
believe  in  their  former  opulence.)  They  could  not  be  seeing 
him  there  in  a  small  shop,  and  they  could  not  see  him 
elsewhere.  It  was  far  belter  as  it  was.  Yet  she  paused  a 
moment  when  she  had  wrapped  up  the  brooch.  "  You'd  be 
seeing  him  yourself  sometimes  ?  "  she  added  gently. 

"Perhaps." 

"Then  you'll  not  mind  saying  how  my  father  and  myself 
are  sometimes  thinking  of  his  goodness  and  kindness,"  she 
went  on,  in  a  voice  whose  tenderness  seemed  to  increase 
with  the  formal  precision  of  her  speech. 

"Certainly." 

"And  you'll  say  we're  not  forgetting  him." 

"  I  promise." 

As  she  handed  him  the  parcel  her  lips  softly  parted  in 
what  might  have  been  equally  a  smile  or  a  sigh. 

He  was  able  to  keep  his  promise  sooner  than  he  had 
imagined.  It  was  only  a  few  weeks  later  that,  arriving  in 
London,  he  found  Gray's  hat-box  and  bag  in  the  vestibule 
of  his  club,  and  that  gentleman  himself  in  the  smoking-room. 
He  looked  tanned  and  older. 

"  I  only  came  from  Southampton  an  hour  ago,  where  I 
left  the  yacht.  And,"  shaking  the  consul's  hand  cordially, 
"how's  everything  and  everybody  up  at  old  St.  Kentigern?" 
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The  consul  thought  fit  to  include  his  news  of  the 
Callenders  in  reference  to  that  query,  and  with  his  eyes 
fixed  on  Gray  dwelt  at  some  length  on  their  change  of 
fortune.  Gray  took  his  cigar  from  his  mouth,  but  did  not 
lift  his  eyes  from  the  fire.  Presently  he  said,  "  I  suppose 
that's  why  Callender  declined  to  take  the  shares  I  offered 
him  in  the  fishing  scheme.  You  know  I  meant  it,  and  would 
have  done  it." 

"  Perhaps  he  had  other  reasons." 

"What  do  you  mean?"  said  Gray,  facing  the  consul 
suddenly. 

"  Look  here.  Gray,"  said  the  consul ;  "  did  Miss  Callender 
or  lier  father  ever  tell  you  she  was  engaged  ?" 

"Yes;  but  what's  that  to  do  with  it?" 

"A  good  deal.  Engagements,  you  know,  are  sometimes 
forced,  unsuitable,  or  unequal,  and  are  broken  by  circum- 
stances.    Callender  is  proud." 

Gray  turned  upon  the  consul  the  same  look  of  gravity 
that  he  had  worn  on  the  yacht — the  same  look  that  the 
consul  even  fancied  he  had  seen  in  Ailsa's  eyes.  "  Thai's 
exactly  where  you're  mistaken  in  her,"  he  said  slowly.  "  A 
girl  like  that  gives  her  word  and  keeps  it.  She  waits,  hopes, 
accepts  what  may  come — breaks  her  heart,  if  you  will,  but 
not  her  word.  Come,  let's  talk  of  something  else.  How 
did  he — that  man  Gow — lose  Callender's  money?" 

The  consul  did  not  see  the  Callenders  again  on  his 
return,  and  perhaps  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  report  the 
meeting.  But  one  morning  he  was  delighted  to  find  an 
official  document  from  New  York  upon  his  desk,  asking  him 
to  communicate  with  David  Callender,  of  St.  Kentigern, 
and  on  proof  of  his  identity  giving  him  authority  to  draw 
the  sum  of  five  thousand  dollars,  damages  awarded  for  the 
loss  of  certain  property  on  the  Skyscraper,  at  the  request  of 
James   Gow.     Yet  it  was  with   mixed  sensations  that  the 
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consul  sought  the  little  shop  of  the  optician  with  this  con- 
vincing proof  of  Gow's  faithfulness  and  the  indissolubility 
of  Ailsa's  engagement.  That  there  was  some  sad  under- 
standing between  the  girl  and  Gray  he  did  not  doubt,  and 
perhaps  it  was  not  strange  that  he  felt  a  slight  partisanship 
for  his  friend,  whose  nature  had  so  strangely  changed. 
Miss  Ailsa  was  not  there.  Her  father  explained  that  her 
health  had  required  a  change,  and  she  was  visiting  some 
friends  on  the  river. 

"  I'm  thinkin' that  the  atmosphere  is  not  so  pure  here. 
It  is  deficient  in  ozone.  I  noticed  it  myself  in  the  early 
morning.  No  !  it  was  not  the  confinement  of  the  shop,  for 
she  never  cared  to  go  out." 

He  received  the  announcement  of  his  good  fortune  with 
unshaken  calm,  and  great  practical  consideration  of  detail. 
He  would  guarantee  his  identity  to  the  consul.  As  for 
James  Gow,  it  was  no  more  than  fair,  and  what  he  had  ex- 
jjected  of  him.  As  to  its  being  an  equivalent  of  his  loss,  he 
could  not  tell  until  the  facts  were  before  him. 

"  Miss  Ailsa,"  suggested  the  consul  venturously,  "  will 
be  pleased  to  hear  again  from  her  old  friend,  and  know  that 
he  is  succeeding." 

"I'm  not  so  sure  that  ye  could  call  it  succeeding,"  returned 
the  old  man,  carefully  wiping  the  glasses  of  a  pair  of  spec- 
tacles that  he  held  critically  to  the  light,  "  when  ye  consider 
that,  saying  nothing  of  the  waste  of  valuable  time,  it  only 
puts  James  Gow  back  where  he  was  when  he  went  away." 

"  But  any  man  who  has  had  the  pleasure  of  knowing 
Mr.  and  Miss  Callender  would  be  glad  to  be  on  that  footing," 
said  the  consul,  with  polite  significance. 

"  I'm  not  agreeing  with  you  there,"  said  Mr.  Callender 
quietly;  "and  I'm  observing  in  ye  of  late  a  tendency  to 
combine  business  wi'  compleement.  But  it  was  kind  of  ye 
to  call;  and  I'll  be  sending  ye  the  authorisation." 
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Which  he  dicl.  Eut  the  consul,  passing  through  the 
locahty  a  few  weeks  later,  was  somewhat  concerned  to  find 
the  shop  closed,  with  others  on  the  same  block,  behind 
a  hoarding  that  indicated  rebuilding  and  improvement. 
Further  inquiry  elicited  the  fact  that  the  small  leases  had 
been  bought  up  by  some  capitalist,  and  that  Mr.  Callender, 
with  the  others,  had  benefited  thereby.  But  there  was  no 
trace  nor  clue  to  his  present  locality.  He  and  his  daughter 
seemed  to  have  again  vanished  with  this  second  change  in 
their  fortunes. 

It  was  a  late  INIarch  morning  when  the  streets  were  dumb 
with  snow,  and  the  air  was  filled  with  flying  granulations 
that  tinkled  against  the  windows  of  the  Consulate  like  fairy 
sleigh-bells,  when  there  was  the  stamping  of  snow-clogged  feet 
in  the  outer  hall,  and  the  door  was  opened  to  Mr.  and  Miss 
Callender.  For  an  instant  the  consul  was  startled.  The  old 
man  appeared  as  usual — erect,  and  as  frigidly  respectable  as 
one  of  the  icicles  that  fringed  the  window ;  but  Miss  Ailsa 
was,  to  his  astonishment,  brilliant  with  a  new-found  colour, 
and  sparkling  with  health  and  only  half-repressed  animation. 
The  snowflakes,  scarcely  melting  on  the  brown  head  of  this 
true  daughter  of  the  North,  still  crowned  her  hood  ;  and, 
as  she  threw  back  her  brown  cloak  and  disclosed  a  plump 
little  scarlet  jacket  and  brown  skirt,  the  consul  could  not 
resist  her  suggested  likeness  to  some  bright-eyed  robin 
redbreast,  to  whom  the  inclement  weather  had  given  a 
charming  audacity.  And  sliy  and  demure  as  she  still  was, 
it  was  evident  that  some  change  had  been  wrought  in  her 
other  than  that  evoked  by  the  stimulus  of  her  native  sky 
and  air. 

To  his  eager  questioning,  the  old  man  replied  briefly  that 
he  had  bought  the  old  cottage  at  Loch  Dour,  where  they 
were  living,  and  where  he  had  erected  a  small  manufactory 
and  laboratory  for  the  making  of  his  inventions,  which  had 
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become  profitable.  The  consul  reiterated  his  delight  at 
meeting  him  again. 

"  I'm  not  so  sure  of  that,  sir,  when  you  know  the  busi- 
ness on  which  I  come,"  said  Mr.  Callender,  dropping  rigidly 
into  a  chair,  and  clasping  his  hands  over  the  crutch  of  a 
shepherd-like  staff.  "  Ye  mind,  perhaps,  that  ye  conveyed 
to  me,  ostensibly  at  the  request  of  James  Gow,  a  certain 
sum  of  money,  for  which  I  gave  ye  a  good  and  sufficient 
guarantee.  I  thought  at  the  time  that  it  was  a  most  feck- 
less and  unbusiness-like  proceeding  on  the  part  of  James, 
as  it  was  without  corroboration  or  advice  by  letter;  but  I 
took  the  money." 

"Do  you  mean  to  say  that  he  made  no  allusion  to  it 
in  his  other  letters  ?  "  interrupted  the  consul,  glancing  at 
Ailsa. 

"  There  were  no  other  letters  at  the  time,"  said  Callen- 
der drily.  "  But  about  a  month  afterwards  we  did  receive  a 
letter  from  him,  enclosing  a  draft,  and  a  full  return  of  the 
profits  of  the  invention,  which  he  had  sold  in  Honduras. 
Ye'll  observe  the  deescrepancy  !  I  then  wrote  to  the  bank 
on  which  I  had  drawn  as  you  authorised  me,  and  I  found 
that  they  knew  nothing  of  any  damages  awarded,  but  that 
the  sum  I  had  drawn  had  been  placed  to  my  credit  by  Mr. 
Robert  Gray." 

In  a  flash  the  consul  recalled  the  one  or  two  questions 
that  Gray  had  asked  him,  and  saw  it  all.  For  an  instant 
he  felt  the  whole  bitterness  of  Gray's  misplaced  generosity 
— its  exposure  and  defeat.  He  glanced  again  hopelessly  at 
Ailsa.  In  the  eye  of  that  fresh,  glowing,  yet  demure  young 
goddess,  unhallowed  as  the  thought  might  be,  there  was 
certainly  a  distinctly  tremulous  wink. 

The  consul  took  heart.  "  I  believe  I  need  not  say,  Mr. 
Callender,"  he  began,  with  some  stiffness,  "that  this  is  as 
great  a  surprise  to  me  as   to  you.     I  had-  no  reason  to 


Young  Robin  Gray.  287 

believe  the  transaction  other  than  bona  Jide,  and  acted 
accordingly.  If  my  friend,  deeply  sympathising  with  your 
previous  misfortune,  has  hit  upon  a  delicate  but  unbusiness- 
like way  of  assisting  you  temporarily  —  I  say  temporarily, 
because  it  must  have  been  as  patent  to  him  as  to  you  that 
you  would  eventually  find  out  his  generous  deceit — you 
surely  can  forgive  him  for  the  sake  of  his  kind  intention. 
Nay,  more ;  may  I  point  out  to  you  that  you  have  no  right 
to  assume  that  this  benefaction  was  intended  exclusively 
for  you  ?  If  Mr.  Gray,  in  his  broader  sympathy  with  you 
and  your  daughter,  has  in  this  way  chosen  to  assist  and 
strengthen  the  position  of  a  gentleman  so  closely  connected 
with  you,  but  still  struggling  with  hard  fortune " 

"  I'd  have  ye  know,  sir,"  interrupted  the  old  man,  rising 
to  his  feet,  "  that  ma  frien',  Mr.  James  Gow,  is  as  inde- 
pendent of  yours  as  he  is  of  me  and  mine.  He  has  married, 
sir,  a  Mrs.  Hernandez,  the  rich  widow  of  a  coffee-planter, 
and  now  is  the  owner  of  the  whole  estate,  minus  the  encum- 
brance of  three  children.  And  now,  sir,  you'll  take  this" — 
he  drew  from  his  pocket  an  envelope.  "  It's  a  draft  for  five 
thousand  dollars,  with  the  ruling  rate  of  interest  computed 
from  the  day  I  received  it  till  this  day,  and  ye'll  give  it 
to  your  frien'  when  ye  see  him.  And  ye'll  just  say  to  him 
from  me " 

But  Miss  Ailsa,  with  a  spirit  and  independence  that 
challenged  her  father's,  here  suddenly  fluttered  between 
them  with  sparkling  eyes  and  outstretched  hands. 

"And  ye'll  say  to  him  from  me,  that  a  more  honourable, 
noble,  and  generous  man,  and  a  kinder,  truer,  and  better 
friend  than  he,  cannot  be  found  anywhere  !  And  that  the 
foolishest  and  most  extravagant  thing  he  ever  did  is  better 
than  the  wisest  and  most  prudent  thing  that  anybody  else 
ever  did,  could,  or  would  do  !  And  if  he  was  a  bit  over- 
proud,  it  was  only  because  those  about  him  were  over-proud 
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and  foolish.  And  you'll  tell  him  that  we're  wearying  for 
him.  And  when  you  give  him  that  daft  letter  from  father, 
you'll  give  him  this  bit  line  from  me,"  she  went  on  rapidly, 
as  she  laid  a  tiny  note  in  his  hand.  "  And,"  with  wicked, 
dancing  eyes  that  seemed  to  snap  the  last  bond  of  repres- 
sion, "ye'U  give  him  that,  too,  and  say  I  sent  it !" 

There  was  a  stir  in  the  official  apartment  !  The  por- 
traits of  Lincoln  and  Washington  rattled  uneasily  in  their 
frames  ;  but  it  was  no  doubt  only  a  discreet  blast  of  the 
north  wind  that  drowned  the  echo  of  a  kiss. 

"  Ailsa  !"  gasped  the  shocked  Mr.  Callender. 

"Ah!  but,  father,  if  it  had  not  been  for  him  we  would 
not  have  known  Robin." 

It  was  the  last  that  the  consul  saw  of  Ailsa  Callender ; 
for  the  next  summer  when  he  called  at  Loch  Dour  she  was 
Mrs.  Gray. 


Cl)c  ^l)ctiff  of  ^iskpou* 


PART  I. 


On  the  15th  of  August  1854,  what  seemed  to  be  the  entire 
population  of  Wynyards  Bar  was  collected  upon  a  little 
bluff  which  overlooked  the  rude  waggon  road  that  was  the 
only  approach  to  the  settlement.  In  general  appearance 
the  men  differed  but  little  from  ordinary  miners,  although 
the  foreign  element,  shown  in  certain  Spanish  peculiarities 
of  dress  and  colour,  predominated,  and  some  of  the  men 
were  further  distinguished  by  the  delicacy  of  education 
and  sedentary  pursuits.  Yet  Wynyards  Bar  was  a  city  of 
refuge;  comprised  among  its  inhabitants  a  number  who 
were  "  wanted "  by  the  State  authorities,  and  its  actual 
attitude  at  that  moment  was  one  of  open  rebellion  against 
the  legal  power,  and  of  particular  resistance  to  the  appre- 
hension by  warrant  of  one  of  its  prominent  members. 
This  gentleman.  Major  Overstone,  then  astride  of  a  grey 
mustang,  and  directing  the  movements  of  the  crowd,  had, 
a  few  days  before,  killed  the  Sheriff  of  Siskyou  County, 
who  had  attempted  to  arrest  him  for  the  double  offence  of 
misappropriating  certain  corporate  funds  of  the  State  and 
the  shooting  of  the  editor  who  had  imprudently  exposed 
him.  The  lesser  crime  of  homicide  might  have  been  over- 
looked by  the  authorities,  but  its  repetition  upon  the  body 
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of  their  own  over-zealous  and  misguided  ofificial  could  not 
pass  unchallenged  if  they  expected  to  arrest  Overstone  for 
the  more  serious  offence  against  property.  So  it  was  known 
that  a  new  sheriff  had  been  appointed,  and  was  coming  to 
Wynyards  Bar  with  an  armed  posse.  But  it  was  also  under- 
stood that  this  invasion  would  be  resisted  by  the  Bar  to  its 
last  man. 

All  eyes  were  turned  upon  a  fringe  of  laurel  and  butter- 
nut that  encroached  upon  the  road  half  a  mile  away,  where 
it  seemed  that  such  of  the  inhabitants  who  were  missing 
from  the  bluff  were  hidden  to  give  warning  or  retard  the 
approach  of  ihe  posse.  A  grey  haze,  slowly  rising  between 
the  fringe  and  the  distant  hillside,  was  recognised  as  the 
dust  of  a  cavalcade  passing  along  the  invisible  highway. 
In  the  hush  of  expectancy  that  followed,  the  irregular 
clatter  of  hoofs,  the  sharp  crack  of  a  rifle,  and  a  sudden 
halt  were  faintly  audible.  The  men,  scattered  in  groups 
on  the  bluff,  exchanged  a  smile  of  grim  satisfaction. 

Not  so  their  leader !  A  quick  start  and  an  oath 
attracted  attention  to  him.  To  their  surprise  he  was  look- 
ing in  another  direction  ;  but  as  they  looked,  too,  they  saw 
and  understood  the  cause.  A  file  of  horsemen,  hitherto 
undetected,  were  slowly  passing  along  the  little  ridge  on 
their  right.  Their  compact  accoutrements  and  the  yellow 
braid  on  their  blue  jackets,  distinctly  seen  at  that  dis- 
tance, showed  them  to  be  a  detachment  of  United  States 
cavalry. 

Before  the  assemblage  could  realise  this  new  invasion,  a 
nearer  clatier  of  hoofs  was  heard  along  the  highroad,  and 
one  of  the  ambuscading  party  dashed  up  from  the  fringe  of 
woods  below.     His  face  was  flushed,  but  triumphant. 

"  A  reg'lar  skunk — by  the  living  hokey  ! "  he  panted, 
pointing  to  the  faint  haze  that  was  again  slowly  rising  above 
the  invisible  road.     "They  backed  down  as  soon  as  they 
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saw  our  hand,  and  got  a  hole  through  their  new  Sheriff's 
hat.     But  what  are  you  loolcin' at?     What's  up?" 

The  leader  impatiently  pointed,  with  a  darkening  face, 
to  the  distant  file. 

"  Reg'lars,  by  Gum  !  "  ejaculated  the  other.  "  But  Uncle 
Sam  ain't  in  this  game.     Wot  right  have  they " 

"  Dry  up  !  "  said  the  leader. 

The  detachment  was  now  moving  at  right  angles  with 
the  camp,  but  suddenly  halted,  almost  doubling  upon  itself 
in  some  evident  commotion.  A  dismounted  figure  was 
seen  momentarily  flying  down  the  hillside,  dodging  from 
bush  to  bush  until  lost  in  the  underbrush.  A  dozen  shots 
were  fired  over  his  head,  and  then  the  whole  detachment 
wheeled  and  came  clattering  down  the  trail  in  the  direction 
of  the  camp.  A  single  riderless  horse,  evidently  that  of 
the  fugitive,  followed. 

"Spread  yourselves  along  the  ridge,  every  man  of  you, 
and  cover  them  as  they  enter  the  gulch  ! "  shouted  the 
leader.     "  But  not  a  shot  until  I  give  the  word.     Scatter  !  " 

The  assemblage  dispersed  like  a  startled  village  of  prairie 
dogs,  squatting  behind  every  available  bush  and  rock  along 
the  line  of  bluff.  The  leader  alone  trotted  quietly  to  the 
head  of  the  gulch. 

The  nine  cavalrymen  came  smartly  up  in  twos,  a  young 
officer  leading.  The  single  figure  of  Major  Overstone 
opposed  them  with  a  command  to  halt.  Looking  uj),  the 
young  ofBcer  drew  rein,  said  a  word  to  his  file  leader,  and 
the  four  files  closed  in  a  compact  square  motionless  on  the 
road.  The  young  officer's  unsworded  hand  hung  quietly 
at  his  thigh ;  the  men's  unslung  carbines  rested  easily  on 
their  saddles.  Yet  at  that  moment  every  man  of  them 
knew  that  they  were  covered  by  a  hundred  rifles  and  shot- 
guns levelled  from  every  bush,  and  that  they  were  caught 
hopelessly  in  a  trap. 
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"Since  when,"  said  Major  Overstone,  with  an  affectation 
of  tone  and  manner  different  from  that  in  which  he  had 
addressed  his  previous  companions,  "  have  the  Ninth  United 
States  Cavalry  helped  to  serve  a  State  Court's  pettifogging 
process  ?  " 

"We  are  hunting  a  deserter — a  half-breed  agent,  who 
has  just  escaped  us,"  returned  the  officer.  His  voice  was 
boyish — so,  too,  was  his  figure  in  its  slim,  cadet-like  smart- 
ness of  belted  tunic — but  very  quiet  and  level,  although  his 
face  was  still  flushed  with  the  shock  and  shame  of  his 
surprise. 

The  relaxation  of  relief  went  through  the  wrought  and 
waiting  camp.  The  soldiers  were  not  seeking  the77i.  Ready 
as  these  desperate  men  had  been  to  do  their  leader's 
bidding,  they  were  well  aware  that  a  momentary  victory 
over  the  troopers  would  not  pass  unpunished,  and  meant 
the  ultimate  dispersion  of  the  camp.  And  quiet  as  these 
innocent  invaders  seemed  to  be,  they  would  no  doubt  sell 
their  lives  dearly.  The  embattled  desperadoes  glanced 
anxiously  at  their  leader ;  the  soldiers,  on  the  contrary, 
looked  straight  before  them. 

"Process  or  no  process,"  said  Major  Overstone,  with  a 
sneer,  "  you've  come  to  the  last  place  to  recover  your 
deserter.  We  don't  give  up  men  in  Wynyards  Bar.  And 
they  didn't  teach  you  at  the  Academy,  sir,  to  stop  to  take 
prisoners  when  you  were  outflanked  and  outnumbered." 

"Bedad!  they  didn't  teach  j^z/.  Captain  Overstone,  to 
engage  a  battery  at  Cerro  Gordo  with  a  half-company,  but 
you  did  it ;  more  shame  to  you  now,  sorr,  commandin'  the 
thayves  and  ruffians  you  do." 

"  Silence  !  "  said  the  young  officer. 

The  sleeve  of  the  sergeant  who  had  spoken — with  the 
chevrons  of  long  service  upon  it — went  up  to  a  salute,  and 
dropped  again  over  his  carbine  as  he  stared  stolidly  before 
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him.  But  his  shot  liad  told.  A  flush  of  mingled  pride 
and  shame  passed  over  Overstone's  face. 

"Oh,  \\'% yoic,  INIurphy  ! "  he  said,  with  an  affected  laugh, 
"and  you  haven't  improved  with  your  stripes." 

The  young  officer  turned  his  head  slightly. 

"Attention  !" 

"One  moment  more,"  said  Overstone,  coming  forward. 
"  I  have  told  you  that  we  don't  give  up  any  man  who  seeks 
our  protection.  But,"  he  added,  with  a  half-careless,  half- 
contemptuous  wave  of  his  hand,  and  a  significant  glance  at 
his  followers,  "  we  don't  prevent  you  from  seeking  him. 
The  road  is  clear;  the  camp  is  before  you." 

The  young  officer  continued,  without  looking  at  him  : 
"  Forward— in  two  files — open  order.     Ma-arch  !  " 

The  little  troop  moved  forward,  passed  Major  Overstone 
at  the  head  of  the  gully,  and  spread  out  on  the  hillside. 
The  assembled  camp,  still  armed,  lounging  out  of  ambush 
here  and  there,  ironically  made  way  for  them  to  pass.  A 
{q.'n  moments  of  this  farcical  quest,  and  a  glance  at  the 
impenetrably  wooded  heights  around,  apparently  satisfied 
the  young  officer,  and  he  turned  his  files  again  into  the 
gully.     Major  Overstone  was  still  lingering  there. 

"I  hope  you  are  satisfied,"  he  said  grimh'.  He  then 
paused,  and  in  a  changed  and  more  hesitating  voice,  added  : 
"I  am  an  older  soldier  than  you,  sir,  but  I  am  always  glad 
to  make  the  acquaintance  of  West  Point."  He  paused  and 
held  out  his  hand. 

West  Point,  still  red  and  rigid,  glanced  at  him  with  bright 
clear  eyes  under  light  lashes  and  the  peak  of  a  smartly  cocked 
cap,  looked  coolly  at  the  proffered  hand,  raised  his  own  to 
a  stiff  salute,  said,  "Good  afternoon,  sir,"  and  rode  away. 

Major  Overstone  wheeled  angrily,  but  in  doing  so  came 
sharply  upon  his  coadjutor — the  leader  of  the  ambushed 
party. 
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"Well,  Dawson,"  he  said  impatiently,  "who  was  it?" 

"Only  one    of  them    d d    half-breed    Injin   agents. 

He's  just  over  there  in  the  brush  with  Simpson,  lying  low 
till  the  soldiers  clear  out." 

"Did  you  talk  to  him?" 

"Not  much,"  returned  Dawson  scornfully.  "Pie  ain't 
my  style." 

"  Fetch  him  up  to  ray  cabin ;  he  may  be  of  some  use 
to  us." 

Dawson  looked  sceptical.  "  I  reckon  he  ain't  no  more 
gain  here  than  he  was  over  there,"  he  said,  and  turned 
away. 

II. 

The  cabin  of  Major  Overstone  differed  outwardly  but  little 
from  those  of  his  companions.  It  was  the  usual  structure 
of  logs  laid  lengthwise,  and  rudely  plastered  at  each  point 
of  contact  with  adobe,  the  material  from  which  the  chim- 
ney, which  entirely  occupied  one  gable,  was  built.  It  was 
pierced  with  two  windows  and  a  door,  roofed  with  smaller 
logs,  and  thatched  with  long  half-cylinders  of  spruce  bark. 
But  the  interior  gave  certain  indications  of  the  distinction 
as  well  as  the  peculiar  experiences  of  its  occupant.  In 
place  of  the  usual  bunk  or  berth  built  against  the  wall,  stood 
a  small  folding  camp-bedstead  ;  and  upon  a  rude  deal  table, 
that  held  a  tin  wash-basin  and  pail,  lay  two  ivory-handled 
brushes,  combs,  and  other  elegant  toilet  articles,  evidently 
the  contents  of  the  INIajor's  dressing-bag.  A  handsome 
leather  trunk  occupied  one  corner,  with  a  richly  caparisoned 
silver-mounted  Mexican  saddle,  a  mahogany  case  of  duel- 
ling pistols,  a  leather  hat-box  locked  and  strapped,  and  a 
gorgeous  gold  and  quartz  handled  ebony  "presentation" 
walking-stick.     There  was  a  certain  dramatic  suggestion  in 
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this  revelation  of  the  sudden  and  hurried  transition  from 
a  life  of  ostentatious  luxury  to  one  of  hidden  toil  and  priva- 
tion, and  a  further  significance  in  the  slow  and  gradual 
distribution  and  degradation  of  these  elegant  souvenirs. 
A  pair  of  silver  boot-hooks  had  been  used  for  raking 
the  hearth  and  lifting  the  coffee-kettle;  the  ivory  of  the 
brushes  was  stained  with  coffee  ;  the  cut-glass  boitles  had 
lost  their  stoppers,  and  had  been  utilised  for  vinegar  and 
salt;  a  silver-framed  hand-mirror  hung  against  the  black- 
ened wall.  For  the  Major's  occupancy  was  the  sequel  of  a 
hurried  flight  from  his  luxurious  hotel  at  Sacramento — a 
transfer  that  he  believed  was  only  temporary  until  the  affair 
blew  over,  and  he  could  return  in  safety  to  browbeat  his 
accusers,  as  was  his  wont.  But  this  had  not  been  so  easy 
as  he  had  imagined  ;  his  prosecutors  were  bitter,  and  his 
enforced  seclusion  had  been  prolonged  week  by  week,  until 
the  fracas  which  ended  in  the  shooting  of  the  Sheriff  had 
apparently  closed  the  door  upon  his  return  to  civilisation 
for  ever.  Only  here  were  his  life  and  person  secure.  For 
Wynyards  Bar  had  quickly  succumbed  to  the  domination  of 
his  reckless  courage,  and  the  eminence  of  his  double  crime 
had  made  him  respected  among  spendthrifts,  gamblers, 
and  gentlemen  whose  performances  had  never  risen  above 
a  stage-coach  robbery  or  a  single  assassination.  Even  criti- 
cism of  his  faded  luxuries  had  been  delicately  withheld. 

He  was  leaning  over  his  open  trunk — which  the  camp 
popularly  supposed  to  contain  State  bonds  and  securities  of 
fabulous  amount — and  had  taken  some  letters  from  it,  when 
a  figure  darkened  the  doorway.  He  looked  up,  laying  his 
papers  carelessly  aside.  Within  Wynyards  Bar  property  was 
sacred. 

It  was  the  late  fugitive.  Although  some  hours  had 
already  elapsed  since  his  arrival  in  camp,  and  he  had  pre- 
sumably refreshed  himself  inwardly,  his  outward  api)carr.nce 
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was  still  dishevelled  and  dusty.  Briar  and  milkweed  clung 
to  his  frayed  blouse  and  trousers.  What  could  be  seen  of 
the  skin  of  his  face  and  hands  under  its  stains  and  begriming 
was  of  a  dull  yellow.  His  light  eyes  had  all  the  brightness 
without  the  restlessness  of  the  mongrel  race.  They  leisurely 
took  in  the  whole  cabin,  the  still  open  trunk  before  the 
Major,  and  then  rested  deliberately  on  the  Major  himself. 

"  Well,"  said  Major  Overstone  abruptly,  "  what  brought 
you  here  ? " 

"  Same  as  brought  you,  I  reckon,"  responded  the  man, 
almost  as  abruptly. 

The  Major  knew  something  of  the  half-breed  temper, 
and  neither  the  retort  nor  its  tone  affected  him. 

"  You  didn't  come  here  just  because  you  deserted," 
said  the  Major  coolly.  "  You've  been  up  to  something 
else." 

"  I  have,"  said  the  man,  with  equal  coolness. 

"  I  thought  so.  Now,  you  understand  you  can't  try  any- 
thing of  that  kind  here.  If  you  do,  up  you  go  on  the  first 
tree — that's  Rule  i." 

"  I  see  you  ain't  pertickler  about  waiting  for  the  Sheriff 
here,  you  fellers." 

The  Major  glanced  at  him  quickly.  He  seemed  to  be 
quite  unconscious  of  any  irony  in  his  remark,  and  continued 
grimly,  "  And  what's  Rule  2  ?  " 

"I  reckon  you  needn't  trouble  yourself  beyond  No.  i," 
returned  the  Major,  with  dry  significance.  Nevertheless,  he 
opened  a  rude  cupboard  in  the  corner  and  brought  out  a 
rich  silver-mounted  cut-glass  drinking-flask,  which  he  handed 
to  the  stranger. 

"  I  say,"  said  the  half-breed  admiringly — "yours?" 

"  Certainly," 

"  Certainly  now,  but  before — eh  ?  " 

Rule  No.  2  may  have  indicated  that  references  to  the  past 
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held  no  dishonour.  The  Major,  although  accustomed  to 
these  pleasantries,  laughed  a  little  harshly. 

"  Mine  always,"  he  said.     "  But  you  don't  drink  ?" 

The  half-breed's  face  darkened  under  its  grime. 

"Wot  you're  givin'  us?  I've  been  filled  chock  up  by 
Simpson  over  thar.   I  reckon  I  know  when  I've  got  a  load  on." 

'•  Were  you  ever  in  vSacramento  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  When  ?  " 

"  Last  week." 

"Did  you  hear  anything  about  me  .-^ " 

The  half-breed  glanced  through  his  tangled  hair  at  the 
Major  in  some  wonder,  not  only  at  the  question,  but  at 
the  almost  childish  eagerness  with  which  it  was  asked. 

"  I  didn't  hear  much  of  anything  else,"  he  answered 
grimly. 

"  And — what  did  they  say  ?  " 

"  Said  you'd  got  to  be  took  anyhow  !  They  allowed  the 
new  Sheriff  would  do  it,  too." 

The  Major  laughed.  "Well,  you  heard  how  the  new 
Sheriff  did  it — skunked  away  with  his  whole  posse  before 
one-eighth  of  my  men  !  You  saw  how  the  rest  of  this 
camp  held  up  your  nine  troopers,  and  that  sap-headed  cub 
of  lieutenant — didn't  you  ?  You  wouldn't  have  been  stand- 
ing here  if  you  hadn't.  No — there  isn't  the  civil  process 
nor  the  civil  power  in  all  California  that  can  take  me  out  of 
this  camp." 

But  neither  his  previous  curiosity  nor  present  bravado 
seemed  to  impress  the  ragged  stranger  with  much  favour. 
He  glanced  sulkily  around  the  cabin,  and  began  to  shuffle 
towards  the  door. 

"  Stop  !  Where  are  you  going  to  ?  Sit  down.  I  want 
to  talk  to  you." 

The  fugitive  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  then  dropped 
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ungraciously  on  the  edge  of  a  camp-stool  near  the  door. 
The  Major  looked  at  him. 

"  I  may  have  to  remind  you  that  /  run  this  camp,  and 
the  boys  hereabouts  •  do  pretty  much  as  /  say.  What's 
your  name  ?  " 

"Tom." 

"  Tom  !     Well,  look  here,  Tom  !     D n  it  all !  can't 

you  see  that  when  a  man  is  stuck  here  alone,  as  I  am,  he 
wants  to  know  what's  going  on  outside,  and  hear  a  little 
fresh  talk  ?  " 

The  singular  weakness  of  this  blended  command  and 
appeal  apparently  struck  the  fugitive  curiously.  He  fixed 
his  lowering  eyes  on  the  Major,  as  if  in  gloomy  doubt  if  he 
were  really  the  reckless  desperado  he  had  been  represented. 
That  this  man — twice  an  assassin,  and  the  ruler  of  outlaws 
as  reckless  as  himself — should  approach  him  in  this  half- 
confidential  way  evidently  puzzled  him. 

"Wot  you  wanter  know?"  he  asked  gruffly. 

"Well,  what's  my  party  saying  or  doing  about  me?" 
said  the  Major  impatiently.  "  What's  the  Exprss  saying 
about  me  ?  " 

"  I  reckon  they're  throwing  off  on  you  all  round ;  they 
allow  you  never  represented  the  party,  but  worked  for 
yourself,"  said  the  man  shortly. 

Here  the  Major  lashed  out.  A  set  of  traitors  and  hire- 
lings !  He  had  bought  and  paid  for  them  all !  He  had 
sunk  two  thousand  dollars  in  the  Express,  and  saved  the 
editor  from  being  horsewhipped  and  jailed  for  libel  !  Half 
the  cursed  bonds  that  they  were  making  such  a  blanked 
fuss  about  were  handled  by  these  hypocrites — blank  them  ! 
They  were  a  low-lived  crew  of  thieves  and  deserters  !  It 
is  presumed  that  the  Major  had  forgotten  himself  in  this 
infelicitous  selection  of  epithets,  but  the  stranger's  face  only 
relaxed  into  a  grim  smile.     More  than  that,  the  Major  had 
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apparently  forgotten  his  desire  to  hear  his  guest  talk,  for  he 
himself  at  once  launched  into  an  elaborate  exposition  of 
his  own  affairs,  and  a  specious  and  equally  elaborate  defence 
and  justification  of  himself  and  denunciation  of  his  accusers. 
^  For  nearly  half-an-hour  he  reviewed  step  by  step  and  detail 
by  detail  the  charges  against  him — with  plausible  explana- 
tion and  sophistical  argument,  but  always  with  a  singular 
prolixity  and  reiteration  that  spoke  of  incessant  conscious- 
ness and  self-abstraction.  Of  that  dashing  self-sufficiency 
which  had  dazzled  his  friends  and  awed  his  enemiLS  there 
was  no  trace  !  At  last  even  the  set  smile  of  the  degraded 
recipient  of  these  confidences  darkened  with  a  dull,  be- 
wildered disgust.  Then,  to  his  relief,  a  step  was  heard 
without.     The  Major's  manner  instantly  changed. 

"Well?"  he  demanded  impatiently,  as  Dawson  entered. 

"I  came  to  know  what  you  want  done  wuh  himV  said 
Dawson,  indicating  the  fugitive  with  a  contempuous  finger. 

"  Take  him  to  your  cabin  !  " 

"My  cabin!  himV  ejaculated  Dawson,  turning  sharply 
on  his  chief. 

The  Major's  light  eyes  contracted,  and  his  thin  lii)S 
became  a  straight  line.  "I  don't  think  you  understand 
me,  Dawson,  and  another  time  you'd  better  wait  until  I'm 
done.  I  want  you  to  take  him  to  your  cabin — and  then 
clear  out  of  it  yourself.  You  understand?  I  want  him 
near  me  and  alone  !  " 


PART  II. 

Dawson  was  not  astonished  the  next  morning  to  see  Major 
Overstone  and  the  half-breed  walking  together  down  the 
gully  road,  for  he  had  already  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  the  Major  was  planning  some  extraordinary  reprisals 
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against  the  invaders  that  would  ensure  the  perpetual 
security  of  the  camp.  That  he  should  use  so  insignificant 
and  unimportant  a  tool  now  appeared  to  him  to  be  quite 
natural,  particularly  as  the  service  was  probably  one  in 
which  the  man  would  be  sacrificed.  "The  Major,"  he 
suggested  to  his  companions,  "ain't  going  to  risk  a  white 
man's  skin  when  he  can  get  an  Injin's  hide  handy." 

The  reluctant,  hesitating  step  of  the  half-breed  as  they 
walked  along  seemed  to  give  some  colour  to  this  hypo- 
thesis. He  listened  sullenly  to  the  Major  as  he  pointed 
out  the  strategic  position  of  the  Bar.  "  That  waggon  road 
is  the  only  approach  to  Wynyards,  and  a  dozen  men  along 
the  rocks  could  hold  it  against  a  hundred.  The  trail  that 
you  came  by,  over  the  ridge,  drops  straight  into  this  gully, 
and  you  saw  what  that  would  mean  to  any  blanked  fools 
who  might  try  it.  Of  course  we  could  be  shelled  from  that 
ridge  if  the  Sheriff  had  a  howitzer,  or  the  men  who  knew 
how  to  work  one,  but  even  then  we  could  occupy  the  ridge 
before  them."  He  paused  a  moment,  and  then  added : 
"  I  used  to  be  in  the  army,  Tom  ;  I  saw  service  in  Mexico 
before  that  cub  you  got  away  from  had  his  first  trousers. 
I  was  brought  up  as  a  gentleman — blank  it  all — and  here 
I  am  !  " 

The  man  slouched  on  by  his  side,  casting  his  surly, 
furtive  glances  from  left  to  right,  as  if  seeking  to  escape 
from  these  confidences.  Nevertheless,  the  Major  kept  on 
through  the  gully,  until  reaching  the  waggon  road  they 
crossed  it,  and  began  to  ascend  the  opposite  slope,  half 
hidden  by  the  underbrush  and  larches.  Here  the  Major 
paused  again  and  faced  about.  The  cabins  of  the  settle- 
ment were  already  behind  the  bluff;  the  little  stream  which 
indicated  the  "bar" — on  which  some  perfunctory  mining 
was  still  continued — now  and  then  rang  out  quite  clearly  at 
their  feet,  although  the  bar  itself  had  disappeared.      The 
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sounds  of  occupation  and  labour  had  at  last  died  away 
in  the  distance.  They  were  quite  alone.  The  Major  sat 
down  on  a  boulder,  and  pointed  to  another.  The  man, 
however,  remained  sullenly  standing  where  he  was,  as  if  to 
accent  as  strongly  as  possible  the  enforced  companionship. 
Either  the  Major  was  too  self-absorbed  to  notice  it,  or 
accepted  it  as  a  satisfactory  characteristic  of  the  half-breed's 
race.     He  continued  confidently  : — 

"  Now  look  here,  Tom.  I  want  to  leave  this  cursed 
hole,  and  get  clear  out  of  the  State.  Anywhere ;  over  the 
Oregon  line  into  British  Columbia,  or  to  the  coast,  where  I 
can  get  a  coasting  vessel  down  to  Mexico.  It  will  cost 
money,  but  I've  got  it.  It  will  cost  a  lot  of  risks,  but  I'll 
take  them.  I  want  somebody  to  help  me,  some  one  to 
share  risks  with  me,  and  some  one  to  share  my  luck  if  I 
succeed.  Help  to  put  me  on  the  other  side  of  the  border 
line,  by  sea  or  land,  and  I'll  give  you  a  thousand  dollars 
down  before  we  start,  and  a  thousand  dollars  when  I'm 
safe." 

The  half-breed  had  changed  his  slouching  attitude.  It 
seemed  more  indolent  on  account  of  the  loosely  hanging 
strap  that  had  once  held  his  haversack,  which  was  still 
worn  in  a  slovenly  fashion  over  his  shoulder  as  a  kind  of 
lazy  sling  for  his  shiftless  hand. 

"Well,  Tom,  is  it  a  go?  You  can  trust  me,  for  you'll 
have  the  thousand  in  your  pocket  before  you  start.  I  can 
\xvi.%\.  you,  for  I'll  kill  you  quicker  than  lightning  if  you  say 
a  word  of  this  to  any  one  before  I  go,  or  play  a  single  trick 
on  me  afterwards." 

Suddenly  the  two  men  were  rolling  over  and  over  in  the 
underbrush.  The  half-breed  had  thrown  himself  upon  the 
Major,  bearing  him  down  to  the  ground.  The  haversack 
strap  for  an  instant  whirled  like  the  loop  of  a  lasso  in  the 
air,  and  descended  over  the  Major's  shoulders,  pinioning 
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his  arms  to  his  side.  Then  the  half-breed,  tearing  open 
his  ragged  blouse,  stripped  off  his  waist-belt,  and  as 
dexterously  slipped  it  over  the  ankles  of  the  struggling 
man. 

It  was  all  over  in  a  moment.  Neither  had  spoken  a 
word.  Only  their  rapid  panting  broke  the  profound 
silence.  Each  probably  knew  that  no  outcry  would  be 
overheard. 

For  the  first  time  the  half-breed  sat  down.  But  there 
was  no  trace  of  triumph  or  satisfaction  in  his  face,  which 
wore  the  same  lowering  look  of  disgust,  as  he  gazed  upon 
the  prostrate  man. 

"  I  want  to  tell  you  first,"  he  said  slowly,  wiping  his 
face,  "that  I  didn't  kalkilate  upon  doin'  this  in  this  yer 
kind  o'  way.  I  expected  more  of  a  stan'  up  fight  from  you 
— more  risk  in  gettin'  you  out  o'  that  hole — and  a  different 
kind  of  a  man  to  tackle.  I  never  expected  you  to  play 
into  my  hand  like  this — and  it  goes  against  me  to  hev  to 
take  advantage  of  it." 

'•Who  are  you?"  said  the  Major,  panting. 

"  I'm  the  new  Sheriff  of  Siskyou  !  " 

He  drew  from  beneath  his  begrimed  shirt  a  paper  wrap- 
ping, from  which  he  gingerly  extracted  with  the  ends  of 
his  dirty  fingers  a  clean,  legal-looking,  folded  paper. 

"That's  my  warrant!  I've  kept  it  fresh  for  you.  I 
reckon  you  don't  care  to  read  it — you've  seen  it  afore.  It's 
just  the  same  as  t'other  Sheriff  had — what  you  shot." 

"Then  this  was  a  plant  of  yours,  and  that  whelp's 
troopers?"  said  the  Major. 

"  Neither  him  nor  the  sojers  knows  any  more  about  it 
than  you,"  returned  the  Sheriff  slowly.  "  I  enlisted  as 
Injin  guide  or  scout  ten  days  ago.  I  deserted  just  as 
reg'lar  and  nat'ral  like  when  we  passed  that  ridge  yesterday. 
I  could  be  took   to-morrow  by  the  sojers  if  they  caught 
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sight  o'  me,  and  court-martialled — it's  as  rcg'Iar  as  that ; 
but  I  timed  to  have  vc^s  J'ossc,  under  a  deputy,  draw  you  off 
by  an  attack  just  as  the  CiCort  reached  the  bridge.  And 
here  I  am." 

"  And  you're  no  half-breed  ?  " 

"There's  nothin'  Injin  about  me  that  water  won't  wash 
off.  I  kalkilated  you  wouldn't  suspect  anything  so  in- 
significant as  an  Injiii  when  I  fixed  myself  up.  You  saw 
Dawson  didn't  hanker  after  me  much.  But  I  didn't  reckon 
on  your  tumbling  to  me  so  quick.  That's  what  gets  me. 
You  must  hev  been  pretty  low  down  for  kempany  when 
you  took  a  man  like  me  inter  your  confidence.  I  don't 
see  it  yet." 

He  looked  inquiringly  at  his  captive,  with  the  same 
wondering  surliness.  Nor  could  he  understand  another 
thing  which  was  evident.  After  the  first  shock  of  resistance 
the  Major  had  exhibited  none  of  the  indignation  of  a 
betrayed  man,  but  actually  seemed  to  accept  the  situation 
with  a  calmness  that  his  captor  lacked.  His  voice  was 
quite  unemotional  as  he  said — 

"And  how  are  you  going  to  get  me  away  from  here  ?  " 
"That's  my  lookout,  and  needn't  trouble  you.  Major ; 
but,  seein'  as  how  confidential  you've  been  to  me,  I  don't 
mind  tellin'  you.  Last  night  that  posse  of  mine  that  you 
'skunked,'  you  know,  halted  at  the  cross-roads  till  them 
sojers  went  by.  They  has  only  to  see  tlicm  to  know  that 
/  had  got  away.  They'll  hang  round  the  cross-roads  till 
they  see  my  signal  on  top  of  the  ridge,  and  then  they'll 
make  another  show  against  that  pass.  Your  men  will  have 
their  hands  full,  I  reckon,  without  hunting  for  you,  or 
noticin'  the  three  men  o'  mine  that  will  come  along  this 
ridge  where  the  sojers  come  yesterday — to  help  me  get  you 
down  in  the  same  way.  You  see.  Major,  your  little  trap 
in  that  gully  ain't  in  this  fight — we're  the  other  side  of  it. 
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I  ain't  much  of  a  sojer,  but  I  reckon  I've  got  you  there  ! 
And  it's  all  owing  to  you.  I  ain't,"  he  added  gloomilj-, 
"  takin'  much  pride  in  it  ?ftyself." 

"  I  shouldn't  think  you  would,"  said  the  Major ;  "  and 
look  here  !  I'll  double  that  offer  I  made  you  just  now. 
Set  me  down  just  as  I  am  on  the  deck  of  some  coasting 
vessel,  and  I'll  pay  you  four  thousand  dollars.  You  may 
have  all  the  glory  of  having  captured  me,  here,  and  of 
making  your  word  good  before  your  posse.  But  you  can 
arrange  afterwards  on  the  way  to  let  me  give  you  the  slip 
somewhere  near  Sacramento." 

The  Sheriff's  face  actually  brightened.  "  Thanks  for  that, 
Major.  I  was  gettin'  a  little  sick  of  my  share  in  this  job, 
but,  by  God  !  you've  put  some  sand  in  me.  Well,  then, 
there  ain't  gold  enough  in  all  Californy  to  make  me  let 
you  go.  You  hear  me  ;  so  drop  that.  I've  look  you,  and 
took  ye'U  remain  until  I  land  you  in  Sacramento  jail.  I  don't 
want  to  kill  you,  though  your  life's  forfeit  a  dozen  times 
over,  and  I  reckon  you  don't  care  for  it  either  way ;  but  if 
you  try  any  tricks  on  me  I  may  have  to  viaim  ye  to  make 
you  come  along  comfable  and  easy.  I  ain't  hankerin'  arter 
that  either,  but  come  you  shall !  " 

"Give  your  signal,  and  have  an  end  of  this,"  said  the 
Major  curtly. 

The  Sheriff  looked  at  him  again  curiously.  "  I  never 
had  my  hands  in  another  man's  pockets  before.  Major,  but 
I  reckon  I'll  have  to  take  your  derringers  from  yours."  He 
slipped  his  hand  into  the  Major's  waistcoat  and  secured  the 
weapons.  "  I'll  have  to  trouble  you  for  your  sash,  too,"  he 
said,  unwinding  the  knitted  silken  girdle  from  the  captive's 
waist.  "  You  won't  want  it,  for  you  ain't  walking,  and  it'll 
come  in  handy  to  me  just  now." 

He  bent  over,  and  passing  it  across  the  Major's  breast 
with  more  gentleness  and  solicitude  than  he  had  yet  shown, 
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secured  him  in  an  easy  sitting  posture  against  the  tree. 
Then,  after  carefully  trying  the  knots  and  straps  that  held 
his  prisoner,  he  turned  and  lightly  bounded  up  the  hill. 

He  was  absent  scarcely  ten  minutes,  yet  when  he  re- 
turned the  Major's  eyes  were  half  closed,  but  not  his  lips. 
"  If  you  expect  to  hold  me  until  your  posse  comes  you  had 
better  take  me  to  some  less  exposed  position,"  he  said 
drily.  "There's  a  man  just  crossed  the  gully,  coming  into 
the  brush  below  in  the  wood." 

"  None  of  your  tricks,  IMajor  !  " 

"  Look  for  yourself." 

The  Sheriff  glanced  quickly  below  him.  A  man  with  an 
axe  on  his  shoulder  could  be  seen  plainly  making  his  way 
through  the  underbrush  not  a  hundred  yards  away.  The 
Sheriff  instantly  clapped  his  hand  upon  his  captive's  mouth, 
but  at  a  look  from  his  eyes  took  it  away  again. 

"I  see,"  he  said  grimly,  "you  don't  want  to  lure  that 
man  within  reach  of  my  revolver  by  calling  to  him." 

"  I  could  have  called  him  while  you  were  away,"  re- 
turned the  Major  quietly. 

The  Sheriff,  with  a  darkened  face,  loosened  the  sash  that 
bound  his  prisoner  to  the  tree,  and  then  lifting  him  in  his 
arms,  began  to  ascend  the  hill  cautiously,  dipping  into 
the  heavier  shadows.  But  the  ascent  was  difficult,  the 
load  a  heavy  one,  and  the  Sheriff  was  agile  rather  than 
muscular.  After  a  few  minutes'  climbing  he  was  forced 
to  pause,  and  rest  his  burden  at  the  foot  of-a  tree.  But  the 
valley  and  the  man  in  the  underbrush  were  no  longer  in 
view. 

"Come,'.'  said  the  Major  quietly,  "unstrap  my  ankles  and 
I'll  walk  up.     We'll  never  get  there  at  this  rate." 

The  Sheriff  paused,  wiped  his  grimy  face  with  his  grimier 
blouse,  and  stood  looking  at  his  prisoner.  Then  he  said 
slowly — 

VOL.    IX.  u 
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"Look  ycr !  Wot's  your  little  game?  Blessed  if  I  can 
follow  suit." 

For  the  first  time  the  Major  burst  into  a  rage.  "  Blast 
it  all !  Don't  you  see  that  if  I'm  discovered  here,  in  this 
wa_v,  there's  not  a- man  on  the  Bar  who  would  believe  that 
I  walked  into  your  trap — not  a  man,  by  God  !  who  wouldn't 
think  it  was  a  trick  of  yours  and  mine  together." 

"  Or,"  interrupted  the  Sheriff  slowly,  fixing  his  eyes  on 
his  prisoner,  "  not  a  man  who  would  ever  trust  Major  Over- 
stone  for  a  leader  again  ?  " 

*'  Perhaps,"  said  the  Major,  unmovedly,  again  ;  "  I  don't 
think  either  of  us  would  ever  get  a  chance  of  being  trusted 
again  by  any  one." 

The  Sheriff  still  kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  his  prisoner,  his 
gloomy  face  growing  darker  under  its  grime.  "  That  ain't 
the  reason.  Major.  Life  and  death  don't  mean  much  more 
to  you  than  they  do  to  me  in  this  yer  game.  /  know  that 
you'd  kill  me  quicker  nor  lightning  if  you  got  the  chance ; 
you  know  that  I'm  takin'  you  to  the  gallows." 

"The  reason  is  that  I  want  to  leave  Wynyards  Bar," 
said  the  Major  coolly;  "and  even  this  way  out  of  it  ^^will 
suit  me." 

The  Sheriff  took  his  revolver  from  his  pocket  and 
deliberately  cocked  it.  Then  leaning  down,  he  unbuckled 
the  strap  from  the  Major's  ankles.  A  wild  hope  that  his 
incomprehensible  captive  might  seize  that  moment  to  de- 
velop his  real  intent — that  he  might  fly,  fight,  or  in  some 
way  act  up  to  his  reckless  reputation — sustained  him  for 
a  moment,  but  in  the  next  proved  futile.  The  Major 
only  said,  "  Thank  you,  Tom,"  and  stretched  his  cramped 
legs. 

"  Get  up  and  go  on,"  said  the  Sheriff  roughly. 

The  Major  began  to  slowly  ascend  the  hill,  the  Sheriff 
close  on  his  heels,  alert,  tingling,  and  watchful   of  every 
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movement.  For  a  few  moments  this  strain  upon  his 
faculties  seemed  to  invigorate  him,  and  his  gloom  relaxed ; 
but  presently  it  became  too  evident  that  the  prisoner's 
pinioned  arms  made  it  impossible  for  him  to  balance  or 
help  himself  on  that  steep  trail,  and  once  or  twice  he 
stumbled  and  reeled  dangerously  to  one  side.  With  an 
oath  the  Sheriff  caught  him,  and  tore  from  his  arms  the 
only  remaining  bonds  that  fettered  him.  "There!"  he 
said  savagely  ;  "go  on  ;  we're  equal !  " 

Without  replying,  the  ]Major  continued  his  ascent ;  it 
became  steeper  as  they  neared  the  crest,  and  at  last  they 
were  both  obliged  to  drag  themselves  up  by  clutching  the 
vines  and  underbrush.  Suddenly  the  Major  stopped  with  a 
listening  gesture.  A  strange  roaring — as  of  wind  or  water 
— was  distinctly  audible. 

"  How  did  you  signal  ?  "  asked  the  Major  abruptly. 

"  Made  a  smoke,"  said  the  Sheriff,  as  abruptly. 

"  I  thought  so — well,  you've  set  the  woods  on  fire." 

They  both  plunged  upwards  again,  now  quite  abreast, 
vying  with  each  other  to  reach  the  summit,  as  if  with  the 
one  thought  only.  Already  the  sting  and  smart  of  acrid 
fumes  were  in  their  eyes  and  nostrils.  When  they  at  last 
stood  on  level  ground  again,  it  was  hidden  by  a  thin  film 
of  greyish  blue  haze  that  seemed  to  be  creeping  along  it. 
But  above  was  the  clear  sky,  seen  through  the  interlacing 
boughs,  and,  to  their  surprise — they  who  had  just  come 
from  the  breathless,  stagnant  hillside — a  fierce  wind  was 
blowing  !     But  the  roaring  was  louder  than  before. 

"Unless  your  three  men  are  already  here,  your  game  is 
up,"  said  the  Major  calmly.  "The  wind  blows  dead  along 
the  ridge  where  they  should  come,  and  they  can't  get  through 
the  smoke  and  fire." 

It  was  indeed  true  !  In  the  scarce  twenty  minutes  that 
had  elapsed  since  the  Sheriff's  return,  the  dry  and  brittle 
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underbrush  for  half  a  mile  on  either  side  had  been  converted 
into  a  sheet  of  flame,  which  at  times  rose  to  a  furnace-blast 
through  the  tall,  chimney-like  conductors  of  tree-shafts,  from 
whose  shrivelled  sides  bark  was  crackling,  and  lighted  dead 
limbs  falling  in  all  directions.  The  whole  valley,  the  gully, 
the  Bar,  the  very  hillside  they  had  just  left,  were  blotted 
out  by  a  creeping,  stifling  smoke-fog  that  scarcely  rose  breast 
high,  but  was  beaten  down  or  cut  off  cleanly  by  the  violent 
wind  that  swept  the  higher  level  of  the  forest.  At  times 
this  gale  became  a  sirocco  in  temperature,  concentrating  its 
heat  in  withering  blasts  which  they  could  not  face,  or  focus- 
ing its  intensity  upon  some  mass  of  foliage  that  seemed  to 
shrink  at  its  touch  and  open  a  scathed  and  quivering  aisle 
to  its  approach.  The  enormous  skeleton  of  a  dead  and 
rotten  redwood  not  a  hundred  yards  to  their  right  broke 
suddenly  like  a  gigantic  firework  into  sparks  and  flame. 

The  Sheriff  had  grasped  the  full  meaning  of  their  situa- 
tion. In  spite  of  his  first  error — the  very  carelessness  of 
familiarity — his  knowledge  of  woodcraft  was  greater  than 
his  companion's,  and  he  saw  their  danger.  "  Come,"  he 
said  quickly,  "  we  must  make  for  an  opening,  or  we  shall 
be  caught." 

The  Major  smiled  in  misapprehension.  "  Who  could 
catch  us  here  ?  " 

The  Sheriff  pointed  to  the  blazing  tree.  "  That"  he  said. 
"In  five  minutes  //  will  have  di posse  that  will  wipe  us  both 
out." 

He  caught  th.e  Major  by  the  arm  and  rushed  him  into 
the  smoke,  apparently  in  the  direction  of  the  greatest  mass 
of  flame.  The  heat  was  suffocating,  but  it  struck  the  Major 
that  the  more  they  approached  the  actual  scene  of  con- 
flagration the  heat  and  smoke  became  less,  until  he  saw 
that  the  fire  was  retreating  before  them  and  the  following 
wind.    In  a  few  moments  their  haven  of  safety — the  expanse 
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already  burnt  over — came  in  sight.  Here  and  there,  seen 
dimly  through  the  drifting  smoke,  the  scattered  embers 
that  still  strewed  the  forest  floor  glowed  in  weird  nebu- 
lous spots  like  will-o'-the-wisps.  For  an  instant  the  Major 
hesitated;  the  Sheriff  cast  a  significant  glance  behind 
them. 

"  Go  on ;  it's  our  only  chance,"  he  said  imperatively. 

They  darted  on,  skimming  the  blackened  or  smouldering 
surface,  which  at  times  struck  out  sparks  and  flame  from 
their  heavier  footprints  as  they  passed.  Their  boots  crackled 
and  scorched  beneath  them  ;  their  shreds  of  clothing  were 
on  fire  ;  their  breathing  became  more  difficult,  until,  provi- 
dentially, they  fell  upon  an  abrupt,  fissure-like  depression 
of  the  soil,  which  the  fire  had  leaped,  and  into  which  they 
blindly  plunged  and  rolled  together.  A  moment  of  relief 
and  coolness  followed,  as  they  crept  along  the  fissure,  filled 
with  damp  and  rotting  leaves. 

"Why  not  stay  here?"  said  the  exhausted  prisoner. 

"And  be  roasted  like  sweet  potatoes  when  these  trees 
catch  ?  "  returned  the  Sheriff  grimly.  "  No."  Even  as  he 
spoke,  a  dropping  rain  of  fire  spattered  through  the  leaves 
from  a  splintered  redwood,  before  overlooked,  that  was 
now  blazing  fiercely  in  the  upper  wind.  A  vague  and  inde- 
finable terror  was  in  the  air.  The  conflagration  no  longer 
seemed  to  obey  any  rule  of  direction.  The  incendiary 
torch  had  passed  invisibly  everywhere.  They  scrambled 
out  of  the  hollow,  and  again  dashed  desperately  forward. 

Beaten,  bruised,  blackened,  and  smoke-grimed — looking 
less  human  than  the  animals  who  had  long  since  deserted 
the  crest — they  at  last  limped  into  a  "  wind  opening"  in  the 
woods  that  the  fire  had  skirted.  The  Major  sank  exhaust- 
edly  to  the  ground ;  the  Sheriff  threw  himself  beside  him. 
Their  strange  relations  to  each  other  seemed  to  have  been 
forgotten ;   they    looked   and   acted   as   if  they  no  longer 
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thought  of  anything  beyond  the  present.  And  when  the 
Sheriff  finally  arose,  and  disappearing  for  several  minutes, 
brought  his  hat  full  of  water  for  his  prisoner  from  a  distant 
spring  that  they  had  passed  in  their  flight,  he  found  him 
where  he  had  left  him — unchanged  and  unmoved. 

He  took  the  water  gratefully,  and  after  a  pause  fixed 
his  eyes  earnestly  upon  his  captor.  "  I  want  you  to  do  a 
favour  to  me,"  he  said  slowly.  "I'm  not  going  to  ofTer 
you  a  bribe  to  do  it  either,  nor  ask  you  anything  that  isn't 
in  a  line  with  your  duty.  I  think  I  understand  you  now, 
if  I  didn't  before.  Do  you  know  Briggs's  restaurant  in 
Sacramento?" 

The  Sheriff  nodded. 

"Well!  over  the  restaurant  are  my  private  rooms,  the 
finest  in  Sacramento.  Nobody  knows  it  but  Briggs,  and 
he  has  never  told.  They've  been  locked  ever  since  I  left ; 
I've  got  the  key  still  in  my  pocket.  Now,  when  we  get  to 
Sacramento,  instead  of  taking  me  straight  to  jail,  I  want 
you  to  hold  me  there  as  your  prisoner  for  a  day  and  a  night. 
I  don't  want  to  get  away  ;  you  can  take  what  precautions 
you  like — surround  the  house  with  policemen,  and  sleep 
yourself  in  the  ante-room.  I  don't  want  to  destroy  any 
papers  or  evidence ;  you  can  go  through  the  rooms  and 
examine  everything  before  and  after;  I  only  want  to  stay 
there  a  day  and  a  night ;  I  want  to  be  in  my  old  rooms, 
have  my  meals  from  the  restaurant  as  I  used  to,  and  sleep 
in  my  own  bed  once  more.  I  want  to  live  for  one  day  like 
a  gentleman,  as  I  used  to  live  before  I  came  here.  That's 
all !  It  isn't  much,  Tom.  You  can  do  it,  and  say  you 
require  to  do  it  to  get  evidence  against  me,  or  that  you 
want  to  search  the  rooms." 

The  expression  of  wonder  which  had  come  into  the 
Sheriff's  face  at  the  beginning  of  this  speech  deepened  into 
his  old  look  of  surly  dissatisfaction.     "And  that's  all  ye 
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want,"  he  said  gloomily.  "Ye  don't  want  no  friends — no 
lawyer?  For  I  tell  you  straight  out,  Major,  there  ain't  no  hope 
for  ye  when  the  law  once  gets  hold  of  ye  in  Sacramento." 

"That's  all.     Will  you  do  it?" 

The  Sheriff's  face  grew  still  darker.  After  a  pause  he 
said,  "I  don't  say  'no,'  and  I  don't  say  'yes.'  But," 
he  added  grimly,  "it  strikes  me  we'd  better  wait  till  we 
get  clear  o'  these  woods  afore  you  think  o'  your  Sacramento 
lodgings." 

The  Major  did  not  reply.  The  day  had  worn  on,  but 
tlie  fire,  now  completely  encircling  them,  opposed  any 
j)assage  in  or  out  of  that  fateful  barrier.  The  smoke  of 
the  burning  underbrush  hung  low  around  them  in  a  bank 
equally  impenetrable  to  vision.  They  were  as  alone  as  ship- 
wrecked sailors  on  an  island  girded  by  a  horizon  of  clouds. 

"  I'm  going  to  try  to  sleep,"  said  the  Major ;  "  if  your 
men  come  you  can  waken  me." 

"And  \\.  your  men  come?"  said  the  Sheriff  drily. 

"  Shoot  me." 

He  lay  down,  closed  his  eyes,  and,  to  the  Sheriff's 
astonishment,  presently  fell  asleep.  The  Sheriff,  with  his 
chin  in  his  grimy  hands,  sat  and  watched  him  as  the  day 
slowly  darkened  around  them,  and  the  distant  fires  came 
out  in  more  lurid  intensity.  The  face  of  the  captive  and 
outlawed  murderer  was  singularly  peaceful ;  that  of  the 
captor  and  man  of  duty  was  haggard,  wild,  and  perplexed. 

But  even  this  changed  soon.  The  sleeping  man  stirred 
restlessly  and  uneasily;  his  face  began  to  work,  his  lijis  to 
move.     "  Tom,"  he  gasped  suddenly,  "  Tom  !  " 

The  Sheriff  bent  over  him  eagerly.  The  sleeping  man's 
eyes  were  still  closed  ;  beads  of  sweat  stood  upon  his  fore- 
head.    He  was  dreaming. 

"Tom,"  he  whispered,  "take  me  out  of  this  place — take 
me  out  from  these  dogs  and  pimps  and  beggars  !     Listen, 
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Tom! — they're  Sydney  Ducks,  ticket-of-leave  men,  short  card 
sharps,  and  sneak  thieves !  There  isn't  a  gentleman  among 
'em  !  There  isn't  one  I  don't  loathe  and  hate — and  would 
grind  under  my  heel  elsewhere.  I'm  a  gentleman,  Tom — 
yes,  by  God  ! — an  officer  and  a  gentleman.  I've  served  my 
country  in  the  9th  Cavalry.  That  cub  of  West  Point  knows 
it,  and  despises  me,  seeing  me  here  in  such  company. 
That  sergeant  knows  it — I  recommended  him  for  his  first 
stripes,  for  all  he  taunts  me — d n  him  !" 

"Come,  wake  up  !"  said  the  Sheriff  harshly. 

The  prisoner  did  not  heed  him  \  the  Sheriff  shook  him 
roughly,  so  roughly  that  the  Major's  waistcoat  and  shirt 
dragged  open,  disclosing  his  fine  silk  undershirt,  delicately 
worked  and  embroidered  with  golden  thread.  At  the  sight 
of  this  abased  and  faded  magnificence  the  Sheriff''s  hand 
was  stayed ;  his  eyes  wandered  over  the  sleeping  form 
before  him.  Yes,  the  hair  was  dyed  too ;  near  the  roots 
it  was  quite  white  and  grizzled  j  the  pomatum  was  coming 
off  the  pointed  moustache  and  imperial.  The  face  in  the 
light  was  veiy  haggard;  the  lines  from  the  angle  of  the 
nostril  and  mouth  were  like  deep,  half-healed  gashes.  The 
Major  was,  without  doubt,  prematurely  worn  and  played  out. 

The  Sheriff's  persistent  eyes,  however,  seemed  to  effect 
what  his  ruder  hand  could  not.  The  sleeping  man  stirred, 
awoke  to  full  consciousness,  and  sat  up. 

"Are  they  here?     I'm  ready,"  he  said  calmly. 

"  No,"  said  the  Sheriff  deliberately  \  "  I  only  woke  ye  to 
say  that  I've  been  thinkin'  over  what  ye  asked  me,  and  if 
we  get  to  Sacramento  all  right,  why,  I'll  do  it,  and  give  ye 
that  day  and  night  at  your  old  lodgings." 

"Thank  you." 

The  Major  reached  out  his  hand;  the  Sheriff  hesitated, 
and  then  extended  his  own.  The  hands  of  the  two  men 
clasped  for  the  first,  and,  it  would  seem,  the  last  time. 
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For  the  "cub  of  West  Point"  was,  like  most  cubs, 
irritable  when  thwarted,  and  having  been  baulked  of  his 
prey,  the  deserter,  and  possibly  chaffed  by  his  comrades 
for  his  profitless  invasion  of  Wynyards  Bar,  he  had  per- 
suaded his  commanding  officer  to  give  him  permission  to 
effect  a  recapture.  Thus  it  came  about  that  at  dawn,  filing 
along  the  ridge,  on  the  outskirts  of  the  fire,  his  heart  was 
gladdened  by  the  sight  of  the  half-breed — with  his  hanging 
haversack  belt  and  tattered  army  tunic — evidently  still  a 
fugitive,  not  a  hundred  yards  away  on  the  other  side  of  the 
belt  of  fire,  running  down  the  hill  with  another  ragged  figure 
at  his  side.  The  command  to  "halt"  was  enforced  by  a 
single  rifle-shot  over  the  fugitives'  heads ;  but  they  still 
kept  on  their  flight.  Then  the  boy-officer  snatched  a 
carbine  from  one  of  his  men,  a  volley  rang  out  from  the 
little  troop — the  shots  of  the  privates  mercifully  high,  those 
of  the  officer  and  sergeant  levelled  with  wounded  pride  and 
full  of  deliberate  purpose.  The  half-breed  fell;  so  did  his 
companion ;  and  rolling  over  together,  both  lay  still. 

But  between  the  hunters  and  their  fallen  quarry  reared 
a  cheval  de  frise  of  flame  and  fallen  timber  impossible  to 
cross.  The  young  officer  hesitated,  shrugged  his  shoulders, 
wheeled  his  men  about,  and  left  the  fire  to  correct  any 
irregularity  in  his  action. 

It  did  not,  however,  change  contemporaneous  history, 
for,  a  week  later,  when  Wynyards  Bar  discovered  Major 
Overstone  lying  beside  the  man  now  recognised  by  them  as 
the  disguised  Sheriff  of  Siskyou,  they  rejoiced  at  this  un- 
failing evidence  of  their  lost  leader's  unequalled  prowess. 
That  he  had  again  killed  a  sheriff  and  fought  a  whole 
posse,  yielding  only  with  his  life,  was  never  once  doubted, 
and  kept  his  memory  green  in  Sierran  chronicles  long  after 
Wynyards  Bar  had  itself  become  a  memory. 
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The  American  consul  at  St.  Kentigern  stepped  gloomily 
from  the  train  at  Whistlecrankie  Station.  For  the  last 
twenty  minutes  his  spirits  had  been  slowly  sinking  before 
the  drifting  procession  past  the  carriage  windows  of  dull 
grey  and  brown  hills — mammiform  in  shape,  but  so  cold 
and  sterile  in  expression  that  the  swathes  of  yellow  mist 
which  lay  in  their  hollows,  like  soiled  guipure,  seemed  a 
gratuitous  affectation  of  modesty.  And  when  the  train 
moved  away,  mingling  its  escaping  steam  with  the  slower 
mists  of  the  mountain,  he  found  himself  alone  on  the  plat- 
form, the  only  passenger,  and  apparently  the  sole  occupant 
of  the  station.  He  was  gazing  disconsolately  at  his  trunk, 
which  had  taken  upon  itself  a  human  loneliness  in  the 
emptiness  of  the  place,  when  a  railway  porter  stepped  out 
of  the  solitary  signal-box,  where  he  had  evidently  been 
performing  a  double  function,  and  lounged  with  exasperating 
deliberation  towards  him.  He  was  a  hard-featured  man, 
with  a  thin  fringe  of  yellow-grey  whiskers  that  met  under 
his  chin  like  dirty  strings  to  tie  his  cap  on  with. 

"  Ye'll  be  goin'  to  Glenbogie  House,  I'm  thinkin'?"he 
said  moodily. 

The  consul  said  that  he  was. 

"  I  kenned  it.  Ye'll  no'  be  gettin'  any  machine  to  tak'  ye 
there.  They'll  be  sending  a  carriage  for  ye — if  ye're  expected." 
He  glanced  half  doubtfully  at  the  consul,  as  if  he  was  not 
quite  so  sure  of  it. 
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But  the  consul  believed  he  tvas  expected,  and  felt 
relieved  at  the  certain  prospect  of  a  conveyance.  The 
porter  meanwhile  surveyed  him  moodily. 

"Ye'U  be  seein'  Mistress  MacSpadden  there  !" 

The  consul  was  surprised  into  a  little  over-consciousness. 
Mrs.  MacSpadden  was  a  vivacious  acquaintance  at  St. 
Kentigern,  whom  he  certainly — and  not  without  some  satis- 
faction— expected  to  meet  at  Glenbogie  House.  He  raised 
his  eyes  inquiringly  to  the  porter's. 

"  Ye'll  no  be  rememberin'  me.  I  had  a  machine  in  St. 
Kentigern,  and  drove  ye  to  MacSpadden's  ferry  often.  Far, 
far  too  often  !  She's  a  strange  flagrantitious  creature  ;  her 
husband's  but  a  puir  fule,  I'm  thinkin',  and  ye  did  yersel' 
nae  guid  gaunin'  there." 

It  was  a  besetting  weakness  of  the  consul's  that  his  sense 
of  the  ludicrous  was  too  often  reached  before  his  more 
serious  perceptions.  The  absurd  combination  of  the  bleak, 
inhospitable  desolation  before  him,  and  the  sepulchral  com- 
placency of  his  self-elected  monitor,  quite  upset  his  gravit}'. 

"Ay,  ye'll  be  laughin'  the  fioo,"  returned  the  porter,  with 
gloomy  significance. 

The  consul  wiped  his  eyes.  "Still,"  he  said  demurely, 
"  I  trust  you  won't  object  to  my  giving  you  sixpence  to  carry 
my  box  to  the  carriage  when  it  comes,  and  let  the  mora- 
lity of  this  transaction  devolve  entirely  upon  me.  Unless," 
he  continued,  even  more  gravely,  as  a  spick-and-span 
brougham  drawn  by  two  thoroughbreds  dashed  out  of  the 
mist  up  to  the  platform,  "unless  you  prefer  to  state  the  case 
to  those  two  gentlemen  " — pointing  to  the  smart  coachman 
and  footman  on  the  box — "and  take  iheir  opinion  as  to 
the  propriety  of  my  proceeding  any  farther.  It  seems  to  me 
that  their  consciences  ought  to  be  consulted  as  well  as  yours. 
I'm  only  a  stranger  here,  and  am  willing  to  do  anything  to 
conform  to  the  local  custom." 
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"  It's  a  saxpence  ye'll  be  payin'  anyway,"  said  the  porter, 
grimly  shouldering  the  trunk,  "  but  I'll  be  no'  takin'  any  other 
mon's  opinion  on  matters  of  my  ain  dooty  and  conscience." 

"Ah  !  "  said  the  consul  gravely,  "  then  you'll  perhaps  be 
allowing  me  the  same  privilege." 

The  porter's  face  relaxed,  and  a  gleam  of  approval — purely 
intellectual,  however — came  into  his  eyes. 

"  Ye  were  always  a  smooth  deevel  wi'  your  tongue,  Mr. 
Consul,"  he  said,  shouldering  the  box  and  walking  off  to  the 
carriage. 

Nevertheless,  as  soon  as  he  was  fairly  seated  and  rattling 
away  from  the  station,  the  consul  had  a  flashing  conviction 
that  he  had  not  only  been  grievously  insulted,  but  also  that 
he  had  allowed  the  wife  of  an  acquaintance  to  be  spoken  of 
disrespectfully  in  his  presence.  And  he  had  done  nothing  ! 
Yes — it  was  like  him  !— he  had  laughed  at  the  absurdity 
of  the  impertinence  without  resenting  it  !  Another  man 
would  have  slapped  the  porter's  face  1  For  an  instant  he 
hung  out  of  the  carriage  window,  intent  upon  ordering  the 
coachman  to  drive  back  to  the  station  ;  but  the  reflection — 
again  a  ludicrous  one — that  he  would  now  be  only  bringing 
witnesses  to  a  scene  which  might  provoke  a  scandal  more 
invidious  to  his  acquaintance,  checked  him  in  time.  But  his 
spirits,  momentarily  diverted  by  the  porter's  effrontery,  sank 
to  a  lower  ebb  than  before. 

The  clattering  of  his  horses'  hoofs  echoed  back  from  the 
rocky  walls  that  occasionally  hemmed  in  the  road  was  not 
enlivening,  but  it  was  less  depressing  than  the  recurring 
monotony  of  the  open.  The  scenery  did  not  suggest  wild- 
ness  to  his  alien  eyes  so  much  as  it  affected  him  with  a 
vague  sense  of  scorbutic  impoverishment.  It  was  not  the 
loneliness  of  unfrequented  Nature,  for  there  was  a  well-kept 
carriage  road  traversing  its  dreariness;  and  even  when  the 
hillside  was  clothed  with  scanty  verdure   tliere  were  "out- 
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crops  "  of  smooth,  glistening,  weather-worn  rocks  sliowing  like 
bare  brown  knees  under  the  all  too  imperfectly  kilted  slopes. 
And  at  a  little  distance,  lifting  above  a  black  drift  of  firs, 
were  the  square,  rigid  sky-lines  of  Glenbogie  House,  stand- 
ing starkly  against  the  cold,  lingering  Northern  twilight.  As 
the  vehicle  turned,  and  rolled  between  two  square  stone 
gateposts,  the  long  'avenue  before  him,  though  as  well  kept 
as  the  road,  was  but  a  slight  improvement  upon  the  outer 
sterility,  and  the  dark  iron-grey  rectangular  mansion  beyond, 
guiltless  of  external  decoration,  even  to  the  outlines  of  iis 
small  lustreless  windows,  opposed  the  grim,  inhospitable 
prospect  with  an  equally  grim,  inhospitable  front.  There 
were  a  few  moments  more  of  rapid  driving,  a  swift  swishing 
over  soft  gravel,  the  opening  of  a  heavy  door  into  a  narrow 
vestibule,  and  then— a  sudden  sense  of  exquisitely  diffused 
Mght  and  warmth  from  an  arched  and  galleried  central  hall ; 
the  sounds  of  light  laughter  and  subdued  voices  half  lost 
in  the  airy  space  between  the  lofty,  pictured  walls;  the 
luxury  of  colour  in  trophies,  armour,  and  hangings;  one 
or  two  careless  groups  before  the  recessed  hearth  or  at  the 
centre  table,  and  the  halted  figure  of  a  pretty  woman  on  the 
broad  stone  staircase.  The  contrast  was  sharp,  ironical, 
and  bewildering. 

So  much  so  that  the  consul,  when  he  had  followed  the 
servant  to  his  room,  was  impelled  to  draw  aside  the  heavy 
window-curtains  and  look  out  again  upon  the  bleak  prospect 
it  had  half  obliterated.  The  wing  in  which  he  was  placed 
overhung  a  dark  ravine  or  ^ully  choked  with  shrubs  and 
brambles  that  grew  in  a  new  luxuriance.  As  he  gazed,  a 
large  black  bird  floated  upwards  slowly  from  its  depths, 
circled  around  the  house  with  a  few  quick  strokes  of  its 
wings,  and  then  sped  away — a  black  bolt — in  one  straight, 
undeviating  line  towards  the  paling  north.  He  still  gazed 
into  the  abyss — half  expecting  another,  even  fancying  he 
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heard  the  occasional  stir  and  flutter  of  obscure  hfe  below, 
and  the  melancholy  call  of  night-fowl.  A  long-forgotten 
fragment  of  old  English  verse  began  to  haunt  him  : — 

"  Hark  I  the  raven  flaps  hys  wing 
In  the  briered  dell  belowe. 
Hark  !  the  dethe  owl  loude  doth  synge 
To  the  night  maers  as  thaie  goe." 

"Now,  what  put  that  stuff  in  my  head?"  he  said,  as  he 
turned  impatiently  from  the  window.  "  And  why  does  this 
house,  with  all  its  interior  luxury,  hypocritically  oppose  such 
a  forbidding  front  to  its  neighbours  ?  "  Then  it  occurred  to 
him  that  perhaps  the  architect  instinctively  felt  that  a  more 
opulent  and  elaborate  exterior  would  only  bring  the  poverty 
of  surrounding  Nature  into  greater  relief.  But  he  was  not 
in  the  habit  of  troubling  himself  with  abstruse  problems.  A 
nearer  recollection  of  the  pretty  frock  he  had  seen  on  the 
staircase — in  whose  wearer  he  had  just  recognised  his  viva- 
cious friend — turned  his  thoughts  to  her.  He  remembered 
how  at  their  first  meeting  he  had  been  interested  in  her  bright 
audacity,  unconveniionality,  and  high  spirits,  which  did  not, 
however,  amuse  him  so  greatly  as  his  later  suspicion  that 
she  was  playing  a  self-elected  role,  often  with  difficulty, 
opposition,  and  feverishness,  rather  than  spontaneity.  He 
remembered  how  he  had  watched  her  in  the  obtrusive 
assumption  of  a  new  fashion,  in  some  reckless  departure  from 
an  old  one,  or  in  some  ostentatious  disregard  of  certain  hard 
and  set  rules  of  St.  Kentigern;  but  that  it  never  seemed  to 
him  that  she  was  the  happier  for  it.  He  even  fancied  that 
her  mirth  at  such  times  had  an  undue  nervousness  ;  that  her 
pluck — which  was  undoubted — had  something  of  the  defiance 
of  despair,  and  that  her  persistence  often  had  the  grimness 
of  duty  rather  than  the  thoughtlessness  of  pure  amusement. 
What  was  she  trying  to  do  ? — what  was  she  trying  to  undo  or 
forget  ?     Her  married  life  was  apparently  happy,  and  even 
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congenial.  Her  young  husband  was  clever,  complaisant, 
yet  honestly  devoted  to  her,  even  to  the  extension  of  a  certain 
camaraderie  to  her  admirers  and  a  chivalrous  protection  by 
half-participation  in  her  maddest  freaks.  Nor  could  he 
honestly  say  that  her  attitude  towards  his  own  sex — although 
marked  by  a  freedom  that  often  reached  the  verge  of  indiscre- 
tion— conveyed  the  least  suggestion  of  passion  or  sentiment. 
The  consul,  more  perceptive  than  analytical,  found  her  a 
puzzle — who  was,  perhaps,  the  least  mystifying  to  others  who 
were  content  to  sum  up  her  eccentricities  under  the  single 
vague  epithet,  "fast."  Most  women  disliked  her:  she  had 
a  few  associates  among  them,  but  no  confidante ;  and  even 
these  were  so  unlike  her,  again,  as  to  puzzle  him  still  more. 
And  yet  he  believed  himself  strictly  impartial. 

He  walked  to  the  window  again,  and  looked  down  upon 
the  ravine,  from  which  the  darkness  now  seemed  to  be  slowly 
welling  up  and  obliterating  the  landscape ;  and  then  taking 
a  book  from  his  valise,  settled  himself  in  the  easy-chair  by 
the  fire.  He  was  in  no  hurry  to  join  the  party  below,  whom 
he  had  duly  recognised  and  greeted  as  he  passed  through. 
They  or  their  prototypes  were  familiar  friends.  There  was 
the  recently  created  baronet,  \Ahose  "bloody  hand"  had 
apparently  wiped  out  the  stains  of  his  earlier  Radicalism, 
and  whose  former  provincial  self-righteousness  had  been 
supplanted  by  an  equally  provincial  scepticism  ;  there  was 
his  wife,  who,  through  all  the  difficulties  of  her  changed  posi- 
tion, had  kept  the  stalwart  virtues  of  the  Scotch  bourgeoisie, 
and  was — "  decent "  ;  there  were  the  two  native  lairds  that 
reminded  him  of  "parts  of  speech,"  one  being  distinctly 
alluded  to  as  a  definite  article,  and  the  other  being  'of 
something,  and  apparently  governed  always  by  that  possessive 
case.  There  were  two  or  three  "  workers  " — men  of  power 
and  ability  in  their  several  vocations ;  indeed,  there  was  the 
general  over-proportion  of  intellect  characteristic  of  such 
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Scotch  gatherings,  and  often  in  excess  of  minor  social 
(jualities.  There  was  the  usual  foreigner,  with  Latin  quick- 
ness, eagerness,  and  misapprehending  adaptability.  And 
there  was  the  solitary  Englishman — perhaps  less  generously 
equipped  than  the  others — whom  everybody  differed  from, 
ridiculed,  and  then  looked  up  to  and  imitated.  There  were 
the  half-dozen  smartly  frocked  women,  who,  far  from  being 
the  females  of  the  foregoing  species,  were  quite  indistinc- 
tive, with  the  single  exception  of  an  American  wife,  who  was 
infinitely  more  Scotch  than  her  Scotch  husband. 

Suddenly  he  became  aware  of  a  faint  rustling  at  his  door, 
and  what  seemed  to  be  a  slight  tap  on  the  panel.  He  rose 
and  opened  it — the  long  passage  was  dark  and  apparently 
empty,  but  he  fancied  he  could  detect  the  quick  swish  of  a 
skirt  in  the  distance.  As  he  re-entered  his  room,  his  eye 
fell  for  the  first  time  on  a  rose  whose  stalk  was  thrust  through 
the  keyhole  of  his  door.  The  consul  smiled  at  this  amiable 
solution  of  a  mystery.  It  was  undoubtedly  the  playful 
mischievousness  of  the  vivacious  MacSpadden.  He  placed 
it  in  water— intending  to  wear  it  in  his  coat  at  dinner  as  a 
gentle  recognition  of  the  fair  donor's  courtesy. 

Night  had  thickened  suddenly  as  from  a  passing  cloud. 
He  lit  the  two  candles  on  his  dressing-table,  gave  a  glance 
into  the  now  scarcely  distinguishable  abyss  below  his  window 
as  he  drew  the  curtains,  and  by  the  more  diffused  light  for 
the  first  time  surveyed  his  room  critically.  It  was  a  larger 
apartment  than  that  usually  set  aside  for  bachelors;  the 
heavy  four-poster  had  a  conjugal  reserve  about  it,  and  a  tall 
cheval  glass  and  certain  minor  details  of  the  furniture  sug- 
gested that  it  had  been  used  for  a  married  couple.  He  knew 
that  the  guest-rooms  in  country-houses,  as  in  hotels,  carried 
no  suggestion  or  flavour  of  the  last  tenant,  and  therefore 
lacked  colour  and  originality,  and  he  was  consequently  sur- 
prised to  find  hiniself  impressed  with  some  distinctly  novel 
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atmosphere.  He  was  puzzling  himself  to  discover  what  it 
might  be,  when  he  again  became  aware  of  cautious  footsteps 
apparently  halting  outside  his  door.  This  time  he  was  pre- 
pared. With  a  half-smile  he  stepped  softly  to  the  door,  and 
opened  it  suddenly.  To  his  intense  surprise,  he  was  face  to 
face  with  a  man. 

But  his  discomfiture  was  as  nothing  compared  to  that  of 
the  stranger — whom  he  at  once  recognised  as  one  of  his 
fellow-guests — the  youthful  Laird  of  Whistlecrankie.  The 
young  fellow's  healthy  colour  at  once  paled,  then  flushed  a 
deep  crimson,  and  a  forced  smile  stiffened  his  mouth. 

"  I — beg  your  par-r-don,"  he  said,  with  a  nervous  brusque- 
ness  that  brought  out  his  accent.  "  I  couldna  find  ma  room. 
It'll  be  changed,  and  I " 

"  Perhaps  I  have  got  it,"  interrupted  the  consul  smilingly. 
"I've  only  just  come,  and  they've  put  me  in  here." 

"Nae!  Nae  !  "  said  the  young  man  hurriedly,  "it's  no' 
thiss.     That  is,  it's  no'  mine  noo." 

"Won't  you  come  in?"  suggested  the  consul  politely, 
holding  open  the  door. 

The  young  man  entered  the  room  with  the  quick  strides 
but  the  mechanical  purposelessness  of  embarrassment. 
Then  he  stiffened  and  stood  erect.  Yet  in  spite  of  all  this 
he  was  strikingly  picturesque  and  unconventional  in  his 
Highland  dress,  worn  with  the  freedom  of  long  custom  and 
a  certain  lithe,  barbaric  grace.  As  the  consul  continued  to 
gaze  at  him  encouragingly,  the  quick  resentful  pride  of  a 
shy  man  suddenly  mantled  his  high  cheek-bones,  and  with 
an  abrupt  "  I'll  not  disturb  ye  longer,"  he  strode  out  of  the 
room. 

The  consul  watched  the  easy  swing  of  his  figure  down  the 
passage,  and  then  closed  the  door.  "  Delightful  creature," 
he  said  musingly,  "and  not  so  very  unlike  an  Apache  chief 
either!     But  what  was  he  doing  outside  my  door?     And 
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was  it  he  who  left  that  rose — not  as  a  delicate  Highland 
attention  to  an  utter  stranger,  but" — the  consul's  mouth 
suddenly  expanded^" to  some  fair  previous  occupant? 
Or  was  it  really  his  room — -he  looked  as  if  he  were  lying — 
and  " — here  the  consul's  mouth  expanded  even  more  wick- 
edly— "and  Mrs.  MacSpadden  had  put  the  flower  there 
for  him,"  This  implied  snub  to  his  vanity  was,  however, 
more  than  compensated  by  his  wicked  anticipation  of  the 
pretty  perplexity  of  his  fair  friend  when  he  should  appear  at 
dinner  with  the  flower  in  his  own  buttonhole.  It  would  serve 
her  right,  the  arrant  flirt !  But  here  he  was  interrupted  by 
the  entrance  of  a  tall  housemaid  with  his  hot  water. 

"I  am  afraid  I've  ^dispossessed  Mr. — Mr.  Kilcraithle 
rather  prematurely,"  said  the  consul  lightly. 

To  his  infinite  surprise  the  girl  answered,  with  grim 
decision,  "Nane  too  soon." 

The  consul  stared.  "I  mean,"  he  explained,  "that  I 
found  him  hesitating  here  in  the  passage,  looking  for  his 
room." 

"  Ay,  he's  always  hoavering  and  glowerin'  in  the  passages 
— but  it's  no'  for  his  room  1  And  it's  a  deesgrace  to  decent 
Christian  folk  his  carryin'  on  wi'  married  weemen — mebbee 
they're  nae  better  than  he  !  " 

"  That  will  do,"  said  the  consul  curtly.  He  had  no 
desire  to  encourage  a  repetition  of  the  railway  porter's 
freedom. 

"Ye'll  no'  fash  yoursel'  about  him"  continued  the  girl, 
without  heeding  the  rebuff.  "  It's  no'  the  meestress'  wish 
that  he's  keepit  here  in  the  wing  reserved  for  married  folk, 
and  she's  no'  sorry  for  the  excuse  to  pit  ye  in  his  place. 
Ye'll  be  married  yoursel',  I'm  hearin'.  But  I  ken  ye's  nae 
mair  to  be  lippened  tae  for  thatT 

This  was  too  much  for  the  consul's  gravity.  "  I'm  afraid," 
he  said,  with  diplomatic  gaiety,  "that,  although  I  am  married. 
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as  I  haven't  my  wife  with  me,  I've  no  right  to  this  superior 
accommodation  and  comfort.  But  you  can  assure  your 
mistress  that  I'll  try  to  deserve  them." 

"  Ay,"  said  the  girl,  but  with  no  great  confidence  in  her 
voice,  as  she  grimly  quitted  the  room. 

"  When  our  foot's  upon  our  native  heath,  whether  our 
name's  Macgregor  or  Kilcraithie,  it  would  seem  that  we 
must  tread  warily,"  mused  the  consul,  as  he  began  to  dress. 
"  But  I'm  glad  she  didn't  see  that  rose,  or  my  reputation 
would  have  been  ruined."  Here  another  knock  at  the  door 
arrested  him.  He  opened  it  impatiently  to  a  tall  gillie,  who 
instantly  strode  into  the  room.  There  was  such  another 
suggestion  of  Kilcraithie  in  the  man  and  his  manner  that  tiie 
consul  instantly  divined  that  he  was  Kilcraithie's  servant. 

"I'll  be  takin'  some  bit  things  that  yon  Whistlecrankie 
left,"  said  the  giUie  gravely,  with  a  stolid  glance  around  the 
room. 

"Certainly,"  said  the  consul;  "help  yourself."  He 
continued  his  dressing  as  the  man  began  to  rummage  in  the 
empty  drawers.  The  consul  had  his  back  towards  him,  but 
looking  in  the  glass  of  the  dressing-table,  he  saw  that  the 
gillie  was  stealthily  watching  him.  Suddenly  he  passed 
before  the  mantelpiece  and  quickly  slipped  the  rose  from  its 
glass  into  his  hand, 

"  I'll  trouble  you  to  put  that  back,"  said  the  consul  quietly, 
without  turning  round.  The  gillie  slid  a  quick  glance 
towards  the  door,  but  the  consul  was  before  him. 

"  I  don't  think  that  was  left  by  your  master,"  he  said  in 
an  ostentatiously  calm  voice,  for  he  was  conscious  of  an 
absurd  and  inexplicable  tumult  in  his  blood,  "and  perhaps 
you'd  better  put  it  back." 

The  man  looked  at  the  flower  with  an  attention  that  miglit 
have  been  merely  ostentatious,  and  replaced  it  in  the  glass. 

"  A'  thocht  it  was  hiss." 
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"And  I  think  it  isn't,"  said  the  consul,  opening  the  door. 

Yet,  when  the  man  had  passed  out,  he  was  by  no  means 
certain  that  the  flower  was  not  Kilcraithie's.  He  was  even 
conscious  that  if  the  young  laird  had  approached  him  with 
a  reasonable  explanation  or  appeal  he  would  have  yielded 
it  up.  Yet  here  he  was,  looking  angrily  pale  in  the  glass, 
his  eyes  darker  than  they  should  be,  and  with  an  unmistak- 
able instinct  to  do  battle  for  this  idiotic  gage !  Was  there 
some  morbid  disturbance  in  the  air  that  was  affecting  him 
as  it  had  Kilcraithie?  He  tried  to  laugh,  but  catching 
sight  of  its  sardonic  reflection  in  the  glass,  became  grave 
again.  He  wondered  if  the  gillie  had  been  really  looking 
for  anything  his  master  had  left — he  had  certainly  take7i 
nothing.  He  opened  one  or  two  of  the  drawers,  and  found 
only  a  woman's  tortoise-shell  hairpin — overlooked  by  the 
footman  when  he  had  emptied  them  for  the  consul's  clothes. 
It  had  been  probably  forgotten  by  some  fair  and  previous 
tenant  to  Kilcraithie.  The  consul  looked  at  his  watch — it 
was  time  to  go  down.  He  grimly  pinned  the  fateful  flower 
in  his  buttonhole,  and  half-defiantly  descended  to  the 
drawing-room. 

Here,  however,  he  was  inclined  to  relax,  when,  from  a 
group  of  pretty  women,  the  bright  grey  eyes  of  Mrs.  Mac- 
Spadden  caught  his,  were  suddenly  diverted  to  the  lapel 
of  his  coat,  and  then  leaped  up  to  his  again  with  a  sparkle 
of  mischief.  But  the  guests  were  already  pairing  off  in 
dinner  couples,  and  as  they  passed  out  of  the  room  he  saw 
that  she  was  on  the  arm  of  Kilcraithie.  Yet  as  she  passed 
him  she  audaciously  turned  her  head,  and  in  a  mischievous 
affectation  of  jealous  reproach,  murmured — 

"So  soon!" 

At  dinner  she  was  too  far  removed  for  any  conversation 
with  him,  although  from  his  seat  by  his  hostess  he  could 
plainly  see  her  saucy  profile  midway  up  the  table.     But,  to 
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his  surprise,  her  companion,  Kilcraiihie,  did  not  seem  to  be 
responding  to  her  gaiety.  By  turns  abstracted  and  feverish, 
his  glances  occasionally  wandered  towards  the  end  of  the 
table  where  the  consul  was  sitting. 

For  a  few  moments  he  believed  that  the  affair  of  the 
flower,  combined,  perhaps,  with  the  overhearing  of  Mrs. 
MacSpadden's  mischievous  sentence,  rankled  in  the  laird's 
barbaric  soul.  But  he  became  presently  aware  that  Kil- 
craithie's  eyes  eventually  rested  upon  a  quiet-looking  blonde 
near  the  hostess.  Yet  the  lady  not  only  did  not  seem  to 
be  aware  of  it,  but  her  face  was  more  often  turned  towards 
the  consul,  and  their  eyes  had  once  or  twice  met.  He  had 
been  struck  by  the  fact  that  they  were  half-veiled  but  singu- 
larly unimpassioned  eyes,  with  a  certain  expression  of  cold 
wonderment  and  criticism  quite  inconsistent  with  their 
veiling.  Nor  was  he  surprised  when,  after  a  preliminary 
whispering  over  the  plates,  his  hostess  presented  him.  The 
lady  was  the  young  wife  of  the  middle-aged  dignitary  who, 
seated  farther  down  the  table,  opposite  Mrs.  MacSpadden, 
was  apparently  enjoying  that  lady's  wildest  levities.  The 
consul  bowed  \  the  lady  leaned  a  little  forward. 

"  We  were  saying  what  a  lovely  rose  you  had." 

The  consul's  inward  response  was,  "  Hang  that  flower ! " 
His  outward  expression  was  the  modest  query — 

"  Is  it  so  peculiar?  " 

"No;  but  it's  very  pretty.  Would  you  allow  me  to 
see  it  ? " 

Disengaging  the  flower  from  his  buttonhole,  he  handed 
it  to  her.  Oddly  enough,  it  seemed  to  him  that  half  the 
table  was  watching  and  listening  to  them.  Suddenly  the 
lady  uttered  a  little  cry.  "  Dear  me  !  it's  full  of  thorns  ;  of 
course  you  picked  and  arranged  it  yourself,  for  any  lady 
would  have  wrapped  something  around  the  stalk  ! " 

But   here    there  was   a   burlesque    outcry  and  a  good- 
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humoured  protest  from  the  gentlemen  around  her  against 
this  manifestly  leading  question.  "  It's  no'  fair !  Ye'll  not 
answer  her — for  the  dignity  of  our  sex."  Yet  in  the  midst 
of  it,  it  suddenly  occurred  to  the  consul  that  there  had 
been  a  slip  of  paper  wrapped  around  it,  which  had  come 
off,  and  remained  in  the  keyhole.  The  blue  eyes  of  the 
lady  were  meanwhile  sounding  his,  but  he  only  smiled, 
and  said — 

"  Then  it  seems  it  is  peculiar." 

When  the  conversation  became  more  general  he  had 
time  to  observe  other  features  of  the  lady  than  her  placid 
eyes.  Her  light  hair  was  very  long,  and  grew  low  down 
the  base  of  her  neck.  Her  mouth  was  firm,  the  upper  lip 
slightly  compressed  in  a  thin  red  line,  but  the  lower  one, 
although  equally  precise  at  the  corners,  became  fuller  in 
the  centre  and  turned  over  like  a  scarlet  leaf,  or,  as  it 
struck  him  suddenly,  like  the  tell-tale  drop  of  blood  on 
the  mouth  of  a  vampire.  Yet  she  was  very  composed,  prac- 
tical, and  decorous,  and  as  the  talk  grew  more  animated — 
and,  in  the  vicinity  of  Mrs.  MacSpadden,  more  audacious 
— she  kept  a  smiling  reserve  of  expression,  which  did  not, 
however,  prevent  her  from  following  that  lively  lady,  whom 
she  evidently  knew,  with  a  kind  of  encouraging  attention. 

"  Kate  is  in  full  fling  to-night,"  she  said  to  the  hostess. 
Lady  Macquoich  smiled  ambiguously — so  ambiguously  that 
the  consul  thought  it  necessary  to  interfere  for  his  friend. 
"  She  seems  to  say  what  most  of  us  think,  but  I  am  afraid 
very  few  of  us  could  voice  as  innocently,"  he  smilingly 
suggested. 

"  She  is  a  great  friend  of  yours,"  returned  the  lady,  looking 
at  him  through  her  half-veiled  lids,  "She  has  made  us 
quite  envy  her." 

"And  I  am  afraid  made  it  impossible  for  me  to  either 
sufficiently  thank  her  or  justify  her  taste,"  he  said  quietly. 
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Yet  he  was  vexed  at  an  unaccountable  resentment  which 
liad  taken  possession  of  him — who  but  a  few  hours  before 
had  only  laughed  at  the  porter's  criticism. 

After  the  ladies  had  risen,  the  consul,  with  an  instinct  of 
sympathy,  was  moving  up  towards  "Jock"  AlacSpadden, 
who  sat  nearer  the  host,  when  he  was  stopped  midway  of 
the  table  by  the  dignitary  who  had  sat  opposite  to  Mrs. 
MacSpadden.  "  Your  fren'  is  maist  amusing  wi'  her  auda- 
cious tongue — ay,  and  her  audacious  ways,"  he  said,  with 
large  official  patronage;  "and  we've  enjoyed  her  here  im- 
mensely, but  I  hae  mac  doots  if  mae  Leddy  Macquoich  taks 
as  kindly  to  them.  You  and  I — men  of  the  wurrld,  I  may  say 
— we  understand  them  for  a'  their  worth;  ay  ! — ma  wife  too, 
with  whom  I  observed  ye  speakin' — is  maist  tolerant  of  her  ; 
but,  man  !  it's  extraordinar'" — he  lowered  his  voice  slightly 
— "  that  yon  husband  of  hers  doesna'  check  her  freedoms 
with  Kilcraithie.  I  wadna  say  anythin'  was  wrong,  ye  ken, 
but  is  he  no'  over-confident  and  conceited  aboot  his  wife  ?  " 

"I  see  you  don't  know  him,"  said  the  consul  smilingly, 
"and  I'd  be  delighted  to  make  you  acquainted.  Jock," 
he  continued,  raising  his  voice  as  he  turned  towards 
MacSpadden,  "  let  me  introduce  you  to  Sir  Alan  Deeside, 
who  doesn't  know  you,  although  he's  a  great  admirer  of 
your  wife;"  and  unheeding  the  embarrassed  protestations 
of  Sir  Alan,  and  the  laughing  assertions  of  Jock  that  they 
were  already  acquainted,  he  moved  on  beside  his  host. 
That  hospitable  knight,  who  had  been  airing  his  know- 
ledge of  London  smart  society  to  his  English  guest  with 
a  singular  mixture  of  assertion  and  obsequiousness,  here 
stopped  short.  "  Ay,  sit  down,  laddie ;  it  was  so  guid 
of  ye  to  come,  but  I'm  thinkin'  at  your  end  of  the  table 
ye  lost  the  bit  fun  of  Mistress  MacSpadden.  Eh,  but 
she  was  unco'  lively  to-night.  'Twas  all  Kilcraithie  could 
do  to  keep  her  from  proposin'  your  health  with  Hieland 
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honours,  and  offerin'  to  lead  off  with  her  ain  foot  on  the 
table  !  Ay,  and  she'd  ha'  done  it.  And  that's  a  braw 
rose  she's  been  givin'  ye — and  ye  got  out  of  it  claverly  wi' 
Lady  Deeside."  When  he  left  the  table  with  the  others 
to  join  the  ladies,  the  same  unaccountable  feeling  of 
mingled  shyness  and  nervous  irascibility  still  kept  pos- 
session of  him.  He  felt  that  in  his  present  mood  he  could 
not  Usten  to  any  further  criticisms  of  his  friend  without 
betraying  some  unwonted  heat ;  and  as  his  companions 
filed  into  the  drawing-room  he  slipped  aside,  in  the  hope 
of  recovering  his  equanimity  by  a  few  moments'  reflection 
in  his  own  room.  He  glided  quickly  up  the  staircase  and 
entered  the  corridor.  The  passage  that  led  to  his  apart- 
ment was  quite  dark,  especially  before  his  door,  which  was 
in  a  bay  that  really  ended  the  passage.  He  was  con- 
sequently surprised  and  somewhat  alarmed  at  seeing  a 
shadowy  female  figure  hovering  before  it.  He  instinctively 
halted  ;  the  figure  became  more  distinct  from  some  luminous 
halo  that  seemed  to  encompass  it.  It  struck  him  that  this 
was  only  the  light  of  his  fire  thrown  through  his  open 
door,  and  that  the  figure  was  probably  that  of  a  servant 
before  it,  who  had  been  arranging  his  room.  He  started 
forward  again,  but  at  the  sound  of  his  advancing  footsteps 
the  figure  and  the  luminous  glow  vanished,  and  he  arrived 
blankly  face  to  face  with  his  own  closed  door.  He  looked 
around  the  dim  bay  ;  it  was  absolutely  vacant.  It  was 
equally  impossible  for  any  one  to  have  escaped  without  pass- 
ing him.  There  was  only  his  room  left.  A  half-nervous, 
half-superstitious  thrill  crept  over  him  as  he  suddenly 
grasped  the  handle  of  the  door  and  threw  it  open.  The 
leaping  light  of  his  fire  revealed  its  emptiness  :  no  one  was 
there  !  He  lit  the  candle,  and  peered  behind  the  curtains 
and  furniture  and  under  the  bed ;  the  room  was  as  vacant 
and  undisturbed  as  when  he  left  it. 
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Had  it  been  a  trick  of  his  senses  or  a  hona-fide  apparition  ? 
He  had  never  heard  of  a  ghost  at  Glenbogie — the  house 
dated  back  some  fifty  years  :  Sir  John  Macquoich's  tardy 
knighthood  carried  no  such  impedimenta.  He  looked  down 
wonderingly  on  the  flower  in  his  buttonhole.  Was  there 
something  uncanny  in  tiiat  innocent  blossom  ?  But  here 
he  was  struck  by  another  recollection,  and  examined  the 
keyhole  of  his  door.  With  the  aid  of  the  tortoise-shell 
hairpin  he  dislodged  the  paper  he  had  forgotten.  It  was 
only  a  thin  spiral  strip,  apparently  the  white  outer  edge 
of  some  newspaper,  and  it  certainly  seemed  to  be  of  little 
service  as  a  protection  against  the  thorns  of  the  rose-stalk. 
He  was  holding  it  over  the  fire,  about  to  drop  it  into  the 
blaze,  when  the  flame  revealed  some  pencil  marks  upon  it. 
Taking  it  to  the  candle  he  read,  deeply  bitten  into  the 
paper  by  a  hard  pencil-point :  "  At  half-past  one."  There 
was  nothing  else — no  signature ;  but  the  handwriting  was 
not  Mrs.  MacSpadden's  ! 

Then  whose  ?  Was  it  that  of  the  mysterious  figure  whom 
he  had  just  seen  ?  Had  he  been  selected  as  the  medium 
of  some  spiritual  communication  and,  perhaps,  a  ghostly 
visitation  later  on  ?  Or  was  he  the  victim  of  some  clever 
trick  ?  He  had  once  witnessed  such  dubious  attempts  to 
relieve  the  monotony  of  a  country  house.  He  again  exa- 
mined the  room  carefully,  but  without  avail.  Well,  the 
mystery  or  trick  would  be  revealed  at  half-past  one.  It  was 
a  somewhat  inconvenient  hour,  certainly.  He  looked  down 
at  the  baleful  gift  in  his  buttonhole,  and  for  a  moment  felt 
inclined  to  toss  it  in  the  fire.  But  this  was  quickly  followed 
by  his  former  revulsion  of  resentment  and  defiance.  No  ! 
he  would  wear  it,  no  matter  what  happened,  until  its  mate- 
rial or  spiritual  owner  came  for  it.  He  closed  the  door,  and 
returned  to  the  drawing-room. 

Midway  of  the  staircase  he  heard  the  droning  of  pipes. 
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There  was  dancing  in  the  drawing-room  to  the  music  of  the 
gorgeous  piper  who  had  marshalled  them  to  dinner.  He 
was  not  sorry,  as  he  had  no  inclination  to  talk,  and  the  one 
confidence  he  had  anticipated  with  Mrs.  MacSpadden  was 
out  of  the  question  now.  He  had  no  right  to  reveal  his 
later  discovery.  He  lingered  a  few  moments  in  the  hall. 
The  buzzing  of  the  piper's  drones  gave  him  that  impression 
of  confused  and  blindly  aggressive  intoxication  which  he 
had  often  before  noticed  in  this  barbaric  instrument,  and 
had  always  seemed  to  him  as  the  origin  of  its  martial  in- 
spiration. From  this  he  was  startled  by  voices  and  steps  in 
the  gallery  he  had  just  quitted,  but  which  came  from  the 
opposite  direction  to  his  room.  It  was  Kilcraithie  and  Mrs. 
MacSpadden.  As  she  caught  sight  of  him,  he  fancied  she 
turned  slightly  and  aggressively  pale,  with  a  certain  harden- 
ing of  her  mischievous  eyes.  Nevertheless  she  descended 
the  staircase  more  deliberately  than  her  companion,  who 
brushed  past  him  vv^ith  an  embarrassed  self-consciousness 
quite  in  advance  of  her.     She  lingered  for  an  instant. 

"You  are  not  dancing?"  she  said. 

"No." 

"  Perhaps  you  are  more  agreeably  employed  ?  " 

"  At  this  exact  moment,  certainly." 

She  cast  a  disdainful  glance  at  him,  crossed  the  hall, 
and  followed  Kilcraithie. 

"Hang  me  if  I  understand  it  all  !"  mused  the  consul, 
by  no  means  good-humouredly.  "Does  she  think  I  have 
been  spying  upon  her  and  her  noble  chieftain  ?  But  it's 
just  as  well  that  I  didn't  tell  her  anything." 

He  turned  to  follow  them.  In  the  vestibule  he  came 
upon  a  figure  which  had  halted  before  a  large  pier-glass. 
He  recognised  M.  Delfosse,  the  French  visitor,  com- 
placently twisting  the  peak  of  his  Henri  Quatre  beard. 
He  would  have  passed  without  speaking,  but  the  French- 


A  Rose  of  Glcnbogic.  331 

man  glanced  smilingly  at  the  consul  and  his  buttonhole. 
Again  the  flower ! 

"Monsieur  is  decorc,"  he  said  gallantly. 

The  consul  assented,  but  added,  not  so  gallantly,  that 
though  they  were  not  in  France,  he  might  still  be  unworthy 
of  it.  The  baleful  flower  had  not  improved  his  temper. 
Nor  did  the  fact  that,  as  he  entered  the  room,  he  thought 
the  people  stared  at  him — until  he  saw  that  their  attention 
was  directed  to  Lady  Deeside,  who  had  entered  almost  be- 
hind him.  From  his  hostess,  who  had  offered  him  a  seat 
beside  her,  he  gathered  that  M.  Delfosse  and  Kilcraithie 
had  each  temporarily  occupied  his  room,  but  that  they 
had  been  transferred  to  the  other  wing,  apart  from  the  mar- 
ried couples  and  young  ladies,  because,  when  they  came 
upstairs  from  the  billiard  and  card-room  late,  they  some- 
times disturbed  the  fair  occupants.  No  ! — there  were  no 
ghosts  at  Glenbogie.  Mysterious  footsteps  had  sometimes 
been  heard  in  the  ladies'  corridor,  but — with  peculiar  signi- 
ficance— she  was  afraid  they  could  be  easily  accounted 
for.  Sir  Alan,  whose  room  was  next  to  the  MacSpaddens', 
had  been  disturbed  by  them. 

He  was  glad  when  it  was  time  to  escape  to  the  billiard- 
room  and  tobacco.  For  a  while  he  forgot  the  evening's 
ativenture,  but  eventually  found  himself  listening  to  a  dis- 
cussion—carried on  over  steaming  tumblers  of  toddy — in 
regard  to  certain  predispositions  of  the  always  debatable  sex. 

"  Ye'll  not  always  judge  by  appearances,"  said  Sir  Alan.  ■ 
"Ye'U  mind  the  story  o'  the  meenester's  wife  of  Aiblin- 
noch.  It  was  thocht  that  she  was  ower  free  wi'  one  o'  the 
parishioners — ay  !  it  was  the  claish  o'  the  whole  kirk,  while 
none  dare  tell  the  meenester  hissclf— bein'  a  bookish, 
simple,  unsuspectin'  creeter.  At  last  one  o'  the  elders 
bethocht  him  of  a  bit  plan  of  bringing  it  home  to  the 
wife,  through  the  gospel  lips  of  her  ain  husband  !     So  he 


^^,2  A  Rose  of  Glcnbogie. 

intimated  to  the  meenester  his  suspicions  of  grievous  laxity 
ainang  the  female  flock,  and  of  the  necessity  of  a  special 
sermon  on  the  Seventh  Command.  The  puir  man  con- 
sented— although  he  didna  ken  why  and  wherefore — and 
preached  a  gran'  sermon  !  Ay,  man  !  it  was  crammed  wi' 
denunciation  and  an'  emptyin'  o'  the  vials  o'  wrath  !  The 
congregation  sat  dumb  as  huddled  sheep — when  they  were 
no'  starin'  and  gowpin'  at  the  meenester's  wife  settin'  bolt 
upright  in  her  place.  And  then,  when  the  air  was  blue  wi' 
sulphur  frae  tae  pit,  the  meenester's  wife  uprises  !  Man  ! 
Ivry  eye  was  spearin'  her — ivry  lug  was  prickt  towards 
her !  And  she  goes  out  in  the  aisle  facin'  the  meenester, 
and " 

Sir  Alan  paused. 

"And  what?"  demanded  the  eager  auditory. 

"  She  pickit  up  the  elder's  wife,  sobbin'  and  tearin'  her 
hair  in  strong  hysterics." 

At  the  end  of  a  relieved  pause  Sir  Alan  slowly  concluded  : 
"It  was  said  that  the  elder  removed  frae  Aiblinnoch  wi'  his 
wife,  but  no'  till  he  had  effected  a  change  of  meenesters." 

It  was  already  past  midnight,  and  the  party  had  dropped 
off  one  by  one,  with  the  exception  of  Deeside,  Macquoich, 
the  young  Englishman,  and  a  Scotch  laird,  who  were  play- 
ing poker — an  amusement  which  he  understood  they 
frequently  protracted  until  three  in  the  morning.  It  was 
nearly  time  for  him  to  expect  his  mysterious  visitant. 
Before  he  went  upstairs  he  thought  he  would  take  a  breath 
of  the  outer  evening  air,  and  throwing  a  mackintosh  over 
his  shoulders,  passed  out  of  the  garden  door  of  the  billiard- 
room.  To  his  surprise  it  gave  immediately  upon  the  fringe 
of  laurel  that  hung  over  the  chasm. 

It  was  quite  dark;  the  few  far-spread  stars  gave  scarcely 
any  light,  and  the  slight  auroral  glow  towards  the  north  was 
all  that  outlined  the  fringe  of  the  abyss,  which  might  have 


A  Rose  of  Glcnbogie.  2>l>o 

proved  dangerous  to  any  unfamiliar  wanderer.  A  damp 
breath  of  sodden  leaves  came  from  its  depths.  Beside  him 
stretched  the  long  dark  facade  of  the  wing  he  inhabited, 
his  own  window  the  only  one  that  showed  a  faint  light.  A 
few  paces  beyond,  a  singular  structure  of  rustic  wood  and 
glass,  combining  the  peculiarities  of  a  sentry-box,  a  summer- 
house,  and  a  shelter,  was  built  against  the  blank  wall  of  the 
wing.  He  imagined  the  monotonous  prospect  from  its 
windows  of  the  tufted  chasm,  the  coldly  profiled  northern 
hills  beyond — and  shivered.  A  little  farther  on,  sunk  in 
the  wall  like  a  postern,  was  a  small  door  that  evidently  gave 
egress  to  seekers  of  this  stern  retreat.  In  the  still  air  a  faint 
grating  sound  like  the  passage  of  a  foot  across  gravel  came 
to  him  as  from  the  distance.  He  paused,  thinking  he  had 
been  followed  by  one  of  the  card-players,  but  saw  no  one, 
and  the  sound  was  not  repeated. 

It  was  past  one.  He  re-entered  the  billiard-room, 
passed  the  unchanged  group  of  card-players,  and  taking  a 
candlestick  from  the  hall,  ascended  the  dark  and  silent  stair- 
case into  the  corridor.  The  light  of  his  candle  cast  a  flicker- 
ing halo  around  him — but  did  not  penetrate  the  gloomy 
distance.  He  at  last  halted  before  his  door,  gave  a  scrutinis- 
ing glance  around  the  embayed  recess,  and  opened  the  door 
half  expectantly.     But  the  room  was  as  empty  as  he  had  left  it. 

It  was  a  quarter-past  one.  He  threw  himself  on  the  bed 
without  undressing,  and  fixed  his  eyes  alternately  on  the 
door  and  his  watch.  Perhaps  the  unwonted  seriousness  of 
his  attitude  struck  him  ;  but  a  sudden  sense  of  the  prepos- 
terousness  of  the  whole  situation — of  his  solemnly  ridiculous 
acceptance  of  a  series  of  mere  coincidences  as  a  foregone 
conclusion — overcame  him,  and  he  laughed.  But  in  the 
same  breath  he  stopped. 

There  iverc  footsteps  approaching — cautious  footsteps — 
but  not  at  his  door  !     They  wore  in  the  room — no  !  in  the 
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zcrt// just  behind  him!  They  were  descending  some  stair- 
case at  the  back  of  his  bed — he  could  hear  the  regular  tap 
of  a  hght  shpper  from  step  to  step,  and  the  rustle  of  a  skirt 
seemingly  in  his  very  ear.  They  were  becoming  less  and 
less  distinct — they  were  gone  1  He  sprang  to  his  feet,  but 
almost  at  the  same  instant  he  was  conscious  of  a  sudden 
chill — that  seemed  to  him  as  physical  as  it  was  mental. 
The  room  was  slowly  suffused  with  a  cool  sodden  breath 
and  the  dank  odour  of  rotten  leaves.  He  looked  at  the 
candle — its  flame  was  actually  deflecting  in  this  mysterious 
blast.  It  seemed  to  come  from  a  recess  for  hanging  clothes 
topped  by  a  heavy  cornice  and  curtain.  He  had  examined 
it  before,  but  he  drew  the  curtain  once  more  aside.  The 
cold  current  certainly  seemed  to  be  more  perceptible  there. 
He  felt  the  red-clothed  backing  of  the  interior,  and  his 
hand  suddenly  grasped  a  door-knob.  It  turned,  and  the 
whole  structure— cornice  and  curtains — swung  inwards 
towards  him  with  the  door  on  wliich  it  was  hung!  Behind 
it  was  a  dark  staircase  leading  from  the  floor  above  to  some 
outer  door  below,  whose  opening  had  given  ingress  to  the 
chill  humid  current  from  the  ravine.  This  was  the  staircase 
where  he  had  just  heard  the  footsteps — and  this  was,  no 
doubt,  the  door  through  which  the  mysterious  figure  had 
vanished  from  his  room  a  few  hours  before  ! 

Taking  his  candle,  he  cautiously  ascended  the  stairs 
until  he  found  himself  on  the  landing  of  the  suites  of  the 
married  couples,  and  directly  opposite  to  the  rooms  of  the 
MacSpaddens  and  Deesides.  He  was  about  to  descend 
again  when  he  heard  a  far-off  shout,  a  scuffling  sound  on 
the  outer  gravel,  and  the  frenzied  shaking  of  the  handle 
of  the  lower  door.  He  had  hardly  time  to  blow  out  his 
candle  and  flatten  himself  against  the  wall,  when  the  door 
was  flung  open  and  a  woman  frantically  flew  up  the  stair- 
case.    His  own  door  was  still  open ;  from  within  its  depths 
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the  light  of  his  fire  projected  a  flickering  beam  across  the 
steps.  As  she  rushed  past  it  the  light  revealed  her  face;  it 
needed  not  the  peculiar  perfume  of  her  garments  as  she 
swept  by  his  concealed  figure  to  make  him  recognise — 
Lady  Deeside  ! 

Amazed  and  confounded,  he  was  about  to  descend,  when 
he  heard  the  lower  door  again  open.  But  here  a  sudden 
instinct  made  him  pause,  turn,  and  reascend  to  the  upper 
landing.  There  he  calmly  relit  his  candle,  and  made  his 
way  down  to  the  corridor  that  overlooked  the  central  hall. 
The  sound  of  suppressed  voices — speaking  with  the  ex- 
hausted pauses  that  come  from  spent  excitement — made 
him  cautious  again,  and  he  halted.  It  was  the  card  party 
slowly  passing  from  the  billiard-room  to  the  hall. 

"Ye  owe  it  to  yoursel'— to  your  wife— not  to  pit  up 
wiih  it  a  day  longer,"  said  the  subdued  voice  of  Sir  Alan. 
"  ]Man  I  ye  war  in  an  ace  o'  having  a  braw  scandal." 

"  Could  ye  no'  get  your  wife  to  speak  till  her,"  responded 
Macquoich,  "  to  gie  her  a  hint  that  she's  better  awa'  out  of 
this ;  Lady  Deeside  has  some  influence  wi'  her." 

The  consul  ostentatiously  dropped  the  extinguisher  from 
his  candlestick.  The  party  looked  up  quickly.  Their  faces 
were  still  flushed  and  agitated,  but  a  new  restraint  seemed 
to  come  upon  them  on  seeing  him. 

"  I  thought  I  heard  a  row  outside,"  said  the  consul  ex- 
planatorily. 

They  each  looked  at  their  host  without  speaking. 

"Oh,  ay,"  said  Macquoich,  with  simulated  heartiness, 
"a  bit  fuss  between  the  Kilcraithie  and  yon  Frenchman; 
but  they're  baith  goin'  in  the  mornin'." 

"  I  thought  I  heard  MacSpadden's  voice,"  said  the  consul 
quietly. 

There  was  a  dead  silence.  Then  INLicquoich  said 
hurriedlv — 
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"Is  he  no'  in  his  room — in  bed — asleep — man?" 

"I  really  don't  know;  I  didn't  inquire,"  said  the  consul, 
with  a  slight  yawn.     "  Good  night !  " 

He  turned,  not  without  hearing  them  eagerly  whispering 
again,  and  entered  the  passage  leading  to  his  own  room. 
As  he  opened  the  door  he  was  startled  to  find  the  subject 
of  his  inquiry — Jock  MacSpadden — quietly  seated  in  his 
arm-chair  by  his  fire. 

"Jock!" 

"Don't  be  alarmed,  old  man;  I  came  up  by  that  stair- 
case and  saw  the  door  open,  and  guessed  you'd  be  returning 
soon.  But  it  seemed  you  went  round  by  the  corridor,^''  he 
said,  glancing  curiously  at  the  consul's  face.  "Did  you 
meet  the  crowd? " 

"  Yes,  Jock.      What  does  it  all  mean  ?  " 

MacSpadden  laughed.  "It  means  that  I  was  just  in 
time  to  keep  Kilcraithie  from  chucking  Delfosse  down 
that  ravine ;  but  they  both  scooted  when  they  saw  me. 
By  Jove  !  I  don't  know  which  was  the  most  frightened." 

"But,"  said  the  consul  slowly,  "what  was  it  all  about, 
Jock?" 

"  Some  gallantry  of  that  d d  Frenchman,  who's  trying 

to  do  some  woman-stalking  up  here,  and  jealousy  of  Kil- 
craithie's,  who's  just  got  enough  of  his  forebears'  blood  in 
him  to  think  nothing  of  sticking  three  inches  of  his  dirk 
in  the  wame  of  the  man  that  crosses  him.  But  I  say,"  con- 
tinued Jock,  leaning  easily  back  in  his  chair,  ^^ you  ought  to 
know  something  of  all  this.  This  room,  old  man,  was  used 
as  a  sort  of  rendezvous,  having  two  outlets,  don't  you  see, 
when  they  couldn't  get  at  the  summer-house  below.  By 
Jove  !  they  both  had  it  in  turns— Kilcraithie  and  the  French- 
man— until  Lady  Macquoich  got  wind  of  something,  swept 
them  out,  and  f^vXyou  in  it." 

The  consul  rose,  and  approached  his  friend  with  a  grave 
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face.  "Jock,  I  do  know  something  about  it — more  about 
it  than  any  one  thinks.  You  and  I  are  old  friends.  Shall 
I  tell  you  what  I  know  ?  " 

Jock's  handsome  face  became  a  trifle  paler,  but  his  fratik, 
clear  eyes  rested  steadily  on  the  consul's. 

"  Go  on  ! "  he  said. 

"  I  know  that  this  flower  which  I  am  wearing  was  the 
signal  for  the  rendezvous  this  evening,"  said  the  consul 
slowly,  "and  this  paper,"  taking  it  from  his  pocket,  "con- 
tained the  time  of  the  meeting,  written  in  the  lady's  own 
hand.  I  know  who  she  was,  for  I  saw  her  face  as  plainly 
as  I  see  yours  now,  by  the  light  of  the  same  fire ;  it  was  as 
pale,  but  not  as  frank  as  yours,  old  man.  That  is  what 
I  know.  But  I  know  also  what  people  tJiiiik  they  know,  and 
for  that  reason  I  put  that  paper  in  your  hand.  It  is  yours 
— your  vindication — your  ?-evejige,  if  you  choose.  Do  with 
it  what  you  like." 

Jock,  with  unchanged  features  and  undimmed  eyes, 
took  the  paper  from  the  consul's  hand  without  looking 
at  it. 

"  I  may  do  with  it  what  I  like?"  he  repeated. 

"Yes." 

He  was  about  to  drop  it  into  the  fire,  but  the  consul 
stayed  his  hand. 

"Are  you  not  going  to  look  at  the  handwriting  first?" 

There  was  a  moment  of  silence.  Jock  raised  his  e}cs 
with  a  sudden  flash  of  pride  in  them,  and  said  "No  !" 

The  friends  stood  side  by  side  grasping  each  other's 
hands  as  the  burning  paper  leaped  up  the  chimney  in  a 
vanishing  flame. 

"  Do  you  think  you  have  done  quite  right,  Jock,  in  view 
of  any  scandal  you  may  hear  ?  " 

"Quite!  You  see,  old  man,  I  know  my  wife — but  I 
don't  think  that  Deeside  knows  his." 

VOL.   IX.  Y 
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For  many  minutes  there  had  been  no  sound  but  the 
monotonous  drumming  of  the  rain  on  the  roof  of  the 
coach,  the  swishing  of  wheels  through  the  gravelly  mud, 
and  the  momentary  clatter  of  hoofs  upon  some  rocky 
outcrop  in  the  road.  Conversation  had  ceased ;  the  light- 
hearted  young  editor  in  the  front  seat,  more  than  suspected 
of  dangerous  levity,  had  relapsed  into  silence  since  the 
heavy  man  in  the  middle  seat  had  taken  to  regarding  the 
ceiling  with  ostentatious  resignation,  and  the  thin  female 
beside  him  had  averted  her  respectable  bonnet.  An 
occasional  lurch  of  the  coach  brought  down  a  fringe  of 
raindrops  from  its  eaves  that  filmed  the  windows  and  shut 
out  the  sodden  prospect  already  darkening  into  night. 
There  had  been  a  momentary  relief  in  their  hurried  dash 
through  Summit  Springs,  and  the  spectacle  of  certain 
newly  arrived  County  Delegates  crowding  the  verandah 
of  its  one  hotel,  but  that  was  now  three  miles  behind. 
The  young  editor's  sole  resource  was  to  occasionally  steal 
a  glance  at  the  face  of  the  one  passenger  who  seemed  to 
be  in  sympathy  with  him,  but  who  was  too  far  away  for 
easy  conversation.  It  was  the  half-amused,  half-perplexed 
face  of  a  young  man  who  had  been  for  some  time  regarding 
him    from   a   remote   corner   of  the   coach  with   an   odd 

mingling  of  admiring  yet  cogitating  interest,  which,  how- 
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ever,  had  never  extended  to  any  further  encouragement 
than  a  faint  sad  smile.  Even  this  at  last  faded  out  in  the 
growing  darkness ;  the  powerful  coach  lamps  on  either  side 
that  flashed  on  the  wayside  objects  gave  no  light  to  the 
interior.  Everybody  was  slowly  falling  asleep.  Suddenly 
everybody  woke  up,  to  find  that  the  coach  was  apparently 
standing  still !  When  it  had  stopped  no  one  knew  !  The 
young  editor  lowered  his  window.  The  coach  lamp  on 
that  side  was  missing,  but  nothing  was  to  be  seen.  In 
the  distance  there  appeared  to  be  a  faint  splashing. 

"Well,"  called  out  an  impatient  voice  from  the  box 
above.  "  What  do  you  make  it  ?  "  It  was  the  authoritative 
accents  of  Yuba  Bill,  the  driver,  and  everybody  listened 
eagerly  for  the  reply. 

It  came  faintly  from  the  distance  and  the  splashing. 
"  Almost  four  feet  here,  and  deepening  as  you  go." 

"Dead  water?" 

"  No — back  water  from  the  Fork." 

There  was  a  general  movement  towards  the  doors  and 
windows.  The  splashing  came  nearer.  Then  a  light 
flashed  on  the  trees,  the  windows,  and — two  feet  of  yellow 
water  peacefully  flowing  beneath  them  !  The  thin  female 
gave  a  slight  scream. 

"There's  no  danger,"  said  the  Expressman,  now  wading 
towards  them  with  the  coach  lamp  in  his  hand.  "  But 
we'll  have  to  pull  round  out  of  it  and  go  back  to  the 
Springs.     There's  no  getting  past  this  break  to-night." 

"  Why  didn't  you  let  us  know  this  before  ? "  said  the 
heavy  man  indignantly,  from  the  window. 

"Jim,"  said  the  driver,  with  that  slow  deliberation  which 
instantly  enforces  complete  attention. 

"Yes,  Bill." 

"  Have  you  got  a  spare  copy  of  that  reg'lar  bulletin  that 
the  Stage  Kempany  issoos  every  ten  minutes  to  each  pas- 
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senger  to  tell  'em  where  we  are,  how  far  it  is  to  the  next 
place,  and  wet's  the  state  o'  the  weather  gin'rally  ?  " 

"  No  ! "  said  the  Expressman  grimly,  as  he  climbed  to 
the  box ;  "  there's  not  one  left.     Why  ?  " 

"'Cos  the  Emperor  of  Chiny's  inside  wantin'  one! 
Hoop  !  Keep  your  seats  down  there  !  G'lang  ; "  the  whip 
cracked,  there  was  a  desperate  splashing,  a  backward  and 
forward  jolting  of  the  coach,  the  ghstening  wet  flanks  and 
tossing  heads  of  the  leaders  seen  for  a  moment  opposite  the 
windows,  a  sickening  swirl  of  the  whole  body  of  the  vehicle 
as  if  parting  from  its  axles,  a  long,  straight,  dragging  pull, 
and — presently  the  welcome  sound  of  hoofs  once  more 
beating  the  firmer  ground. 

"  Hi !     Hold  up— driver  !  " 

It  was  the  editor's  quiet  friend  who  was  leaning  from 
the  window. 

"  Isn't  Wilkes'  Ranch  just  off  here  ?  " 

"Yes,  half  a  mile  along  the  ridge,  I  reckon,"  returned 
the  driver  shortly. 

"Well,  if  you're  not  going  on  to-night,  I'd  get  off  and 
stop  there." 

"  I  reckon  your  head's  level,  stranger,''  said  Bill  approv- 
ingly; "for  they're  about  chock  full  at  the  Springs  House." 

To  descend,  the  passenger  was  obliged  to  pass  out  by 
the  middle  seat  and  before  the  young  editor.  As  he  did 
so  he  cast  a  shy  look  on  him,  and  leaning  over,  said 
hesitatingly  in  a  lower  voice  :  "  I  don't  think  you  will  be 
able  to  get  in  at  the  Springs  Hotel.  If — if — you  care  to 
come  with  me  to — to — the  Ranch,  I  can  take  care  of  you." 

The  young  editor — a  man  of  action — paused  for  an 
instant  only.  Then  seizing  his  bag,  he  said  promptly, 
"  Thank  you,"  and  followed  his  newly  found  friend  to  the 
ground.     The  whip  cracked,  the  coach  rolled  away. 

"You  know  Wilkes?"  he  said. 
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'^  Ye — ee-s.     He's  my  father." 

"Ah,"  said  the  editor  cheerfully,  "then  you're  going 
home?" 

"  Yes." 

It  was  quite  light  in  the  open,  and  the  stranger,  after 
a  moment's  survey  of  the  prospect — a  survey  that,  however, 
seemed  to  be  characterised  by  his  previous  hesitation — said, 
"This  way,"  crossed  the  road,  and  began  to  follow  a  quiie 
plain  but  long-disused  waggon  track  along  the  slope.  His 
manner  was  still  so  embarrassed  that  the  young  editor, 
after  gaily  repeating  his  thanks  for  his  companion's  thought- 
ful courtesy,  followed  him  in  silence.  At  the  end  of  ten 
minutes  they  had  reached  some  cultivated  fields  and 
orchards ;  the  stranger  brightened,  although  still  with  a 
preoccupied  air,  quickened  his  pace,  and  then  suddenly 
stopped.  When  the  editor  reached  his  side  he  was  gazing 
with  apparently  still  greater  perplexity  upon  the  level,  half- 
obliterated  and  blackened  foundations  of  what  had  been 
a  large  farmhouse. 

"Why,  it's  been  burnt  down  !"  he  said  thoughtfully. 

The  editor  stared  at  him.  Burnt  down  it  certainly  had 
been,  but  by  no  means  recently.  Grasses  were  already 
springing  up  from  the  charred  beams  in  the  cellar;  vines 
were  trailing  over  the  fallen  chimneys ;  excavations,  already 
old,  had  been  made  among  the  ruins.  "  When  were  you 
here  last?"  the  editor  asked  abruptly. 

"  Five  years  ago,"  said  the  stranger  abstractedly. 

"  Five  years  ! — and  you  knew  nothing  of  this  /  " 

"No.  I  was  in  Tahiti,  Australia,  Japan,  and  China  all 
the  time." 

"  And  you  never  heard  from  home  ?  " 

"  No.  You  see,  I  quo'Ued  with  the  old  man,  and  ran 
away." 

"And  you  didn't  write  to  tell  them  you  were  coming?" 
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"  No."  He  hesitated,  and  then  added  :  "  Never  thought 
o'  coming  till  I  sawjv?/." 

"  Me." 

"Yes — you  and— the  high  water." 

"Do  you  mean  to  say,"  said  the  young  editor  sharply, 
"that  you  brought  7ne — an  utter  stranger  to  you — out  of 
that  coach  to  claim  the  hospitality  of  a  father  you  had 
quarrelled  with — hadn't  seen  for  five  years,  and  didn't  know 
if  he  would  receive  you  ?  " 

"Yes  —  you  see  that's  just  ivhy  I  did  it.  Yo'  see,  I 
reckoned  my  chances  would  be  better  to  see  him  along  with 
a  cheerful,  chipper  fellow  like  you.  I  didn't,  of  course,  kal- 
kilate  on  this^^  he  added,  pointing  dejectedly  to  the  ruins. 

The  editor  gasped ;  then  a  sudden  conception  of  the 
unrivalled  absurdity  of  the  situation  flashed  upon  him — of 
his  passively  following  the  amiable  idiot  at  his  side  in  order 
to  contemplate  by  the  falling  rain  and  lonely  night  a  heap 
of  sodden  ruins,  while  the  coach  was  speeding  to  Summit 
Springs  and  shelter — and,  above  all,  the  reason  wliy  he  was 
invited — until,  putting  down  his  bag,  he  leaned  upon  his 
stick,  and  laughed  until  the  tears  came  to  his  eyes. 

At  which  his  companion  visibly  brightened.  "  I  told 
you  so,"  he  said  cheerfully ;  "  I  knew  you'd  be  able  to 
take  it — and  the  old  man — in  that  way,  and  that  would 
have  fetched  him  round." 

"  For  Heaven's  sake !  don't  talk  any  more,"  said  the 
editor,  wiping  his  eyes,  "  but  try  to  remember  if  you  ever 
had  any  neighbours  about  here  where  we  can  stay  to-night. 
We  can't  walk  to  Summit  Springs,  and  we  can't  camp  out 
on  these  ruins." 

"There  didn't  use  to  be  anybody  nearer  than  the 
Springs." 

"But  that  was  five  years  ago,  you  say,"  said  the  editor 
impatiently ;    "  and  although  your  father  probably  moved 
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away  after  the  house  burned  down,  the  country's  been 
thickly  settled  since  then.  That  field  has  been  lately 
planted.  There  must  be  another  house  beyond.  Let's 
follow  the  trail  a  little  farther." 

They  tramped  along  in  silence,  this  time  the  editor 
leading.  Presently  he  stopped.  "  There's  a  house — in  there 
— among  the  trees,"  he  said,  pointing.     "Whose  is  it?" 

The  stranger  shook  his  head  dubiously.  Although 
apparently  unaffected  by  any  sentimental  consideration  of 
his  father's  misfortune,  the  spectacle  of  the  blackened  ruins 
of  the  homestead  had  evidently  shaken  his  preconceived 
plans.     "It  wasn't  there  in  my  time,"  he  said  musingly. 

"  But  it  is  there  in  our  time,"  responded  the  editor  briskly, 
"and  I  propose  to  go  there.  From  what  you  have  told 
me  of  your  father — even  if  his  house  were  still  standing — 
our  chances  of  getting  supper  and  a  bed  from  him  would 
be  doubtful.  I  suppose,"  he  continued,  as  they  moved  on 
together,  "you  left  him  in  anger — five  years  ago?" 

"Ye-es." 

"  Did  he  say  anything  as  you  left  ?  " 

"I  don't  remember  anything  particular  that  he  said." 

"Well,  what  did  he^^;.?" 

"  Shot  at  me  from  the  window  !  " 

"  Ah  !  "  said  the  young  editor  softly.  Nevertheless  they 
walked  on  for  some  time  in  silence.  Gradually  a  white 
picket  fence  came  into  view  at  right  angles  with  the  trail, 
and  a  man  appeared,  walking  leisurely  along  what  seemed 
to  be  the  regularly  travelled  road  beside  it.  The  editor, 
who  had  taken  matters  in  his  own  hands,  without  speaking 
to  his  companion,  ran  quickly  forward  and  accosted  the 
stranger,  briefly  stating  that  he  had  left  the  stagecoach 
with  a  companion  because  it  was  stopped  by  high  water, 
and  asked,  without  entering  into  further  details,  to  be 
directed  to  some  place  where  they  could  pass  the  night. 
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The  man  quite  as  briefly  directed  him  to  the  house  among 
the  trees,  which  he  said  was  his  own,  and  then  leisurely 
pursued  his  way  along  the  road.  The  young  editor  ran 
back  to  his  companion,  who  had  halted  in  the  dripping 
shadow  of  a  sycamore,  and  recounted  his  good  fortune. 

"I  didn't,"  he  added,  "say  anything  about  your  father. 
You  can  make  inquiries  yourself  later." 

"  I  reckon  there  won't  be  much  need  of  that,"  returned 
his  companion.  "You  didn't  take  much  note  o'  that 
man,  did  you  ?  " 

"  Not  much,"  said  the  editor. 

"Well,  thafs  viy  father,  and  I  reckon  that  new  house 
must  be  his." 


ir. 

The  young  editor  was  a  little  startled.  The  man  he  had 
just  quitted  certainly  was  not  dangerous-looking,  and  yet, 
remembering  what  his  son  had  said,  there  were  homicidal 
possibilities.  "  Look  here,"  he  said  quickly,  "  he's  not  there 
now.  Why  don't  you  seize  the  opportunity  to  slip  into  the 
house,  make  peace  with  your  mother  and  sisters,  and  get 
them  to  intercede  with  your  father  when  he  returns  ?  " 

"  Thar  ain't  any  mother  ;  she  died  afore  I  left.  My  sister 
Almiry's  a  little  girl — though  that's  five  years  ago,  and  maybe 
she's  growed.  My  brothers  and  me  didn't  pull  together 
much.  But  I  was  thinkin'  that  maybe  j^i//  might  go  in  thar 
for  me  first,  and  see  how  the  land  lays ;  then  sorter  tell  'em 
'bout  me  in  your  takin',  chipper,  easy  way;  make  'em  laugh, 
and  when  you've  squared  'em — I'll  be  hangin'  round  outside 
— you  kin  call  vie  in.     Don't  you  see?" 

The  young  editor  did  see.  Ridiculous  as  the  proposal 
would  have  seemed  to  him  an  hour  ago,  it  now  appeared 
practical,  and  even  commended  itself  to  his  taste.     His 
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name  was  well  known  in  the  county,  and  his  mediation 
might  be  effective.  Perhaps  his  vanity  was  slightly  flattered 
by  his  companion's  faith  in  him';  perhaps  he  was  not  free 
from  a  certain  human  curiosity  to  know  the  rest ;  perhaps 
he  was  more  interested  than  he  cared  to  confess  in  the 
helpless  homeseeker  beside  him. 

"But  you  must  tell  me  something  more  of  yourself, 
and  your  fortune  and  prospects.  They'll  be  sure  to  ask 
questions." 

"Mebbee  they  won't.  But  you  can  say  I've  done  well — 
made  my  pile  over  in  Australia,  and  ain't  comin'  on  ihe))i. 
Remember — say  I  ain't  comin'  on  them  ! " 

The  editor  nodded,  and  then,  as  if  fearful  of  letting  his 
present  impulse  cool,  ran  off  towards  the  house. 

It  was  large  and  respectable-looking,  and  augured  well 
for  the  present  fortunes  of  the  Wilkes's.  The  editor  had 
determined  to  attack  the  citadel  on  its  weaker,  feminine 
side,  and,  when  the  front  door  was  opened  to  his  knock, 
asked  to  see  Miss  Almira  Wilkes.  The  Irish  servant 
showed  him  into  a  comfortable-looking  sitting-room,  and 
in  another  moment,  with  a  quick  rustle  of  skirts  in  the 
passage,  a  very  pretty  girl  impulsively  entered.  From  the 
first  flash  of  her  keen  blue  eyes  the  editor — a  fair  student 
of  the  sex — conceived  the  idea  that  she  had  expected 
somebody  else ;  from  the  second,  that  she  was  an  arrant 
flirt,  and  did  not  intend  to  be  disappointed.  This  much 
was  in  his  favour. 

Spurred  by  her  provoking  eyes  and  the  novel  situation, 
he  stated  his  business  with  an  airy  lightness  and  humour 
that  seemed  to  justify  his  late  companion's  estimate  of  his 
powers.  But  even  in  his  cynical  altitude  he  was  unprepared 
for  the  girl's  reception  of  his  news.  He  had  expected  some 
indignation  or  even  harshness  towards  this  man  whom  he 
was  beginning  to  consider  as  a  kind  of  detrimental  outcast 
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or  prodigal,  but  he  was  astounded  at  the  complete  and 
utter  indifference — the  frank  and  heartless  unconcern — with 
which  she  heard  of  his  return.  When  she  had  followed  the 
narrator  rather  than  his  story  to  the  end,  she  languidly 
called  her  brothers  from  the  adjoining  room.  "  This 
gentleman,  Mr.  Grey,  of  the  Argus.,  has  come  across  Jim — 
and  Jim  is  calculating  to  come  here  and  see  father." 

The  two  brothers  stared  at  Grey,  slightly  shrugged 
their  shoulders  with  the  same  utter  absence  of  fraternal 
sympathy  or  concern  which  the  girl  had  shown,  and  said 
nothing. 

"One  moment,"  said  Grey,  a  little  warmly;  "I  have  no 
desire  to  penetrate  family  secrets,  but  would  you  mind 
telling  me  if  there  is  any  grave  reason  why  he  should  not 
come?  Was  there  any  scandalous  conduct,  unpardonable 
offence — let  us  even  say,  any  criminal  act  on  his  part  which 
makes  his  return  to  this  roof  impossible  ?  " 

The  three  looked  at  each  other  with  a  dull  surprise  that 
ended  in  a  vacant,  wondering  smile.  "  No,  no,"  they  said 
in  one  voice.     "  No,  only " 

"  Only  what  ?  "  asked  Grey  impatiently. 

"  Dad  just  hates  him  !  " 

"  Like  pizon,"  smiled  Almira. 

The  young  editor  rose  with  a  slight  increase  of  colour. 

"Look  here,"  said  the  girl,  whose  dimples  had  deepened 
as  she  keenly  surveyed  him,  as  if  detecting  some  amorous 
artifice  under  his  show  of  interest  for  her  brother.  "  Dad's 
gone  down  to  the  sheepfold  and  won't  be  back  for  an  hour. 
Yo'  might  bring — yd  friend — in." 

"  He  ain't  wantin'  anything  ?  Ain't  dead  broke  ?  nor 
nothin',  eh  ?  "  suggested  one  of  the  brothers  dubiously. 

Grey  hastened  to  assure  them  of  Jim's  absolute  solvency, 
and  even  enlarged  considerably  on  his  Australian  fortune. 
They  looked  relieved  but  not  interested. 
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"  Go  and  fetch  him  !  "  said  the  witch  archly,  hovering  near 
Grey  with  dancing  eyes,  "and  mind_>'^'  come  back,  too  ! " 

Grey  hesitated  a  moment  and  then  passed  out  into  the 
dark  porch.  A  dripping  figure  emerged  from  the  trees 
opposite.     It  was  Jim. 

"  Your  sister  and  brothers  will  see  you,"  said  Grey 
hastily,  to  avoid  embarrassing  details.  ''He  won't  be  here 
for  an  hour.  But  I'd  advise  you  to  make  the  most  of  your 
time,  and  get  the  goodwill  of  your  sister."  He  would  have 
drawn  back  to  let  the  prodigal  pass  in  alone,  but  the  man 
appealingly  seized  his  arm,  and  Grey  was  obliged  to  re-enter 
with  him.     He  noticed,  however,  that  he  breathed  hard. 

They  turned  slightly  towards  their  relative,  but  did  not 
offer  to  shake  hands  with  him,  nor  did  he  with  them.  He 
sat  down  sideways  on  an  unoffered  chair.  "The  old  house 
got  burnt  ? "  he  said,  wiping  his  hps,  and  then  drying  his 
wet  hair  with  his  handkerchief. 

As  the  remark  was  addressed  to  no  one  in  particular,  it 
was  some  seconds  before  the  elder  brother  replied,  "Yes." 

"  Almira's  growed." 

Again  no  one  felt  called  upon  to  answer,  and  Aimira 
glanced  archly  at  the  young  editor,  as  if  he  might  have 
added — "  and  improved." 

"You've  done  well?"  returned  one  of  the  brothers 
tentatively. 

"  Yes,  I'm  all  right,"  said  Jim. 

There  was  another  speechless  interval.  Even  the  con- 
versational Grey  felt  under  some  unhallowed  spell  of  silence 
that  he  could  not  break. 

"  I  see  the  old  well  is  there  yet,"  said  Jim,  wiping  his 
lips  again. 

"  Where  dad  was  once  going  to  chuck  you  down  for 
giving  him  back  talk,"  said  the  younger  brother  casually. 

To  Mr.  Grey's  relief,  and  yet  astonishment,  Jim  burst 
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into  a  loud  laugh  and  rubbed  his  legs.  "  That's  so — 
how  old  times  do  come  back  !  " 

"And,"  said  the  bright-eyed  Almira,  ''there's  that  old 
butternut  tree  that  you  shinned  up  one  day  when  we  set 
the  hounds  on  you.     Goodness  !  how  you  scooted  !  " 

Again  Jim  laughed  loudly  and  nodded.  "  Yes,  the  same 
old  butternut.  How  you  do  remember,  Almira  ! "  This 
admiringly. 

"And  don't  you  remember  Delia  Short?"  continued 
Almira,  pleased  at  the  admiration,  and  perhaps  a  little 
exalted  at  the  singular  attention  which  the  young  editor 
was  giving  to  those  cheerful  reminiscences.  "  She,  you 
know,  you  was  reg'larly  sick  after,  so  that  we  always  allowed 
she  kinder  turned  yo'  brain  afore  you  went  away  !  Well, 
all  the  while  you  were  courtin'  her  it  appears  she  was 
secretly  married  to  Jo — yo'  friend — Jo  Stacy.  Lord  !  there 
was  a  talk  about  that !  and  about  yo'  all  along  thinkin'  yo' 
had  chances  !  Yo'  friend  here  " — with  an  arch  glance  at 
Grey — "  who's  alius  putting  folks  in  the  newspapers,  orter 
get  a  hold  on  that ! " 

Jim  again  laughed  louder  than  the  others,  and  rubbed 
his  lips.  Grey,  however,  offered  only  the  tribute  of  a 
peculiar  smile  and  walked  to  the  window.  "  You  say  your 
father  will  return  in  an  hour?"  he  said,  turning  to  the  elder 
brother. 

"Yes,  unless  he  kept  on  to  Watson's." 

"Where?"  said  Jim  suddenly. 

It  struck  Grey  that  his  voice  had  changed — or  rather 
that  he  was  now  speaking  for  the  first  time  in  his  natural 
tone. 

"  Watson's,  just  over  the  bridge,"  explained  his  brother. 
"  If  he  went  there  he  won't  be  back  till  ten." 

Jim  picked  up  his  india-rubber  cape  and  hat,  said,  "  I 
reckon  I'll  just  take  a  turn  outside  until  he  gets  back,"  and 
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^valked  towards  the  door.  None  of  his  relatives  moved  nor 
seemed  to  offer  any  opposition.  Grey  followed  him  quickly. 
"  I'll  go  with  you,"  he  said. 

"No,"  returned  Jim,  with  singular  earnestness.  "You 
slay  here  and  keep  'em  up  cheerful  like  this.  They're  doing 
all  this  for  j'(w,  you  know.  Almiry's  just  this  chipper  only 
on  your  account." 

Seeing  the  young  man  was  inflexible,  Grey  returned 
grimly  to  the  room,  but  not  until  he  had  noticed,  with 
some  surprise,  that  Jim,  immediately  on  leaving  the  house, 
darted  off  at  a  quick  run  through  the  rain  and  darkness. 
Preoccupied  with  this,  and  perhaps  still  influenced  by  the 
tone  of  the  previous  conversation,  he  did  not  respond 
readily  to  the  fair  Almira's  conversational  advances,  and 
was  speedily  left  to  a  seat  by  the  fire  alone.  At  the  end  of 
ten  minutes  he  regretted  he  had  ever  come.  When  half-an- 
hour  had  passed  he  wondered  if  he  had  not  better  try  to 
reach  the  Summit  alone.  With  the  lapse  of  an  hour  he 
began  to  feel  uneasy  at  Jim's  prolonged  absence,  in  spite  of 
the  cold  indifference  of  the  household.  Suddenly  he  heard 
stamping  in  the  porch,  a  muttered  exclamation,  and  the 
voices  of  the  two  brothers  in  the  hall.  "Why,  dad  !  what's 
up  ?     Yo'  look  half  drowned  ! " 

The  door  opened  upon  the  sodden,  steaming  figure  of 
the  old  man  whom  he  had  met  on  the  road,  followed  by 
the  two  sons.  But  he  was  evidently  more  occupied  and 
possessed  by  some  mental  passion  than  by  his  physical 
discomfort.  Yet,  strong  and  dominant  over  both,  he  threw 
off  his  wet  coat  and  waistcoat  as  he  entered,  and  marched 
directly  to  the  fire.  Utterly  ignoring  the  presence  of  a 
stranger,  he  suddenly  turned  and  faced  his  family : 

"  Half  drowned — yes !  and  I  might  have  been  hull 
drowned  for  that  matter.  The  back-water  of  the  Fork  is  all 
over  Watson's,  and  the  bridge  is  gone.     I  stumbled  on  to 
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this  end  of  it  in  the  dark,  and  went  off  head  first  into  twenty 
feet  of  water.  Tried  to  fight  my  way  out,  but  the  current 
was  agin  me.  I'd  been  down  twice,  and  was  going  down 
for  the  third  time,  when  somebody  grabbed  me  by  the 
scruff  o'  the  neck  and  under  the  arm — so  ! — and  swam  me 
to  the  bank  !  When  I  scrambled  up,  I  sez,  '  I  can't  see 
your  face/  sez  I,  '  I  don't  know  who  you  are,'  sez  I,  '  but 
I  reckon  you're  a  white  man  and  clear  grit,'  sez  I,  '  and 
there's  my  hand  on  it ! '  And  he  grabs  it  and  sez,  '  We're 
quits,'  and  scooted  out  o'  my  sight.  And,"  continued  the 
old  man,  staring  at  their  faces  and  raising  his  voice  almost  to 
a  scream — "who  do  you  think  it  was?  Why,  that  sfieakm^ 
hound  of  a  brother  of  yours,  Jim!  Jim!  the  scallawag, 
that  I  booted  outer  the  Ranch  five  years  ago,  crawlin', 
writhin'  back  again  after  all  these  years  to  insult  his  old 
father's  grey  hairs  !  And  some  of  you — by  God  ! — once 
thought  that  /  was  hard  on  him  !  " 

The  sun  was  shining  brightly  the  next  morning  as  the 
young  editor  halted  the  up  coach  in  the  now  dried  hollow. 
As  he  was  clambering  to  a  seat  beside  the  driver,  his  elbow 
was  jogged  at  the  window.  Looking  down,  he  saw  the  face 
of  Jim. 

"  We  had  a  gay  talk  last  night,  remembering  old  times — 
didn't  we  ?  "  said  the  prodigal  cheerfully. 

"Yes,  but — where  are  you  going  now?" 

"  Back  to  Australia,  I  reckon !  but  it  was  mighty  good  to 
drop  in  on  the  old  homestead  once  more ! " 

"  Rather,"  said  the  editor,  clinging  on  the  window  and 
lingering  in  mid-air,  to  the  manifest  impatience  of  Yuba 
Bill ;  "  but  I  say — look  here  ! — were  you  quite  satisfied  ?  " 

Jim's  hand  tightened  a  moment  around  the  young  editor's 
as  he  answered  cheerfully,  "Yes."  But  his  face  was  turned 
away  from  the  window. 
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I  DO  not  believe  that  the  most  enthusiastic  lover  of  that 
"useful  and  noble  animal"  the  horse  will  claim  for  him 
the  charm  of  geniality,  humour,  or  expansive  confidence. 
Any  creature  who  will  not  look  you  squarely  in  the  eye; 
whose  only  oblique  glances  are  inspired  by  fear,  distrust, 
or  a  view  to  attack ;  who  has  no  way  of  returning  caresses, 
and  whose  favourite  expression  is  one  of  head-lifting  dis- 
dain, may  be  "noble"  or  "useful,"  but  can  be  hardly  said 
to  add  to  the  gaiety  of  nations.  Indeed,  it  may  be  broadly 
stated  that,  with  the  single  exception  of  gold-fish,  of  all 
animals  kept  for  the  recreation  of  mankind  the  horse  is 
alone  capable  of  exciting  a  passion  that  shall  be  absolutely 
hopeless.  I  deem  these  general  remarks  necessary  to  prove 
that  my  unreciprocated  affection  for  "  Chu  Chu  "  was  not 
purely  individual  or  singular.  And  I  may  add  that  to  these 
general  characteristics  she  brought  the  waywardness  of  her 
capricious  sex. 

She  came  to  me  out  of  the  rolling  dust  of  an  emigrant 
waggon,  behind  whose  tail-board  she  was  gravely  trotting. 
She  was  a  half-broken  filly — in  which  character  she  had 
at  different  times  unseated  everybody  in  the  train — and. 
although  covered  with  dust,  she  had  a  beautiful  coat,  and 
the  most  lambent  gazelle-like  eyes  I  had  ever  seen.  I 
think  she  kept  these  latter  organs  purely  for  ornament — 
apparently  looking  at  things  with  her  nose,  her  sensitive 
ears,  and  sometimes  even  a  slight  liftinc;  of  her  slim  near 
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fore-leg.  On  our  first  interview  I  thought  she  favoured  me 
with  a  coy  glance,  but  as  it  was  accompanied  by  an  irrelevant 
"  Look  out ! "  from  her  owner,  the  teamster,  I  was  not 
certain.  I  only  know  that  after  some  conversation,  a  good 
deal  of  mental  reservation,  and  the  disbursement  of  con- 
siderable coin,  I  found  myself  standing  in  the  dust  of  the 
departing  emigrant  waggon  with  one  end  of  a  forty-foot 
riata  in  my  hand,  and  Chu  Chu  at  the  other. 

I  pulled  invitingly  at  my  own  end,  and  even  advanced 
a  step  or  two  towards  her.  She  then  broke  into  a  long 
disdainful  pace,  and  began  to  circle  round  me  at  the 
extreme  limit  of  her  tether.  I  stood  admiring  her  free 
action  for  some  moments — not  always  turning  with  her, 
which  was  tiring — until  I  found  that  she  was  gradually 
winding  herself  up  on  me  I  Her  frantic  astonishment  when 
she  suddenly  found  herself  thus  brought  up  against  me 
was  one  of  the  most  remarkable  things  I  ever  saw,  and 
nearly  took  me  off  ray  legs.  Then,  when  she  had  pulled 
against  the  riata  until  her  narrow  head  and  prettily  arched 
neck  were  on  a  perfectly  straight  line  with  it,  she  as  sud- 
denly slackened  the  tension,  and  condescended  to  follow 
me  at  an  angle  of  her  own  choosing.  Sometimes  it  was 
on  one  side  of  me,  sometimes  on  the  other.  Even  then 
the  sense  of  my  dreadful  contiguity  apparently  would  come 
upon  her  like  a  fresh  discovery,  and  she  would  become 
hysterical.  But  I  do  not  think  that  she  really  saw  me. 
She  looked  at  the  riata  and  sniffed  it  disparagingly ;  she 
pawed  some  pebbles  that  were  near  me  tentatively  with  her 
small  hoof;  she  started  back  with  a  Robinson  Crusoe-like 
horror  of  my  footprints  in  the  wet  gully,  but  my  actual 
personal  presence  she  ignored.  She  would  sometimes 
pause,  with  her  head  thoughtfully  between  her  fore-legs, 
and  apparently  say:  "There  is  some  extraordinary  pre- 
sence here :  animal,  vegetable,  or  mineral — I  can't  make 
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out  which — but  it's  not  good  to  eat,  and  I  loathe  and 
detest  it." 

When  I  reached  my  house  in  the  suburbs,  before  enter- 
ing the  "fifty  vara"  lot  enclosure,  I  deemed  it  prudent  to 
leave  her  outside  while  I  informed  the  household  of  my 
purchase ;  and  with  this  object  I  tethered  her  by  the  long 
riata  to  a  solitary  sycamore  which  stood  in  the  centre  of 
the  road,  the  crossing  of  two  frequented  thoroughfares. 
It  was  not  long,  however,  before  I  was  interrupted  by 
shouts  and  screams  from  that  vicinity,  and  on  returning 
thither  I  found  that  Chu  Chu,  with  the  assistance  of  her 
riata^  had  securely  wound  up  two  of  my  neighbours  to  the 
tree,  where  they  presented  the  appearance  of  early  Christian 
martyrs.  When  I  released  them  it  appeared  that  they  had 
been  attracted  by  Chu  Chu's  graces,  and  had  offered  her 
overtures  of  affection,  to  which  she  had  characteristically 
rotated,  with  this  miserable  result.  I  led  her,  with  some 
difficulty,  warily  keeping  clear  of  the  riata,  to  the  enclosure 
from  whose  fence  I  had  previously  removed  several  bars. 
Although  the  space  was  wide  enough  to  have  admitted  a 
troop  of  cavalry,  she  affected  not  to  notice  it,  and  managed 
to  kick  away  part  of  another  section  on  entering.  She 
resisted  the  stable  for  some  time,  but  after  carefully  examin- 
ing it  with  her  hoofs,  and  an  affectedly  meek  outstretching  of 
her  nose,  she  consented  to  recognise  some  oats  in  the  feed- 
box — without  looking  at  them— and  was  formally  installed. 
All  this  while  she  had  resolutely  ignored  my  presence. 
As  I  stood  watching  her  she  suddenly  stopped  eating ;  the 
same  reflective  look  came  over  her.  "Surely  I  am  not  mis- 
taken, but  that  same  obnoxious  creature  is  somewhere  about 
here,"  she  seemed  to  say,  and  shivered  at  the  possibility. 

It  was  probably  this  which  made  me  confide  my  unre- 
ciprocated affection  to  one  of  my  neighbours  —  a  man 
supposed  to  be  an  authority  on  horses,  and  particularly  of 
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that  wild  species  to  which  Chu  Chu  belonged.  It  was  he 
who,  leaning  over  the  edge  of  the  stall  where  she  was  com- 
placently, and,  as  usual^  obliviously  munching,  absolutely 
dared  to  toy  with  a  pet  lock  of  hair  which  she  wore  over  the 
pretty  star  on  her  forehead,  "Ye  see,  Captain,"  he  said, 
with  jaunty  easiness,  "  hosses  is  like  wimmen  ;  ye  don't  want 
ter  use  any  standoffishness  or  shyness  with  them;  a  stiddy 
but  keerless  sort  o'  familiarity,  a  kind  o'  free  but  firm  hand- 
lin',  jess  like  this,  to  let  her  see  who's  master " 

We  never  clearly  knew  hotu  it  happened ;  but  when  I 
picked  up  my  neighbour  from  the  doorway,  amid  the 
broken  splinters  of  the  stall  rail,  and  a  quantity  of  oats  that 
mysteriously  filled  his  hair  and  pockets,  Chu  Chu  was 
found  to  have  faced  around  the  other  way,  and  was  con- 
templating her  fore-legs,  with  her  hind  ones  in  the  other 
stall.  My  neighbour  spoke  of  damages  while  he  was  in 
the  stall,  and  of  physical  coercion  when  he  was  out  of  it 
again.  But  here  Chu  Chu,  in  some  marvellous  way,  righted 
herself,  and  my  neighbour  departed  hurriedly  with  a  brim- 
less  hat  and  an  unfinished  sentence. 

My  next  intermediary  was  Enriquez  Saltello — a  youth  of 
my  own  age,  and  the  brother  of  Consuelo  Saltello,  whom  I 
adored.  As  a  Spanish  Californian  he  was  presumed,  on 
account  of  Chu  Chu's  half-Spanish  origin,  to  have  superior 
knowledge  of  her  character,  and  I  even  vaguely  believed 
that  his  language  and  accent  would  fall  familiarly  on  her  ear. 
There  was  the  drawback,  however,  that  he  always  preferred  to 
talk  in  a  marvellous  English,  combining  Castilian  precision 
with  what  he  fondly  believed  to  be  Californian  slang. 

"  To  confer  then  as  to  thees  horse,  which  is  not — observe 
me — a  Mexican  plug!  Ah,  no!  you  can  your  boots  bet 
on  that.  She  is  of  Castilian  stock — believe  me,  and  strike 
me  dead  !  I  will  myself  at  different  times  overlook  and 
affront  her  in  the  stable,  examine  her  as  to  the  assault,  and 
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why  she  should  do  thees  thing.  When  she  is  of  the  exercise 
I  will  also  accost  and  restrain  her.  Remain  tranquil,  my 
friend  !  When  a  few  days  shall  pass  much  shall  be  changed, 
and  she  will  be  as  another.  Trust  your  oncle  to  do  thees 
thing  !  Comprehend  me  ?  Everything  shall  be  lovely,  and 
the  goose  hang  high  ! '' 

Conformably  with  this  he  "overlooked"  her  the  next  day, 
with  a  cigarette  between  his  yellow-stained  finger-tips,  which 
made  her  sneeze  in  a  silent  pantomimic  way,  and  certain 
Spanish  blandishments  of  speech,  which  she  received  with 
more  complacency.  But  I  don't  think  she  ever  even  looked 
at  him.  In  vain  he  protested  that  she  was  the  "  dearest " 
and  "littlest"  of  his  "little  loves  " — in  vain  he  asserted  that 
she  was  his  patron  saint,  and  that  it  was  his  soul's  delight  to 
pray  to  her;  she  accepted  the  compliment  with  her  eyes 
fixed  upon  the  manger.  When  he  had  exhausted  his 
whole  stock  of  endearing  diminutives,  adding  a  few  playful 
and  more  audacious  sallies,  she  remained  with  her  head 
down,  as  if  inclined  to  meditate  upon  them.  This  he 
declared  was  at  least  an  improvement  on  her  former  per- 
formances. It  may  have  been  my  own  jealousy,  but  I 
fancied  she  was  only  saying  to  herself,  "  Gracious  !  can 
there  be  hvo  of  them  ? " 

"  Courage  and  patience,  my  friend,"  he  said,  as  we  were 
slowly  quitting  the  stable.  "Thees  horse  is  yonge,  and  has 
not  yet  the  habitude  of  the  person.  To-morrow,  at  another 
season,  I  shall  give  to  her  a  foundling"  ("fondling,"  I  have 
reason  to  believe,  was  the  word  intended  by  Enriquez) — 
"  and  we  shall  see.  It  shall  be  as  easy  as  to  fall  away  from 
a  log.  A  leetle  more  of  this  chin  music  which  your  friend 
Enriquez  possesses,  and  some  tapping  of  the  head  and 
neck,  and  you  are  there.  You  are  ever  the  right  side  up. 
Houp  la !  But  let  us  not  precipitate  this  thing.  The  more 
haste,  we  do  not  so  much  accelerate  ourselves." 
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He  appeared  to  be  suiting  the  action  to  the  word  as  he 
lingered  in  the  doorway  of  the  stable.     "  Come  on,"  I  said. 

"  Pardon,"  he  returned,  with  a  bow  that  was  both  elabo- 
rate and  evasive,  "but  you  shall  yourself  precede  me — the 
stable  is  yotirsP 

"  Oh,  come  along  ! "  I  continued  impatiently.  To  my 
surprise  he  seemed  to  dodge  back  into  the  stable  again. 
After  an  instant  he  reappeared. 

"  Pardon  !  but  I  am  re-strain  !  Of  a  truth,  in  this  in- 
stant I  am  grasp  by  the  mouth  of  thees  horse  in  the  coat- 
tail  of  my  dress  !  She  will  that  I  should  remain.  It  would 
seem" — he  disappeared  again — "that" — he  was  out  once 
more — "  the  experiment  is  a  sooccess !  She  reciprocate. 
She  is,  of  a  truth,  gone  on  me.  It  is  lofe ! " — a  stronger 
pull  from  Chu  Chu  here  sent  him  in  again — "but" — he  was 
out  now  triumphantly  with  half  his  garment  torn  away — • 
"I  shall  coquet." 

Nothing  daunted,  however,  the  gallant  fellow  was  back 
next  day  with  a  Mexican  saddle,  and  attired  in  the  complete 
outfit  of  a  vaqiiero.  Overcome  though  he  was  by  heavy 
deerskin  trousers,  open  at  the  side  from  the  knees  down, 
and  fringed  with  bullion  buttons,  an  enormous  fiat  sombrero, 
and  a  stiff,  short,  embroidered  velvet  jacket,  I  was  more 
concerned  at  the  ponderous  saddle  and  equipments  in- 
tended for  the  slim  Chu  Chu.  That  these  would  hide  and 
conceal  her  beautiful  curves  and  contour,  as  well  as  over- 
weight her,  seemed  certain  ;  that  she  would  resist  them  all 
to  the  last  seemed  equally  clear.  Nevertheless,  to  my  sur- 
prise, when  she  was  led  out,  and  the  saddle  thrown  deftly 
across  her  back,  she  was  passive.  Was  it  possible  that 
some  drop  of  her  old  Spanish  blood  responded  to  its  cling- 
ing embrace  ?  She  did  not  either  look  at  it  or  smell  it. 
But  when  Enriquez  began  to  tighten  the  "sinch"  or  girth 
a  more  singular  thing  occurred.     Chu  Chu  visibly  distended 
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her  slender  barrel  to  twice  its  dimensions;  the  more  he 
pulled  the  more  she  swelled,  until  I  was  actually  ashamed 
of  her.  Not  so  Enriquez.  He  smiled  at  us,  and  com- 
placently stroked  his  thin  moustache. 

"  Eet  is  ever  so  !  She  is  the  child  of  her  grandmother ! 
Even  when  you  shall  make  saddle  thees  old  Castilian  stock, 
it  will  make  large— it  will  become  a  balloon  !  Eet  is  a  trick 
—eet  is  a  leetle  game— believe  me.     For  why  ? 

I  had  not  listened,  as  I  was  at  that  moment  astonished 
to  see  the  saddle  slowly  slide  under  Chu  Chu's  belly,  and 
her  figure  resume,  as  if  by  magic,  its  former  slim  proportions. 
Enriquez  followed  my  eyes,  lifted  his  shoulders,  shrugged 
them,  and  said  smilingly,  "  Ah,  you  see  ! " 

When  the  girths  were  drawn  in  again  with  an  extra  pull 
or  two  from  the  indefatigable  Enriquez,  I  fancied  that  Chu 
Chu  nevertheless  secretly  enjoyed  it,  as  her  sex  is  said  to 
appreciate  tight-lacing.  She  drew  a  deep  sigh,  possibly  of 
satisfaction,  turned  her  neck,  and  apparently  tried  to  glance 
at  her  own  figure — Enriquez  promptly  withdrawing  to  en- 
able her  to  do  so  easily.  Then  the  dread  moment  arrived. 
Enriquez,  with  his  hand  on  her  mane,  suddenly  paused,  and 
with  exaggerated  courtesy  lifted  his  hat  and  made  an  invit- 
ing gesture.  , 

"  You  will  honour  me  to  precede." 

I  shook  my  head  laughingly. 

"I  see,"  responded  Enriquez  gravely.  "You  have  to 
attend  the  obsequies  of  your  aunt,  who  is  dead,  at  two  of 
the  clock.  You  have  to  meet  your  broker,  who  has  bought 
you  feefty  share  of  the  Comstock  lode — at  thees  moment — 
or  you  are  loss!  You  are  excuse!  Attend!  Gentlemen,  make 
your  bets  !     The  band  has  arrived  to  play  !     'Ere  we  are  I  " 

With  a  quick  movement  the  alert  young  fellow  had 
vaulted  into  the  saddle.  But,  to  the  astonishment  of  both 
of  us,  the  mare  remained  perfectly  still.    There  was  Enriquez, 
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bolt  upright  in  the  stirrups,  completely  overshadowing,  by 
his  saddle-flaps,  leggings,  and  gigantic  spurs,  the  fine  pro- 
portions of  Chu  Chu,  until  she  might  have  been  a  placid 
Rosinante,  bestridden  by  some  youthful  Quixote.  She 
closed  her  eyes  ;  she  was  going  to  sleep  !  We  were  dread- 
fully disappointed.  This  clearly  would  not  do.  Enriquez 
lifted  the  reins  cautiously  !  Chu  Chu  moved  forward  slowly 
— then  stopped,  apparently  lost  in  reflection. 

"Affront  her  on  thees  side." 

I  approached  her  gently.  She  shot  suddenly  into  the  air, 
coming  down  again  on  perfectly  stiff  legs  with  a  springless 
jolt.  This  she  instantly  followed  by  a  succession  of  other 
rocket-like  propulsions,  utterly  unlike  a  leap,  all  over  the 
enclosure.  The  movements  of  the  unfortunate  Enriquez 
were  equally  unlike  any  equitation  I  ever  saw.  He  ap- 
peared occasionally  over  Chu  Chu's  head,  astride  of  her 
neck  and  tail,  or  in  the  free  air,  but  never  in  the  saddle. 
His  rigid  legs,  however,  never  lost  the  stirrups,  but  came 
down  regularly,  accentuating  her  springless  hops.  More 
than  that,  the  disproportionate  excess  of  rider,  saddle, 
and  accoutrements  was  so  great  that  he  had  at  times  the 
appearance  of  lifting  Chu  Chu  forcibly  from  the  ground 
by  superior  strength,  and  of  actually  contributing  to  her 
exercise  !  As  they  came  towards  me,  a  wild,  tossing,  and 
flying  mass  of  hoofs  and  spurs,  it  was  not  only  difficult  to 
distinguish  them  apart,  but  to  ascertain  how  much  of  the 
jumping  was  done  by  Enriquez  separately.  At  last  Chu 
Chu  brought  matters  to  a  close  by  making  for  the  low- 
stretching  branches  of  an  oak  tree  which  stood  at  the 
corner  of  the  lot.  In  a  few  moments  she  emerged  from  it 
— but  without  Enriquez  ! 

I  found  the  gallant  fellow  disengaging  himself  from  the 
fork  of  a  branch  in  which  he  had  been  firmly  wedged,  but 
still  smiling  and  confident,  and  his  cigarette  between  his 


teeth.  Then  for  the  first  time  he  removed  it,  and  seating 
himself  easily  on  the  branch  with  his  legs  dangling  down, 
he  blandly  waved  aside  my  anxious  queries  with  a  gentle 
reassuring  gesture. 

"Remain  tranquil,  my  friend.  Thees  does  not  count! 
I  have  conquer — you  observe — for  why  ?  I  have  never  for 
once  arrive  at  the  ground/  Consequent  she  is  disappoint  ! 
She  will  ever  that  I  should  /  But  I  have  got  her  when  tiie 
hair  is  not  long !  Your  oncle  Henry " — with  an  angelic 
wink — "is  fly!  He  is  ever  a  bully  boy,  with  the  eye  of 
glass  !  Believe  me.  Behold  !  I  am  here  !  Big  Injun  ! 
Whoop ! " 

He  leaped  lightly  to  the  ground.  Chu  Chu,  standing 
watchfully  at  a  little  distance,  was  evidently  astonished  at 
his  appearance.  She  threw  out  her  hind  hoofs  violently, 
shot  up  into  the  air  until  the  stirrups  crossed  each  other 
high  above  the  saddle,  and  made  for  the  stable  in  a 
succession  of  rabbit-like  bounds — taking  tlie  precaution  to 
remove  the  saddle  on  entering  by  striking  it  against  the 
lintel  of  the  door.  "You  observe,"  said  Enriquez  blandly, 
"  she  would  make  that  thing  of  me.  Not  having  the  good 
occasion,  she  ees  dissatisfied.     Where  are  you  now  ? " 

Two  or  three  days  afterwards  he  rode  her  again  with 
the  same  result — accepted  by  him  with  the  same  heroic 
complacency.  As  we  did  not,  for  certain  reasons,  care  to  use 
the  open  road  for  this  exercise,  and  as  it  was  impossible  to 
remove  the  tree,  we  were  obliged  to  submit  to  the  inevit- 
able. On  the  following  day  I  mounted  her — undergoing 
the  same  experience  as  Enriquez,  with  the  individual 
sensation  of  falling  from  a  third-story  window  on  top  of 
a  counting-house  stool,  and  the  variation  of  being  projected 
over  the  fence.  When  I  found  that  Chu  Chu  had  not 
accompanied  me,  I  saw  Enriquez  at  my  side.  "  More 
than  ever  it  is  become  necessary  that  we  should  do  thees 
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thing  again,"  he  said  gravely,  as  he  assisted  me  to  my  feet. 
"  Courage,  my  noble  General!  God  and  Liberty!  Once 
more  on  to  the  breach  !  Charge,  Chestare,  charge  !  Come 
on,  Don  Stanley  !     'Ere  we  are  !  " 

He  helped  me  none  too  quickly  to  catch  my  seat  again, 
for  it  apparently  had  the  effect  of  the  turned  peg  on  the 
enchanted  horse  in  the  "  Arabian  Nights,"  and  Chu  Chu 
instantly  rose  into  the  air.  But  she  came  down  this  time 
before  the  open  window  of  the  kitchen,  and  I  alighted  easily 
on  the  dresser.    The  indefatigable  Enriquez  followed  me. 

"Won't  this  do?"  I  asked  meekly. 

"It  ees  defter — for  you  arrive  ?/oi  on  the  ground,"  he 
said  cheerfully;  "but  you  should  not  once  but  a  thou- 
sand times  make  trial !  Ha  !  Go  and  win  !  Nevare  die 
and  say  so  !     'Eave  ahead  !     'Eave  !     There  you  are  !  " 

Luckily,  this  time  I  managed  to  lock  the  rowels  of  my 
long  spurs  under  her  girth,  and  she  could  not  unseat  me. 
She  seemed  to  recognise  the  fact  after  one  or  two  plunges, 
when,  to  my  great  surprise,  she  suddenly  sank  to  the 
ground,  and  quietly  rolled  over  me.  The  action  disen- 
gaged my  spurs ;  but  righting  herself  without  getting  up, 
she  turned  her  beautiful  head  and  absolutely  looked  at  me  ! 
— still  in  the  saddle.  I  felt  myself  blushing !  But  the 
voice  of  Enriquez  was  at  my  side. 

"  Errise,  my  friend ;  you  have  conquer !  It  is  she  who 
has  arrive  at  the  ground  !  You  are  all  right.  It  is  done ; 
believe  me,  it  is  feenish  !  No  more  shall  she  make  thees 
thing.  From  thees  instant  you  shall  ride  her  as  the  cow — 
as  the  rail  of  thees  fence — and  remain  tranquil.  For  she 
is  a-broke  !  Ta-ta  !  Regain  your  hats,  gentlemen  !  Pass 
in  your  checks!  It  is  ovar !  How  are  you  now?"  He 
lit  a  fresh  cigarette,  put  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and 
smiled  at  me  blandly. 

For  all  that,   I  ventured  to  point  out  that  the  habit  of 
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alighting  in  the  fork  of  a  tree,  or  the  disengaging  of  oneseh 
from  the  saddle  on  the  ground,  was  attended  with  incon 
venience,  and  even  ostentatious  display.  But  Enriquez 
swept  the  objections  away  with  a  single  gesture.  "  It  is 
the  preencipal — the  bottom  fact — at  which  you  arrive. 
The  next  come  of  himself!  Many  horse  have  achieve  to 
mount  the  rider  by  the  knees,  and  relinquish  after  thees 
same  fashion.  My  grandfather  had  a  barb  of  thees  kind — 
but  she  has  gone  dead,  and  so  have  my  grandfather. 
Which  is  sad  and  strange  !  Otherwise  I  shall  make  of 
them  both  an  instant  example  !  " 

I  ought  to  have  said  that  although  these  performances 
were  never  actually  witnessed  by  Enriquez's  sister — for 
reasons  which  he  and  I  thought  sufficient — the  dear  girl 
displayed  the  greatest  interest  in  them,  and,  perhaps  aided 
by  our  mutually  complimentary  accounts  of  the  other,  looked 
upon  us  both  as  invincible  heroes.  It  is  possible  also  that 
she  over-estimated  our  success,  for  she  suddenly  demanded 
that  I  should  ride  Chu  Chu  to  her  house,  that  she  might  see 
her.  It  was  not  far ;  by  going  through  a  back  lane  I  could 
avoid  the  trees  which  exercised  such  a  fatal  fascination  for 
Chu  Chu.  There  was  a  pleading,  child-like  entreaty  in 
Consuelo's  voice  that  I  could  not  resist,  with  a  slight  flash 
from  her  lustrous  dark  eyes  that  I  did  not  care  to  encourage. 
So  I  resolved  to  try  it  at  all  hazards. 

My  equipment  for  the  performance  was  modelled  after 
Enriquez's  previous  costume,  with  the  addition  of  a  few 
fripperies  of  silver  and  stamped  leather,  out  of  compliment 
to  Consuelo,  and  even  with  a  faint  hope  that  it  might 
appease  Chu  Chu.  She  certainly  looked  beautiful  in  her 
glittering  accoutrements,  set  off  by  her  jet-black  shining 
coat.  With  an  air  of  demure  abstraction  she  permitted  me 
to  mount  her,  and  even  for  a  hundred  yards  or  so  indulged 
in  a  mincing  maidenly  amble  that  was  not  without  a  touch 
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of  coquetry.  Encouraged  by  this,  I  addressed  a  few  terms 
of  endearment  to  her,  and  in  the  exuberance  of  my  youthful 
enthusiasm  I  even  confided  to  her  my  love  for  Consuelo, 
and  begged  her  to  be  "good"  and  not  disgrace  herself  and 
me  before  my  Dulcinea.  In  my  foolish  trustfulness  I  was 
rash  enough  to  add  a  caress,  and  to  pat  her  soft  neck.  She 
stopped  instantly  with  a  hysteric  shudder.  I  knew  what 
was  passing  through  her  mind  :  she  had  suddenly  become 
aware  of  my  baleful  existence. 

The  saddle  and  bridle  Chu  Chu  was  becoming  accus- 
tomed to,  but  who  was  this  living,  breathing  object  that 
had  actually  touched  her?  Presently  her  oblique  vision 
was  attracted  by  the  fluttering  movement  of  a  fallen  oak-leaf 
in  the  road  before  her.  She  had  probably  seen  many  oak- 
leaves  many  times  before  ;  her  ancestors  had  no  doubt  been 
familiar  with  them  on  the  trackless  hills  and  in  field  and 
paddock ;  but  this  did  not  alter  her  profound  conviction 
that  I  and  the  leaf  were  identical,  that  our  baleful  touch 
was  something  indissolubly  connected.  She  reared  before 
that  innocent  leaf,  she  revolved  round  it,  and  then  fled 
from  it  at  the  top  of  her  speed. 

The  lane  passed  before  the  rear  wall  of  Saltello's  garden. 
Unfortunately,  at  the  angle  of  the  fence  stood  a  beautiful 
Madrono  tree,  brilliant  with  its  scarlet  berries — and  en- 
deared to  me  as  Consuelo's  favourite  haunt,  under  whose 
protecting  shade  I  had  more  than  once  avowed  my  youthful 
passion.  By  the  irony  of  fate  Chu  Chu  caught  sight  of  it, 
and  with  a  succession  of  spirited  bounds  instantly  made  for 
it.  In  another  moment  I  was  beneath  it,  and  Chu  Chu 
shot  like  a  rocket  into  the  air.  I  had  barely  time  to  with- 
draw my  feet  from  the  stirrups,  to  throw  up  one  arm  to 
protect  my  glazed  sombrero,  and  grasp  an  overhanging 
branch  with  the  other,  before  Chu  Chu  darted  off.  But,  to 
my  consternation,  as  I  gained  a  secure  perch  on  the  tree, 
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and  looked  about  ine,  I  saw  her — instead  of  running  away 
— quietly  trot  through  the  gate  into  Saltello's  garden. 

Need  I  say  that  it  was  to  the  beneficent  Enriquez  that 
I  again  owed  my  salvation  ?  Scarcely  a  moment  elapsed 
before  his  bland  voice  rose  in  a  concentrated  whisper  from 
the  corner  of  the  garden  below  me.  He  had  divined  the 
dreadful  truth  ! 

"For  the  love  of  God,  collect  to  yourself  many  kinds 
of  thees  berry  !  All  you  can  !  Your  full  arms  round  ! 
Rest  tranquil.  Leave  to  your  ole  oncle  to  make  for  you 
a  delicate  exposure.     At  the  instant  ! " 

He  was  gone  again.  I  gathered,  wonderingly,  a  few 
of  the  larger  clusters  of  parti-coloured  fruit,  and  patiently 
waited.  Presently  he  reappeared,  and  with  him  the  lovely 
Consuelo — her  dear  eyes  filled  with  an  adorable  anxiety. 

"Yes,"  continued  Enriquez  to  his  sister,  with  a  confiden- 
tial lowering  of  tone  but  great  distinctness  of  utterance,  "it 
is  ever  so  with  the  American  !  He  will  ever  make  first 
the  salutation  of  the  flower  or  the  fruit,  picked  to  himself 
by  his  own  hand,  to  the  lady  where  he  call.  It  is  the 
custom  of  the  American  hidalgo  !  My  God  ! — what  will 
you?  /make  it  not — it  is  so!  Without  doubt  he  is  in 
this  instant  doing  thees  thing.  That  is  why  he  have  let 
go  his  horse  to  precede  him  here ;  it  is  always  the  etiquette 
to  offer  thees  things  on  the  feet.  Ah  !  Behold  !  it  is  he ! 
— Don  Francisco  !  Even  now  he  will  descend  from  thees 
tree  !  Ah  !  You  make  the  blush,  little  sister  1  (archly). 
I  will  retire  !  I  am  discreet ;  two  is  not  company  for  the 
one  !     I  make  tracks  !     I  am  gone  ! " 

How  far  Consuelo  entirely  believed  and  trusted  her 
ingenious  brother  I  do  not  know,  nor  even  then  cared  to 
inquire.  For  there  was  a  pretty  mantling  of  her  olive  cheek 
as  I  came  forward  with  my  offering,  and  a  certain  significant 
shyness  in  her  manner,  that  were  enough  to  throw  me  into 
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a  state  of  hopeless  imbecility.  And  I  was  always  miserably 
conscious  that  Consuelo  possessed  an  exalted  sentimentality, 
and  a  predilection  for  the  highest  mediaeval  romance,  in 
which  I  knew  I  was  lamentably  deficient.  Even  in  our 
most  confidential  moments  I  was  always  aware  that  I 
weakly  lagged  behind  this  daughter  of  a  gloomily  distin- 
guished ancestry,  in  her  frequent  incursions  into  a  vague 
but  poetic  past.  There  was  something  of  the  dignity  of 
the  Spanish  chatelaine  in  the  sweetly  grave  little  figure  that 
advanced  to  accept  my  specious  offering.  I  think  I  should 
have  fallen  on  my  knees  to  present  it,  but  for  the  presence 
of  the  all-seeing  Enriquez.  But  why  did  I  even  at  that 
moment  remember  that  he  had  early  bestowed  upon  her 
the  nickname  of  "  Pomposa  "  ?  This,  as  Enriquez  himself 
might  have  observed,  was  "  sad  and  strange." 

I  managed  to  stammer  out  something  about  the  Madrono 
berries  being  at  her  "  disposicion  "  (the  tree  was  in  her  own 
garden  !),  and  she  took  the  branches  in  her  little  brown  hand 
with  a  soft  response  to  my  unutterable  glances. 

But  here  Chu  Chu,  momentarily  forgotten,  executed  a 
happy  diversion.  To  our  astonishment  she  gravely  walked 
up  to  Consuelo,  and  stretching  out  her  long  slim  neck, 
not  only  sniffed  curiously  at  the  berries,  but  even  protruded 
a  black  underlip  towards  the  young  girl  herself.  In  another 
instant  Consuelo's  dignity  melted.  Throwing  her  arms 
around  Chu  Chu's  neck,  she  embraced  and  kissed  her. 
Young  as  I  was,  I  understood  the  divine  significance  of  a 
girl's  vicarious  effusiveness  at  such  a  moment,  and  felt 
delighted.  But  I  was  the  more  astonished  that  the  usually 
sensitive  horse  not  only  submitted  to  these  caresses,  but 
actually  responded  to  the  extent  of  affecting  to  nip  my 
mistress's  little  right  ear. 

This  was  enough  for  the  impulsive  Consuelo.  She  ran 
hastily  into  the  house,  and  in  a  few  moments  reappeared 
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in  a  bewitching  riding-skirt  gathered  round  her  jimp  waist. 
In  vain  Enriquez  and  myself  joined  in  earnest  entreaty. 
The  horse  was  hardly  broken  for  even  a  man's  riding  yet ; 
the  saints  alone  could  tell  what  the  nervous  creature  might 
do  with  a  woman's  skirt  flapping  at  her  side  !  We  begged 
for  delay,  for  reflection,  for  at  least  time  to  change  the  saddle 
— but  with  no  avail !  Consuelo  was  determined,  indignant, 
distressingly  reproachful !  Ah,  well  !  if  Don  Pancho  (an 
ingenious  diminutive  of  my  Christian  name)  valued  his 
horse  so  highly— if  he  were  jealous  of  the  evident  devo- 
tion of  the  animal  to  herself,  he  would —  But  here  I  suc- 
cumbed !  And  then  I  had  the  felicity  of  holding  that  little 
foot  for  one  brief  moment  in  the  hollow  of  my  hand,  of 
readjusting  the  skirt  as  she  threw  her  knee  over  the  saddle- 
horn,  of  clasping  her  tightly — only  half  in  fear — as  I 
surrendered  the  reins  to  her  grasp.  And,  to  tell  the  truth, 
as  Enriquez  and  I  fell  back,  although  I  had  insisted  upon 
still  keeping  hold  of  the  end  of  the  ria^a,  it  was  a  picture  to 
admire.  The  pefi/e  figure  of  the  young  girl,  and  the  graceful 
folds  of  her  skirt,  admirably  harmonised  with  Chu  Chu's  lithe 
contour ;  and  as  the  mare  arched  her  slim  neck  and  raised 
her  slender  head  under  the  pressure  of  the  reins,  it  was  so 
like  the  lifted  velvet-capped  toreador  crest  of  Consuelo  her- 
self, that  they  seemed  of  one  race. 

"  I  would  not  that  you  should  hold  the  riata,''  said  Con- 
suelo petulantly. 

I  hesitated — Chu  Chu  looked,  certainly,  very  amiable 
— I  let  go.  She  began  to  amble  towards  the  gate,  not 
mincingly  as  before,  but  with  a  freer  and  fuller  stride. 
In  spite  of  the  incongruous  saddle,  the  young  girl's  seat 
was  admirable.  As  they  neared  the  gate,  she  cast  a  single 
mischievous  glance  at  me,  jerked  at  the  rein,  and  Chu  Clm 
sprang  into  the  road  at  a  rapid  canter.  I  watched  them 
fearfully  and  breathlessly,  until  at  the  end  of  the  lane  I  saw 
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Consuelo  rein  in  slightly,  wheel  easily,  and  come  flying 
back.  There  was  no  doubt  about  it ;  the  horse  was  under 
perfect  control.  Her  second  subjugation  was  complete 
and  final. 

Overjoyed  and  bewildered,  I  overwhelmed  them  with  con- 
gratulations ;  Enriquez  alone  retaining  the  usual  brotherly 
attitude  of  criticism  and  a  superior  toleration  of  a  lover's 
enthusiasm.  I  ventured  to  hint  to  Consuelo  (in  what  I 
believed  was  a  safe  whisper)  that  Chu  Chu  only  showed 
my  own  feelings  towards  her.  "  Without  doubt,"  responded 
Enriquez  gravely.  "  She  have  of  herself  assist  you  to 
climb  to  the  tree  to  pull  to  yourself  the  berry  for  my  sister," 
But  I  felt  Consuelo's  little  hand  return  my  pressure,  and  I 
forgave  and  even  pitied  him. 

From  that  day  forward  Chu  Chu  and  Consuelo  were  not 
only  firm  friends  but  daily  companions.  In  my  devotion  I 
would  have  presented  the  horse  to  the  young  girl,  but  with 
flattering  delicacy  she  preferred  to  call  it  mine.  "  I  shall 
erride  it  for  you,  Pancho,"  she  said ;  "  I  shall  feel,"  she 
continued,  with  exalted  although  somewhat  vague  poetry, 
"  that  it  is  oi you  !  You  lofe  the  beast — it  is  therefore  of  a 
necessity  you,  my  Pancho  !  It  is  your  soul  I  shall  erride 
like  the  wings  of  the  wind — your  lofe  in  this  beast  shall  be 
my  only  cavalier  for  ever."  I  would  have  preferred  some- 
thing whose  vicarious  qualities  were  less  uncertain  than  I 
still  felt  Chu  Chu's  to  be,  but  I  kissed  the  girl's  hand  sub- 
missively. It  was  only  when  I  attempted  to  accompany  her 
in  the  flesh,  on  another  horse,  that  I  felt  the  full  truth  of 
my  instinctive  fears.  Chu  Chu  would  not  permit  any  one 
to  approach  her  mistress's  side.  My  mounted  presence  re- 
vived in  her  all  her  old  blind  astonishment  and  disbelief  in 
my  existence;  she  would  start  suddenly,  face  about,  and 
back  away  from  me  in  utter  amazement,  as  if  I  had  been 
only  recently  created,  or  with  an  affected  modesty  as  if  I 
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had  been  just  guilty  of  some  grave  indecorum  towards  her 
sex  which  she  really  could  not  stand.  The  frequency  of 
these  exhibitions  in  the  public  highway  were  not  only  dis- 
tressing to  me  as  a  simple  escort,  but,  as  it  had  the  effect  on 
the  casual  spectators  of  making  Consuelo  seem  to  participate 
in  Chu  Chu's  objections,  I  felt  that,  as  a  lover,  it  could  not 
be  borne.  Any  attempt  to  coerce  Chu  Chu  ended  in  her 
running  away.  And  my  frantic  pursuit  of  her  was  open  to 
equal  misconstruction.  "  Go  it,  miss ;  the  little  dude  is 
gainin'  on  you  !  "  shouted  by  a  drunken  teamster  to  the  fright- 
ened Consuelo,  once  checked  me  in  mid  career.  Even  the 
dear  girl  herself  saw  the  uselessness  of  my  real  presence,  and 
after  a  while  was  content  to  ride  with  "my  soul" 

Notwithstanding  this,  I  am  not  ashamed  to  say  that  it 
was  my  custom,  whenever  she  rode  out,  to  keep  a  slinking 
and  distant  surveillance  of  Chu  Chu  on  another  horse,  until 
she  had  fairly  settled  down  to  her  pace.  A  little  nod  of 
Consuelo's  round  black-and-red  toreador  hat,  or  a  kiss 
tossed  from  her  riding-whip,  was  reward  enough  ! 

I  remember  a  pleasant  afternoon  when  I  was  thus  await- 
ing her  in  the  outskirts  of  the  village.  The  eternal  smile  of 
the  Californian  summer  had  begun  to  waver  and  grow  less 
fixed ;  dust  lay  thick  on  leaf  and  blade ;  the  dry  hills  were 
clothed  in  russet  leather;  the  trade-winds  were  shifting  to 
the  south  with  an  ominous  warm  humidity  :  a  few  days 
longer  and  the  rains  would  be  here.  It  so  chanced  that 
this  afternoon  my  seclusion  on  the  roadside  was  accidentally 
invaded  by  a  village  belle — a  Western  young  lady  somewhat 
older  than  myself,  and  of  a  flirtatious  reputation.  As  she 
persistently,  and — as  I  now  have  reason  to  believe — mis- 
chievously lingered,  I  had  only  a  passing  glimpse  of 
Consuelo  riding  past  at  an  unaccustomed  speed  which 
surprised  me  at  the  moment.  Lut  as  I  reasoned  later  that 
she  was  only  trying  to  avoid  a  merely  formal  meeting,  I 
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thought  no  more  about  it.  It  was  not  until  I  called  at  the 
house  to  fetch  Chu  Chu  at  the  usual  hour,  and  found  that 
Consuelo  had  not  yet  returned,  that  a  recollection  of  Chu 
Chu's  furious  pace  again  troubled  me.  An  hour  passed — 
it  was  getting  towards  sunset,  but  there  were  no  signs  of 
Chu  Chu  nor  her  mistress,  I  became  seriously  alarmed. 
I  did  not  care  to  reveal  my  fears  to  the  family,  for  I  felt 
myself  responsible  for  Chu  Chu.  At  last  I  desperately 
saddled  my  horse,  and  galloped  off  in  the  direction  she  had 
taken.  It  was  the  road  to  Rosario,  and  the  hacienda  of  one 
of  her  relations,  where  she  sometimes  halted. 

The  road  was  a  very  unfrequented  one,  twisting  like  a 
mountain  river ;  indeed,  it  was  the  bed  of  an  old  water- 
course, between  brown  hills  of  wild  oats,  and  debouching 
at  last  into  a  broad,  blue,  lake-like  expanse  of  alfalfa 
meadows.  In  vain  I  strained  my  eyes  over  the  mono- 
tonous level ;  nothing  appeared  to  rise  above  or  move 
across  it.  In  the  faint  hope  that  she  might  have  lingered 
at  the  hacienda,  I  was  spurring  on  again,  when  I  heard  a 
slight  splashing  on  my  left.  I  looked  around,  A  broad 
patch  of  fresher-coloured  herbage  and  a  cluster  of  dwarfed 
alders  indicated  a  hidden  spring.  I  cautiously  approached 
its  quaggy  edges,  when  I  was  shocked  by  what  appeared  to 
be  a  sudden  vision  !  Mid-leg  deep  in  the  centre  of  a 
greenish  pool  stood  Chu  Chu !  but  without  a  strap  or 
buckle  of  harness  upon  her — as  naked  as  when  she  was 
foaled. 

For  a  moment  I  could  only  stare  at  her  in  bewildered 
terror.  Far  from  recognising  me,  she  seemed  to  be 
absorbed  in  a  nymph-like  contemplation  of  her  own  graces 
in  the  pool.  Then  I  called  "  Consuelo ! "  and  galloped 
frantically  around  the  spring.  But  there  was  no  response, 
nor  was  there  anything  to  be  seen  but  the  all-unconscious 
Chu  Chu.    The  pool,  thank  Heaven  !  was  not  deep  enough 
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to  have  drowned  any  one ;  there  were  no  signs  of  a  struggle 
on  its  quaggy  edges.  The  horse  might  have  come  from 
a  distance !  I  galloped  on,  still  calling.  A  few  hundred 
yards  farther  I  detected  the  vivid  glow  of  Chu  Chu's  scar- 
let saddle-blanket  in  the  brush  near  the  trail.  My  heart 
leaped — I  was  on  the  track.  I  called  again ;  tiiis  time  a 
faint  reply,  in  accents  I  knew  too  well,  came  from  the  field 
beside  me. 

Consuelo  was  there,  reclining  beside  a  manzanita  bush 
which  screened  her  from  the  road,  in  what  struck  me,  even 
at  that  supreme  moment,  as  a  judicious  and  picturesquely 
selected  couch  of  scented  Indian  grass  and  dry  tussocks. 
The  velvet  hat  with  its  balls  of  scarlet  plush  was  laid  care- 
fully aside;  her  lovely  blue-black  hair  retained  its  tight 
coils  undishevelled ;  her  eyes  were  luminous  and  tender. 
Shocked  as  I  was  at  her  apparent  helplessness,  I  remember 
being  impressed  with  the  fact  that  it  gave  so  little  indication 
of  violent  usage  or  disaster. 

I  threw  myself  frantically  on  the  ground  beside  her. 

"You  are  hurt,  Consita  !  For  Heaven's  sake!  what  has 
happened  ?  " 

She  pushed  my  hat  back  with  her  little  hand,  and  tumbled 
my  hair  gently. 

"  Nothing.  Vou  are  here,  Pancho — eet  is  enofe  !  What 
shall  come  after  thees — when  I  am  perhaps  gone  among 
the  grave — make  nothing  !  You  are  here — 1  am  happy. 
For  a  little,  perhaps — not  mooch." 

"  But,"  I  went  on  desperately,  "  was  it  an  accident  ? 
Were  you  thrown  ?  Was  it  Chu  Chu  ?  " — for  somehow,  in 
spite  of  her  languid  posture  and  voice,  I  could  not,  even 
in  my  fears,  believe  her  seriously  hurt. 

"  Beat  not  the  poor  beast,  Pancho.  It  is  not  from  ker 
comes  thees  thing.  She  have  make  nothing — believe  me ! 
I  have  come  upon  your  assignation  with   Miss  Essmith  ! 
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I  make  but  to  pass  you — to  fly — to  never  come  back  ! 
I  have  say  to  Chu  Chu,  '  Ply ! '  We  fly  many  miles. 
Sometimes  together,  sometimes  not  so  mooch  !  Sometimes 
in  the  saddle,  sometimes  on  the  neck !  Many  things 
remain  in  the  road ;  at  the  end,  I  myself  remain  !  I  have 
say,  *  Courage,  Pancho  will  come  ! '  Then  I  say,  '  No,  he 
is  talk  with  Miss  Essmith  ! '  I  remember  not  more.  I  have 
creep  here  on  the  hands.     Et  is  feenish  !  " 

I  looked  at  her  distractedly.  She  smiled  tenderly,  and 
slightly  smoothed  down  and  rearranged  a  fold  of  her  dress 
to  cover  her  delicate  little  boot. 

"But,"  I  protested,  "you  are  not  much  hurt,  dearest. 
You  have  broken  no  bones.  Perhaps,"  I  added,  looking 
at  the  boot,  "only  a  slight  sprain.  Let  me  carry  you  to 
my  horse :  I  will  walk  beside  you  home.  Do,  dearest 
Consita !  " 

She  turned  her  lovely  eyes  towards  me  sadly.  "  You 
comprehend  not,  my  poor  Pancho  !  It  is  not  of  the  foot, 
the  ankle,  the  arm,  or  the  head  that  I  can  say,  'She  is 
broke  ! '  I  would  it  were  even  so.  But  " — she  lifted  her 
sweet  lashes  slowly — "  I  have  derrange  my  inside.  It  is  an 
affair  of  my  family.  My  grandfather  have  once  toomble 
over  the  bull  at  a  rodeo.  He  speak  no  more ;  he  is  dead. 
For  why?  He  has  derrange  his  inside.  Believe  me,  it  is 
of  the  family.  You  comprehend.?  The  Saltellos  are  not 
as  the  other  peoples  for  this.  When  I  am  gone,  you  will 
bring  to  me  the  berry  to  grow  upon  my  tomb,  Pancho ;  the 
berry  you  have  picked  for  me.  The  little  flower  will  come 
too,  the  little  star  will  arrive ;  but  Consuelo,  who  lofe  you, 
she  will  come  not  more  !  When  you  are  happy  and  talk  in 
the  road  to  the  Essmith,  you  will  not  think  of  me.  You  will 
not  see  my  eyes,  Pancho;  thees  little  grass" — she  ran  her 
plump  little  fingers  through  a  tussock — "  will  hide  them ; 
and  the  small  animals  in  the  black  coats  that  lif  here  will 
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have  much  sorrow — but  you  will  not.  It  ees  better  so ! 
My  father  will  not  that  I,  a  Catholique,  should  marry  into 
a  camp-meeting,  and  lif  in  a  tent,  and  make  howl  like  the 
coyote."  (It  was  one  of  Consuelo's  bewildering  beliefs  that 
there  was  only  one  form  of  dissent — Methodism  !)  "  He 
will  not  that  I  should  marry  a  man  who  possesses  not  the 
many  horses,  ox,  and  cow,  like  him.  But  /  care  not. 
You  are  my  only  religion,  Pancho  !  I  have  enofe  of  the 
horse,  and  ox,  and  cow  when  you  are  with  me  !  Kiss  me, 
Pancho.  Perhaps  it  is  for  the  last  time — the  feenish  ! 
Who  knows  ?  " 

There  were  tears  in  her  lovely  eyes ;  I  felt  that  my  own 
were  growing  dim;  the  sun  was  sinking  over  the  dreary 
plain  to  the  slow  rising  of  the  wind  ;  an  infinite  loneliness 
had  fallen  upon  us ;  and  yet  I  was  miserably  conscious  of 
some  dreadful  unreality  in  it  all.  A  desire  to  laugh,  which 
I  felt  must  be  hysterical,  was  creeping  over  me ;  I  dared 
not  speak.  But  her  dear  head  was  on  my  shoulder,  and 
the  situation  was  not  unpleasant. 

Nevertheless,  something  must  be  done  !  This  was  the 
more  difficult  as  it  was  by  no  means  clear  what  had  already 
been  done.  Even  while  I  supported  her  drooping  figure  I 
was  straining  my  eyes  across  her  shoulder  for  succour  of 
some  kind.  Suddenly  the  figure  of  a  rapid  rider  appeared 
upon  the  road.  It  seemed  familiar.  I  looked  again — it 
was  the  blessed  Enriquez !  A  sense  of  deep  relief  came 
over  me.  I  loved  Consuelo;  but  never  before  had  lover 
ever  hailed  the  irruption  of  one  of  his  beloved's  family  with 
such  complacency. 

"  You  are  safe,  dearest ;  it  is  Enriquez  ! " 

I  thought  she  received  the  information  coldly.  Suddenly 
she  turned  upon  me  her  eyes,  now  bright  and  glittering. 
"  Swear  to  me  at  the  instant,  Pancho,  that  you  will  not 
again  look  upon  Miss  Essmith,  even  for  once." 
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I  was  simple  and  literal.  Miss  Smith  was  my  nearest 
neighbour,  and,  unless  I  was  stricken  with  bUndness,  com- 
pliance was  impossible.     I  hesitated — but  swore. 

"  Enofe — you  have  hesitate — I  will  no  more." 

She  rose  to  her  feet  with  grave  deliberation.  For  an 
instant,  with  the  recollection  of  the  delicate  internal 
organisation  of  the  Saltellos  on  my  mind,  I  was  in  agony 
lest  she  should  totter  and  fall,  even  then,  yielding  up  her 
gentle  spirit  on  the  spot.  But,  when  I  looked  again,  she 
had  a  hairpin  between  her  white  teeth,  and  was  carefully 
adjusting  her  toreador  hat.  And  beside  us  was  Enriquez — 
cheerful,  alert,  voluble,  and  undaunted. 

"  Eureka  !  I  have  found  !  We  are  all  here  !  Eet  is  a 
leetle  public — eh  !  a  leetle  too  much  of  a  front  seat  for  a 
tete-a-tete,  my  yonge  friends,"  he  said,  glancing  at  the 
remains  of  Consuelo's  bower,  "  but  for  the  accounting  of 
taste  there  is  none.  What  will  you  ?  the  meat  of  the  one 
man  shall  envenom  the  meat  of  the  other.  But,"  (in  a 
whisper  to  me)  "  as  to  thees  horse — thees  Chu  Chu,  which  I 
have  just  pass — why  is  she  undress?  Surely  you  would 
not  make  an  exposition  of  her  to  the  traveller  to  suspect ! 
And  if  not,  why  so  ?  " 

I  tried  to  explain,  looking  at  Consuelo,  that  Chu  Chu  had 
run  away,  that  Consuelo  had  met  with  a  terrible  accident, 
had  been  thrown,  and,  I  feared,  had  suffered  serious  internal 
injury.  But,  to  my  embarrassment,  Consuelo  maintained 
a  half-scornful  silence,  and  an  inconsistent  freshness  of 
healthful  indifference,  as  Enriquez  approached  her  with 
an  engaging  smile.  "Ah,  yes,  she  have  the  headache  and 
the  moUigrubs.  She  will  sit  on  the  damp  stone  when  the 
gentle  dew  is  falling.  I  comprehend.  Meet  me  in  the  lane 
when  the  clock  strike  nine!  But,"  in  a  lower  voice,  "of 
thees  undress  horse  I  comprehend  nothing  !  Look  you — 
it  is  sad  and  strange." 
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He  went  off  to  fetch  Chu  Chu,  leaving  me  and  Consuelo 
alone.  I  do  not  think  I  ever  felt  so  utterly  abject  and  be- 
wildered before  in  my  life.  Without  knowing  why,  I  was 
miserably  conscious  of  having  in  some  way  oftended  the 
girl  for  whom  I  believed  I  would  have  given  my  life ;  and 
I  had  made  her  and  myself  ridiculous  in  the  eyes  of  her 
brother.  I  had  again  failed  in  my  slower  Western  nature 
to  understand  her  high  romantic  Spanish  soul.  Meantime 
she  was  smoothing  out  her  riding-habit,  and  looking  as 
fresh  and  pretty  as  when  she  first  left  her  house. 

"Consita,"  I  said  hesitatingly,  "you  are  not  angry  with 
me?" 

"  Angry  ? "  she  repeated  haughtily,  without  looking  at 
me.  "  Oh  no  !  Of  a  possibility  eet  is  Mees  Essmith  who 
is  angry  that  I  have  interroopt  her  tcte-a-tcte  with  you,  and 
have  send  here  my  brother  to  make  the  same  with  me." 

"  But,"  I  said  eagerly,  "  Miss  Smith  does  not  even  know 
Enriquez  ! " 

Consuelo  turned  on  me  a  glance  of  unutterable  significance. 
"  Ah  ! "  she  said  darkly,  "you  think!  " 

Indeed  I  /e//e7C'.  But  here  I  believe  I  understood  Consuelo, 
and  was  relieved.  I  even  ventured  to  say  gently,  "  And  are 
you  better?" 

She  drew  herself  up  to  her  full  height,  which  was  not  much. 
"  Of  my  health,  what  is  it  ?  A  nothing.  Yes  !  Of  my  soul, 
let  us  not  speak." 

Nevertheless,  when  Enriquez  appeared  with  Chu  Chu,  she 
ran  towards  her  with  outstretched  arms.  Chu  Chu  protruded 
about  six  inches  of  upper  lip  in  response — apparently  under 
the  impression,  which  I  could  quite  understand,  that  her 
mistress  was  edible.  And  I  may  have  been  mistaken,  but 
their  beautiful  eyes  met  in  an  absolute  and  distinct  glance 
of  intelligence ! 

During  the  home  journey  Consuelo  recovered  her  spirits. 
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and  parted  from  me  with  a  magnanimous  and  forgiving  pres- 
sure of  the  hand.  I  do  not  know  what  explanation  of  Chu 
Chu's  original  escapade  was  given  to  Enriquez  and  the  rest 
of  the  family  ;  the  inscrutable  forgiveness  extended  to  me  by 
Consuelo  precluded  any  further  inquiry  on  my  part.  I  was 
willing  to  leave  it  a  secret  between  her  and  Chu  Chu ;  but, 
strange  to  say,  it  seemed  to  complete  our  own  understanding, 
and  precipitated,  not  only  our  love-making,  but  the  final 
catastrophe  which  culminated  that  romance ;  for  we  had 
resolved  to  elope.  I  do  not  know  that  this  heroic  remedy 
was  absolutely  necessary  from  the  attitude  of  either  Consuelo's 
family  or  my  own  \  I  am  inclined  to  think  we  preferred  it 
because  it  involved  no  previous  explanation  or  advice.  Need 
I  say  that  our  confidant  and  firm  ally  was  Consuelo's  brother 
— the  alert,  the  linguistic,  the  ever-happy,  ever-ready  Enriquez. 
It  was  understood  that  his  presence  would  not  only  give  a 
certain  mature  respectability  to  our  performance,  but  I  do 
not  think  we  would  have  contemplated  this  step  without  it. 
During  one  of  our  riding  excursions  we  were  to  secure  the 
services  of  a  Methodist  minister  in  the  adjoining  county,  and 
later,  that  of  the  Mission  Padre — when  the  secret  was  out. 
"  I  will  gif  her  away,"  said  Enriquez  confidently ;  "  it  will  on 
the  instant  propitiate  the  old  shadbelly  who  shall  perform  the 
affair,  and  withhold  his  jaw.  A  little  chin-music  from  your 
oncle  'Arry  shall  finish  it !  Remain  tranquil,  and  forget  not 
a  ring !  One  does  not  always,  in  the  agony  and  dissatisfac- 
tion of  the  moment,  a  ring  remember.  I  shall  bring  two  in 
the  pocket  of  my  dress." 

If  I  did  not  entirely  participate  in  this  roseate  view,  it  may 
have  been  because  Enriquez,  although  a  few  years  my  senior, 
was  much  younger-looking ;  and  with  his  demure  devilry  of 
eye,  and  his  upper  lip  close  shaven  for  this  occasion,  he  sug- 
gested a  depraved  acolyte  rather  than  a  responsible  member 
of  a  family.     Consuelo  had  also  confided  to  me  that  her 
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father — possibly  owing  to  some  rumours  of  our  previous 
escapade — had  forbidden  any  further  excursions  with  me 
alone.  The  innocent  man  did  not  know  that  Chu  Chu  had 
forbidden  it  also,  and  that  even  on  this  momentous  occasion 
both  Enriquez  and  myself  were  obliged  to  ride  in  opposite 
fields  like  out-flankers.  But  we  nevertheless  felt  the  full 
guilt  of  disobedience  added  to  our  desperate  enterprise. 
Meanwhile,  although  pressed  for  time,  and  subject  to  dis- 
covery at  any  moment,  I  managed  at  certain  points  of  the 
road  to  dismount  and  walk  beside  Chu  Chu  (who  did  not 
seem  to  recognise  me  on  foot),  holding  Consuelo's  hand  in 
my  own,  with  the  discreet  Enriquez  leading  my  horse  in  the 
distant  field.  I  retain  a  very  vivid  picture  of  that  walk — 
the  ascent  of  a  gentle  slope  towards  a  prospect  as  yet  un- 
known, but  full  of  glorious  possibilities  ;  the  tender  dropping 
light  of  an  autumn  sky,  slightly  filmed  with  the  promise  of 
the  future  rains,  like  foreshadowed  tears ;  and  the  half- 
frightened,  half-serious  talk  into  which  Consuelo  and  I  had 
insensibly  fallen.  And  then,  I  don't  know  how  it  happened, 
but,  as  we  reached  the  summit,  Chu  Chu  suddenly  reared, 
wheeled,  and  the  next  moment  was  flying  back  along  the  road 
we  had  just  travelled,  at  the  top  of  her  speed  !  It  might 
have  been  that,  after  her  abstracted  fashion,  she  only  at  that 
moment  detected  my  presence  ;  but  so  sudden  and  complete 
was  her  evolution,  that  before  I  could  regain  my  horse  from 
the  astonished  Enriquez  she  was  already  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
on  the  homeward  stretch,  with  the  frantic  Consuelo  pull- 
ing hopelessly  at  the  bridle.  We  started  in  pursuit  ]  but  a 
horrible  despair  seized  us.  To  attempt  to  overtake  her,  to 
even  follow  at  the  same  rate  of  speed,  would  not  only  excite 
Chu  Chu,  but  endanger  Consuelo's  life.  There  was  abso- 
lutely no  help  for  it — nothing  could  be  done.  The  mare  had 
taken  her  determined,  long,  continuous  stride  ;  the  road  was 
a  straight,  steady  descent  all  the  way  back  to  the  village ; 
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Chu  Chu  had  the  bit  between  her  teeth,  and  there  was  no 
prospect  of  swerving  her.  We  could  only  follow  hopelessly, 
idiotically,  furiously,  until  Chu  Chu  dashed  triumphantly 
into  the  Saltellos'  courtyard,  carrying  the  half-fainting  Con- 
suelo  back  to  the  arms  of  her  assembled  and  astonished 
family. 

-  It  was  our  last  ride  together.  It  was  the  last  I  ever  saw  of 
Consuelo  before  her  transfer  to  the  safe  seclusion  of  a  con- 
vent in  Southern  California.  It  was  the  last  I  ever  saw  of 
Chu  Chu,  who,  in  the  confusion  of  that  rencontre,  was  over- 
looked in  her  half-loosed  harness,  and  allowed  to  escape 
through  the  back  gate  to  the  fields.  Months  afterwards  it 
was  said  that  she  had  been  identified  among  a  band  of  wild 
horses  in  the  Coast  Range,  as  a  strange  and  beautiful  crea- 
ture who  had  escaped  the  brand  of  the  rodeo,  and  had  become 
a  myth.  There  was  another  legend,  that  she  had  been  seen, 
sleek,  fat,  and  gorgeously  caparisoned,  issuing  from  the  gate- 
way of  the  Rosario/«//(?,  before  a  lumbering  Spanish  cabriole 
in  which  a  short,  stout  matron  was  seated — but  I  will  have 
none  of  it.  For  there  are  days  when  she  still  lives,  and  I 
can  see  her  plainly  still  climbing  the  gentle  slope  towards 
the  summit,  with  Consuelo  on  her  back,  and  myself  at  her 
side,  pressing  eagerly  forward  towards  the  illimitable  prospect 
that  opens  in  the  distance. 
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Humour,  VTlt,  and  Satire  of  the  Seventeenth  Century.    With  83  Illustrations. 
English  Caricature  and  Satire  on  Napoleon  the  First.    With  115  Illustrations. 

Social  Life  In  the  Reign  of  Queen  Anne.    With  S5  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  jr.  firf. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ^It  top,  6j.  each. 
Social  Life  under  the  Regency.    With  90  Illustrations,  "^ , 

Florlzol'B  Folly;  The  Story  of  George  IV.    With  Photogravure  Frontl<|trfce  and  i»  IllustraHoni. 


Bacteria,  Yeast  Fung;!,  and  Allied  Species,  A  Synopsis  of.     By 

W.  I!.  GROVR.  B.A.     With  87  lllustralioMS.    Crown  F.vo.  ilotli  extra,  y.  U. 

Baildon   (H.    B.). — Robert   Louis  Stevenson :     A    Life    Study    in 

Criticism.     With  2  Pi^rtraits.     Crown  8vo,  buckram.  6t 


2    CHATTO  &  VVINDUS,  Publishers,   iii  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 


Bardsley  (Rev.  C.  Wareing,  M.A.),  Works  by. 

English  Surnames:  Their  Sources  and  Significations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7^.  611'. 
Curiosities  of  Puritan  Nomenclature.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


Barr  (Robert:  Luke  Sharp),  Stories  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  6d.  each. 

In  a  Steamer  Chair.    With  I'rontispicce  and  Vi'^-nette  by  Demain  Hammond. 

From  Whose  Bourne,  &c,    With  47  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst  and  others. 

Kevenge  !     \\"\i\\  v2  Illustr.itions  by  I.ANCULOT  Speed  and  others. 

A  Woman  Intervenes.      With  8  Illustrations  by  Hal  Hurst. 

The   Unchanging  East :  Notes  on  a  Visit  to  the  Farther  Edge  of  the  Mediterranean.    With  a 

Frontispiece.    Crown  8vo,  clotli,  gilt  top,  6j. 
A  Royal  Tramp.    With  12  Illustrations  by  E.J.  SULLIVAN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top.6j. 

Barrett  (Frank),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  w.  each ;  cloth,  ^s.  6d. each. 
The  Sin  of  Olga  Zassoullch.  I        John  Ford;  and  His  Helpmate. 

Between  Life  and  Death.  I         A  Recoiling  Vengeance. 

Folly  Morrison.     |  Little  Lady  Linton.  [        Lieut.  Barnabas.    |     Found  Guilty. 
A  Prodigal's  Progress.  I  HonestDavle.  |        For  Love  and  Honour. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  Gd.  each  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  zs.  each  ;  cloth  limp.  qs.  bd.  each 
Fettered  for  Life.   |   The  Woman  of  the  Iron  Bracelets.    |     The  Harding  Scandal 
A  Missing  Witness.    With  8  Illustrations  by  W,  H.  Margetso-V. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  td.  each. 
Under  a  Strange  Mask.    With  19  Illusts.  by  E.  F.  Brew inall.  |     'Was  She  Justified  ? 

Barrett  (Joan).— Monte  Carlo  Stories.    Fcap.  8vo.  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Besant  (Sir  Walter)  and  James  Rice,  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  61/.  each  ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each;  cloth  limo,  ir.  6d.  each. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy.r  This  Son  of  Vulcan.  I  The  Seamy  Side, 

The  Golden  Butterfly.        The  Monks  of  Thelema.  The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 

JMy  Little  Girl.  By  Celia's  Arbour.  'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 

With  Harp  and  Crovrn.   I  The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet.   I  The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
*it'  There  are  alsu  LII!RARV  IiDITiONS  of  all  the  above,  exceptinij  the  first  two.     Large    crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra.  6s.  each. 

Besant  (Sir  Walter),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3^-.  6d.  each  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each  :  cloth  limp,  2J.  6,^.  each. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men.    With  12  Illustrations  by  Fred.  Barnard. 
The  Captains'  Room,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  Wheeler. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair.    With  6  Illustrations  by  Harry  Furniss. 
Dorothy  Forster.    With  Frontispiece  by  Charles  Green. 
Uncle  Jack,  and  other  Stories.  |         Children  of  Glbeon. 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then.    AVith  12  Illustrations  by  A.  F0RE.STIF.R. 
Herr  Paulus:  His  Rise,  his  Greatness,  and  his  Fall.         |         The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom.    With  Illustrations  by  A.  Forestier  and  F.  Waddv. 
To  Call  Her  Mine,  &c.    With  9  Illustrations  by  A.  FORESTIER. 
vrhe  Holy  Rose,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard. 

i  Irmorel  of  Lyonesse  :  A  Romance  of  To-day.     With  12  Illustrations  by  F.  BARNARD. 
St.  Katherlne's  by  the  Toiiver.    With  12  Illustrations  by  C.  Green.— Also  in  picture  cloth,  flat 

back,  2J. 
Verbena  Camellia  Stephanotis.  .tc.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  GORDON  BROWNE. 
The  Ivory  Gate.  I        The  Rebel  Queen. 

Beyond  the  Dreams  of  Avarice.  With  12  Illustrationsby  w.  H.  Hyde. 

In  Deacon's  Orders,  &c.    With  Frontispiece  by  A.  FORESTIER.     |         The  Revolt  of  Han. 
The  Master  Craftsman.     I     The  City  of  Refuge. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y-  (>d.  each. 
A  Fountain  Sealed.        |        The  Changeling.        |        The  Fourth  Generation, 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6j.  each. 
The  Orange  Girl.     With  8  Illustrations  by  F.  I'EGRAM. 
The  Lady  of  Lynn.    With  12  Illustrationsby  G.  DemainIIam.mond. 

No  other  Way.     A\'ith  Illustrations^ iPrtfaring. 

POPULAR  EDITIONS,  Medium  SvoTerf.  each. 
The  Golden  Butterfly.  I        The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy.      |        The  Orange  Girl. 

The  Charm,  and  other  Drawing-room  Plays.   By  Sir  Walter  BESANT  and  WALTER  H.  POLLOCK. 

With  50  Illustrations  by  CHRIS  Ham.vIOND  and  JULE  GOODMAN.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^-.  bd. 
Fifty  Years  Ago.    With  144  IlIustratiorTs.'JCrown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  (A. 
The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jefferies.    With  Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  bs. 
London.    With  125  Illustrations.    Demy  Svo,  cloth,  qs.  6d. 
Westminster.      With  an  Etched  Frontispiece  by  F.  S.  WALKER,   R.E.,  and  130  Illustrations  by 

William  Patten  and  others.    Library  Edition,  demy  8vo,  cloth  gilt  and  gilt  top,   jSr. : 

POPULAR  EDITION,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  js.  6d. 
South    London.      With  an  Etched  Frontispiece  by  F.  S.   WALKER,  R.E,,  and  118  Illustrations. 

Demy  Svo,  cloth  gilt  and  gilt  top,  i8x.  :  POPULAR  EDITION,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  js  6d. 
East    London.    With  an  Etched  Frontispiece  by  F.  S.  WALKER,  and  53  illustrations  by  PHIL 

MAY,  L.  Raven  Hill,  and  Joseph  pennell.    Demy  8vo,  cloth.  iSs. 
Jerusalem  :  The  City  of  Herod  and  Saladin.     By  WALTiiR  BESANT  and  E.  H.  PALMER.      Fourth 

Edition.     \\'ith  a  new  Chapter,  a  Map,  and  11  Illustrations.  Small  demy  Svo,  cloth,  -js.  6d. 
Bir  Richard  Whittington.     With  Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  art  Imen,  35.  6i<. 
Gaspard  de  Goligny.    With  a  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  art  linen,  3s.  6d. 
The  Art  of  Fiction.     Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  red  top,  11.  net. 

As  We  Are,  and  As  We  May  Be.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6^.  [S/iorfFy, 

Essays  and  HiStoriettes.     Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  [Shortly. 
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Baring  Gould  (Sabine,  Author  of  'John  Herring,'  &c.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  jr.  6</.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  xs.  each. 
Red  Spider. |     Eve. 

Beaconsfield,  Lord.     By  T.  P.  O'Connor,  M.P.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  5s. 
Bechstein    (Ludwig).— As    Pretty    as    Seven,   and  other  German 

Stories.    With  Additional  Talcs  by  the  Ilrothers  CKI.MM,  ami  98  Illustrations  by  KlCHTHR.    Squara 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  M. ;  gilt  edges,  71.  6./. 

Bellew  (Frank).— The  Art  of  Amusing:    A  Collection  of  Graceful 

Arts,  Games,  Tricks,  Puzzles,  and  Charades.    With  3C0  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4J.  6<i. 

Bennett  (Arnold). —The  Grand  Babylon  Hotel.    Crown  8vo,  cloth, 

gilt  top,  dr. 

Bennett  (W.  C,  LL.D.).— Songs  for  bailors.    Post  8vo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 
Bewick  (Thomas)  and  his  Pupils.     By  Austin  Dobson.     With  95 

Illustrations.    .Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6/. 

Blerce  (Ambrose). — In  the  Midst  of   Life:    Tales  of  Soldiers  and 

Civilians.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  3s,  (xi,  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  bo.irds,  2j. 

Bill  Nye's  Comic  History  of  the  United  States^     With  146  Illus- 
trations by  F.  Qppr.R.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  bd. 

Bindloss  (Harold),  Novels  by. 

Alnslle's  Ju-Ju  :  A  Romince  of  the  Hinterland.    Crown  8vo,  clolh,  ■^s.  6d. 
A  Sower  of  Wheat.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  lop.  6j. 

Bodkin  (M.  McD.,  K.C.),  Books  by. 

Dora  Myrl,  the  Lady  Detective.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3J.  6d. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  is. 
Shillelagh  and  Shamrock.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  y.  61I. 


English  Merchants  :  Memoirs  in  Illustration  of  the  Progress  of  British  Commerce.    With  32  Illus- 
trations.    Crnuii  V\M.  ijli.th.  JJ.  6J. 


Bourget  (Paul). — A  Living  Lie.     Translated  by  John  dk  Villieks. 

With  special  Preface  for  the  English  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  6(1. 

Bourne  (H.  R.  Fox),  Books  by. 

English  Merchants  :  Memoirs  in  Illustration  1 

t  rat  ions.     Cmuii  V\m.  ,:l,.th.  JJ.  b,f. 
English  Newspapers  :  Chapters  in  the  History  oflournalism.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  2j». 
The  Other  Side  of  the  Emln  Pasha  Relief  Expedition.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  &r. 

Boyd.— A  Versailles  Christmas-tide.    By  Mary  Stuart  Boyd.  With 

53  Illustrations  by  A.  S.  BOVD.     Fcap.  4'o.  cloth  gilt  and  gilt  top,  6j. 

Boyle  (Frederick),  Works  by.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  bds.,  2j,  each. 

Chronicles  of  No-Man's  Land.   I        Camp  Notes.        I     _  Savage  Life. _ 

Brand    (John). —  Observations   on    Popular   Antiquities;    chiefly 

illustrating  the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  .Siiperstition^i.    \\\\\\  llic  Additions  of  Sir 
Hhn'RY  F.t.l.is.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  y.  M. 

Brayshaw  (J.  Dodsworth).— 51um  Silhouettes:  Stories  of  London 

Life.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  M. 

Brewer  (Rev.  Dr.),  Works  by. 

The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Famous  Names  in  Fiction,  Allusions.  References, 
Proverbs,  Plots,  Stories,  and   Poems.     Together  with  an  i:nc;i.is!i  and  American 

P,IKLIOGK.\PHY,  and  a  LIST  OI-    THE  AUTHORS  AND  DATES  01"   DRAMAS  AND  OPERAS.     A 
New  Lfl'tion.  Revised  and  Lnlarged.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  -s  M. 
A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative.  Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  31.  6,/. 

Brewster  (Sir  David),  Works  by.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  45.  (d.  each. 

More  Worlds  than  One  :  Creed  of  the  Philoso|.her  and  Hope  of  the  Christian.    With  Plates. 
The  Martyrs  of  Science:  Gai.ii.eo;  Tvcho  Urame,  and  Kepler.    With  Portraits. 
Letters  on  Natural  Magic.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Brillat=Savarin. —  Gastronomy    as   a   Fine   Art.      Translated  by 

R.  E.  ANDERSON,  M. A.     Post  Svo,  half-bound,  ?j. ^ 

Bryden  (H.  A.).— An    Exiled   Scot:  A  Romance.     With  a  Frontis- 
piece, by  j.s.  CROMPTON^Rj.crownsvo.cioth.er.^ 

Brydges    (Harold).— Uncle  Sam  at  Home.     With  91  Illustrations. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. :  cloth  limp.  2s.  6d. 
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Buchanan  (Robert),  Poems  and  Novels  by. 

The  Complete  Poetical  Works  ot  Robert  Buchanan.    2  vols.,    town  8vo,  buckram,  with 

Portrait  Frontispiece  to  each  volume,  12S. __^ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 
The  Devil's  Case :  a  Bank  Holiday  Interlude.    Witn  6  lllustratioiu. 
The  Earthquake:  or,  Six  Days  and  a  Sabbath. 

The  Wandering  jeiar  :  a  Christmas  Carol. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^,  6d.  each. 
The  Outcast:  a  Rhyme  for  the  Time. 
The  Ballad  of  Mary  the  Mother ;  a  Christmas  Carol. 
8t>  Aba  and  his  Seven  Wives.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  aj.  6d. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^.  6ii.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 


The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature.    With  Inontispiece. 
God  and  the  Man.  With  n  Illustrations  by 
Lady  Kllpatrick.          TFred.  Barnard. 
The   Martyrdom    of   Madeline.     With 
Frontispiece  by  A.  ^V.  COOPER.  


liove  He  tor  Ever.    ^^'Ull  l-ronlispiece. 
Annan  Water.  {  Foxglove  Manor, 

The  Neiv  Abelard.  I  Rachel  Dene. 
Matt  ;  A  Story  of  a  Carav.ui.     With  Frontispiece. 
The  Master  ol  the  Mine.    V.'itli  Frontispiece. 
The  Heir  of  lilnne.  I  Woman  and  the  Mani 


Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3J.  6ei.  each. 
Bed  and  White  Heather.      |        Andromeda :  An  Idyll  of  the  Great  River. 

The  Charlatan.    By  Robert  Buchanan  and  Henry  Murray.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  with  a 
Frontispiece  by  T.  H.  ROBI.N'SON,  3^.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  picture  boards,  zs. 

Burton  (Robert).— The  Anatomy  of  Melancholy.    With  Transla- 

lions  of  the  Quotations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  -js.  6H. 

Melancholy  Anatomised ;  An  Abridgment  of  BURTON'S  ANATOMY.    Post  Svo.  half-cl..  ■zs.  bd. 

Caine  (Hall),  Novels  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6(f.  each. ;  post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  12s.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2J.  &d.  each. 

The  Shado-w  of  a  Crime.    I        A  Son  of  Hagar.  |        The  Deemster. 

Also  LIBRARY  Editions  of  The  Deemster  and  The  Shadow  of  a  Crime,  set  in  new  type, 
crown  Svo,  and  bound  uniform  with  The  Christian,  6s.  each;  and  CHEAP  POPULAR  EDITIONS  ol 
The  Deemster,  The  Shadovr  of  a  Crime,  and  A  Son  of  Hagar,  medium  Svo,  portrait-cover, 
6.-r.  each.— Also  the  FiNE-PAPER  EDITION  of  The  Deemster,  pott  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  2i.  net; 
leather,  gilt  edges,  3^.  net. 

Cameron  (Commander  V.  Lovett).— The  Cruise  of  the  'Black 

Prince'  Privateer.    Post  Svo,  picture  boards,  2J. 

Canada  (Greater)  :  The  Past,   Present,  and  Future  of  the  Canadian 

North-West.    By  E.  B.  OSBORN,  B.A.    With  a  Map.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3J.  td. 

Captain    Coignet,    Soldier    of    the    Empire :    An  Autobiography. 

Edited  by  LOREDAN  Larchey.    Translated  by  Mrs.  CAREY.    With  100  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo. 
cloth,  3.f.  6d. 

Carlyle  (Thomas).— On  the  Choice  of  Books.     Post  8vo,  cl.,  u.  6d. 

Correspondence  of  Thomas  Carlyle  and  R.  W.  Emerson,  1834-1872.  Edited  by 
C.  E.  NORTON.     With  Portraits.     Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  24^. 

Carruth  (Hayden). — The  Adventures  of  Jones.    With  17  Illustra- 

tions.    Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  2J, 

Chambers  (Robert  W.),  Stories  of  Paris  Life  by. 

The  King  in  Yellow.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  sj.  6d. ;  fcap.  Svo,  cloth  limp,  zs.  6d, 
In  the  Quarter.    Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  zs.  6d. 


Chapman's  (George),  Works.    Vol.  I.,  Plays  Complete,  including  the 

Doubtful  Ones.— Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with  Essay  by  A.  C.  SWINBURNE.— Vol. 
III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  6d.  each. 

Chappie  (J.  Mitchell).— The  Minor  Chord:  The  Story  of  a  Prima 

Donna.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Children :  A  Golden  Key.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  With 

8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  6d. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.    With  the  story  of  his  Times  and  his  Work.      By  Mrs.  H.  R.  HAWEIS. 
A  New  Edition,  revised.    Witli  a  Frontispiece.     Demy  Svo,  cloth,  ij.  6d.  \ 

Chess,  The  Laws  and  Practice  of.fe  With  an  Analysis  of  the  Open- 
ings.   By  Howard  Staunton.    Edited  by  R.  B.  WORMALD.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5^. 

The  Minor  Tactics  of  Chess  :  A  Treatise  on  the  Deployment  of  the  Forces  in  obedience  to  Stra- 
tegic Principle.     By  F.  K.  YoUNG  and  E.  C.  HOWELL.     Long  fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  cj.  6d. 

The  Hastings  Chess  Tournament.  Containing  the  Authorised  Account  of  the  230  Games 
played  Aug.-Sept.,  rSgs.  \\'ith  Annotations  by  PiLLSBURY,  LaSKER,  TarrasCH.  STEINITZ, 
SCHIFFERS,  TEICHMANN,  BARDELKBEN,  BLACKBURNE,  Gi-NSBERG.  TiNSLEY,  MASON,  and 
ALBIN  ;  Biograpliical  Sketches  of  the  Chess  Masters,  and  i.-:  Portraits.  Edited  by  H.  F.  ClIESHiRP. 
Cheaper  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5^. 


CHATTO  &  WiNDUS,  Publishera,  in  St.  Martina  Lane.  London,  W.C.    s 
Clare  (Austin),  Stories  by. 

For  the  Love  ot  a  Lass.    IVbt  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  c.r.  i  cloth,  zt,6.i. 

By  the  Rise  of  the  River  :  Tales  and  Sketclics  in  South  Tynedalc.    Crown  Evo  cloth,  jt.  dd. 

Clive  (Mrs.  Archer),  Novels  by. 

fost  8vo,  cluth,  3^.  6d.  each  ;  picture  boards,  is.  each, 
Paul  Ferroll. I         Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  hU  gtta. 

Clodd  (Edward,  F.R.A.S.).— Myths  and  Dreams.     Cr.  8vo,  3s.. ^. 

Coates  (Anne).— Rie's  Diary.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6i. 

Cobban  (J.  Maclaren),  Novels  by.  ^^ 

The  Cure  of  Souls.    I'or.t  8vo,  Illiistratcd  boards,  2s. 

The  Red  Sultan.    Cruwn  Svo.  tlotli  cMra,  3^,  6rf.  ;  pust  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 

The  Burden  of  Isabel.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  ejtra,  jr.  6rf. 


Coleridge  (M.  E.).— The  Seven  Sleepers  of  Ephesus.    Fcap.  Svo, 

leatherette,  ir. ;  cloth,  is.  0<. 

Collins  (C.  Allston).— The  Bar  Sinister.     Post  8vo.  boards,  2s. 


Collins  (John  Churton,  M.A.),  Books  by. 

Illustrations  of  Tennyson.    Crown  8vo,  clothextra,  6s. 

Jonathan  Svi?lft.    A  Bio:;raphical  and  Critical  Studj-.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  8*. 


Collins  (Mortimer  and  Frances),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^,  6J.  each ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each. 
From  Midnight  to  Hidnlght.  I  Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

You  Play  me  False.  I  The  Village  Comedy, 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  :s.  each. 
Transmigration.  I        Bv/eet  Anne  Page.  I        Frances. 

A  Fight  with  Fortunei      |        Sweet  and  Twenty.         I 


Collins  (Wilkie),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  many  Illu^itratcfl,  %s.  6,/.  each  ;  post  Svo,  picture  boards,  ;j.  each ; 
cloth  limp,  2j,  6ti.  eacli. 


*  Antonlna, 
»Basil. 

*Kide  and  Seek. 

♦  The  Woman  in  White. 
♦The  Moonstone. 

♦  Man  and  Wife. 

•  The  Dead  Secret. 
After  Dark. 

The  Queen  ct  Hearts, 
Mo  Name. 


My  Miscellanios. 

Armadale. 

Poor  Miss  Finch, 

Kiss  or  Mrs.? 

The  New  Magdalen. 

The  Frozen  Deep. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady. 

The  Two  Deatinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel. 

The  Fallen  Leaves. 


Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
•I  Say  No.' 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain, 
Blind  Love. 


*j«  Marked  *  have  been  reset  in  new  type,  in  uniform  stjie. 

Popular  EDITIOI.'S.    Medium  Sto,  6d.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  each. 

The  Moonstone.  I        Antonina. I    The  Dead  Secret. 

Medium  Svo,  id.  each. 
The  Woman  In  Wl.Ite.     I        The  New  Magdalen. 1 Man  and  Wife. 

Col man^s  (George)  Humorous  Works:  'Broad  Grins,'  'My  Night- 
gown and  Slippers,'  &c.    With  IJfe  and  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3?.  6ii. 

Colqirhoun(MT^J.) .—Every  Inch  a  Soldier.     Crown  Svo,  cloth, 

3.r.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  gj. 

Colt=breaking,  Hints  on. ^By  W.  M.  Hutchison.    Cr.8%'o.  cl.,  3;.  6d. 

Compton    (Herbert).— The    Inimitable    Mrs.    Massingham:    a 

Romance  of  Eotany  K.iy.    Crown  Svo.  qloth,  3.1^.  6d. 

Convalescent  Cookery.    By  Catherine  Ryan.    Cr.  Svo,  is. ;  cl.,  is.  6d. 
Cooper  (Edward  H.).— Geoffory  Hamilton.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth.  35.  6rf. 
Cornish  (J,  F.).— Sour  Grapes  :  A  Novel.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top.  65. 
Cornwall.— Popular  Romances  of  the  West  of  England ;  or,  The 

Droll'^.  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  Old  Cornwall.    Collected  by  ROBERT  IIU.NT,  F.R.S.      With 
two  Steel  Phles  by  GEORGH  CRUIKSHANK.     Crown  8vo,^oth^7J  (^. 

Cotes  (V.^ecil)T^Two  cTirls  on  a  Barge.     VVith  44  illustrations  by 

V.  H.  TOWNSRND.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  -js.  Cd. :  post  Svo,  cloth,  is.  64. 

Craddock  (C.  Egbert),  Stories  by. 

The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains.     Crown  Jro,  cloth,  y.  id,  ■  poK  »to, 

illustrated  boards,  rr.r. 
Hla  Vanished  Star,    Crown  8vo,  clclh.  3*.  W. 


6    CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Publishers,  iii  St.  Alartin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 
Cram    (Ralph  Adams).— Black  Spirits  and  White.      Fcap.  8vo, 

clotli.  IS.    bd. 

Creflin  (H.  N.),  Books  by. 

Romances  of  the  Old  Seraglio.    Witli  28  Illustrations  by  S.  I,.  Wood.   Crown  8vo,  cloth,  31.  6(1, 

Tales  of  the  Caliph.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  21. 

The  Nazarenes;  A  Driinia.    Crown  8vo,  is. 

CrinT  (Matt.).— Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel.     Crown  SvoT^loth 

extra,  willi  a  Frontispiece  by  DAN.  BHARD,  y.  td. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zj. 

CrodtettTTsTR.)  and  others. —Tales  of  Our  Coasts      By^sTll'. 

Crockett,  Giluert  Parker,  Harold  Frederic,  'O.,'  and  W.  Clark  Russell.      With  a 
Illustrations  by  Frank  Brangwyn.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y;.  bd. 

Croker    (Mrs.   B.  M.),    Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  64. 

ch  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each  ;  clotli  limp,  is.  6d.  each. 


-•I: 


Pretty  Miss  Neville. 
Proper  Pride. 
A  Bird  of  Passage. 
Diana  Harrington. 
Two  Masters. 


Interference. 
A  Family  Likeness. 
A  Third  Person. 
Mr.  Jeryls. 


Village  Tales  &  Jungle 

Tragedies, 
The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 
Married  or  Single  7 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.6d.  each. 
Some  One  Else.                         I     Miss  Balmaine's  Fast.  I         Beyond  the  Pale. 
In  the  Kingdom  of  Kerry.    |     Jason,  &c.  |        Infatuation. 

Terence.    With  6  Illustrations  by  Sidney  Paget. 

*  To  Let,'  Ac.     Post  8ro,  picture  boards,  2s.  ;  clotn  limp,  2s.  6d. 

The  Cat's-paw.     With  12  Illustrations  by  Fred.  Pegram.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Cruikshank's   Comic   Almanack.      Complete  in  Two  Series  :   The 

rii^sr,  from  1835  to  184^;  the  SECOND,  from  1S44  to  185^.  A  Gathering- of  the  Best  Humour  of 
Tkackf.rav,  HOOD,  Mayhew,  Alhert  Smith,  A'Beckeit,  Robert  Brough,  &c.  With 
numerons  Steel  Engraving-s  and  Woodcuts  by  GEORGE  CRUiKSHANK,  HiNE,  LANDELLS,  &c. 
Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  Ejilt,  ys.  6d.  each. 
The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank.  By  Blanchard  Jerrold.  With  84  Illustrations  and  a 
Bibliography.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  M. 

Cumming  (C.  F.  Gordon),  Works  by.     Large  or.  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

In  the  Hebrides.     With  an  Autotype  Frontispiece  .liid  2^  Illustrations. 

In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian  Plains.    With  42  Illustrations. 

Two  Happy  Years  in  Ceylon.    With  28  Illustrations. 

Via  Cornwall  to  Egypt.     With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece. 

Cussans  (John  E.).— A  Handbook  of  Heraldry;  with  Instructions 

for  Tracing  Pcdigrnes  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.    Fourth  Edition,  revised,  with  408  Woodcuts 
and  2  Coloured  Plates.     Crotvn  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Daudet  (Alphonse).— The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation.  Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

Davenant  (Francis,  M. A.).— Hints  for  Parents  on  the  Choice  of 

a  I'rofcssion  i!5r  their  Sons  when  Starting  in  Life.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  \s.  6d. 

Davidson  (Hugh  Coleman).— Mr.  Sadler's  Daughters.      With  a 

Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  WOOD.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3.;.  6./. 

Davies  (Dr.  N.  E.  Yorke=),  Works  by.    Cr.  Svo,  is.  ea.;  cl,,  15.  6d.  ea. 

One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical  Hints. 
Nursery  Hints:  -V  Mother's  Guide  in  Health  and  Disease. 
Foods  for  the  Fat :   The  Dietetic  Cure  of  Corpulency  and  of  Gout. 

Aids  to  Long  Life.    Crown  Svo,  2S.  ;  cloth  limp,  2.t.  6d. 


Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete  Poetical  Works.    Collected  and  Edited, 

with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  3J.  6d.  each. 

De  Querin  (Maurice),  The  Journal  of.    Edited  by  g.  S.  Tkebutien^ 

^V■itll  a  Memoir  bv  SAINl  e-Beuve.     Translated  from  the  lotli  French  Edition  by  JESSIE  P.  FROTH. 
INCH  \M._  Fcap.  Svo,  half-bound,  2S.  6d. 

De  Maistre  (Xavier).— A  Journey  Round  my  Room.    Translated 

by  HENRY  ATTWELL.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  2S.  6d. 

Derby  (The)  :  tlielBlue^Ribbon  of  the  Turf.     With  Brief  AccounFs 

of  The  OAKS.    By  LOUIS  HENRY  CURZON.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2J-.  6rf. 

Dewar  (T.  R.).— A  Ramble  Round  the  Qlobe.     With  220  Illustra- 

tioiis.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  ';s.  6a'. 

De  Windt   (Harry),    Books  by.  " 

Through  the  Gold-Flelds  of  Alaska  to  Bering  Straits.    With  Map  and  33  full-page  Illus- 
trations.   Cheaper  Issue.     Demy  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 
True  Tales  of  Travel  and  Adventure.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3J.  6,ir. 


Dickens    (Charles),   About    England    with.     By  Alfred  Rimmer. 

With  ^Illustrations  by  C.  A.  VANDERHOOF  and  the  AUTHOR.     Square  Svo,  cloth,  3^.  6rf. 


CHaTTO  a  WINDUS,  Publlslier^,   in  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C.    7 
Dictionaries. 

The    Reader's  Handbook  of  Famous   Names  In   Fiction,  Allusions,  References, 
Proverbs,   Plots,  Stories,  and  Poems.     Together  »Uli  an  L.NC1.1SH  and  American 

Bll3L10GRArHY.   and  a    LIST  OFTIIK  AUTHORS  AND   DATliS  OK    DRAMAS  AND  OPERAS.      Hy 

Rev.  E.  C.  BRliWEK,   1,1,. U    A  New  Udition.  Revised  and  Unlarged.      Crown  8vo,  clotll,  js.M. 
A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitntivc,  Kcalisiic,  and  Doijiii.uic.    Ity  the  Kev.  H.  C.  Uruwhk, 

LL.l).     Crown  Svo.  clotli.  3s.  M. 
Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great  Hen.    With  Historical  and  Explanatory  Notes  by  SAUUBL 

A.  Ben  r.  A.M.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  js.  M. 
The  Slang  Olctlonary  ;  Etynioln;;ical,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  M. 
Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Ouaint,  and  Outof-theWay  Matters.   By 

Eliezer  Edwards.    Crown  8vo,  lIoiIi  extra,  3J.  6.C. 

DilkelRtTHon.Sir  Charles,  Bart. ,  M7P7)^^the  Wi^UshEmpire. 

Crown  Svo,  buckram,  3J.  6d , 

Dobson  (Austin),  Worlcs  by. 

Thomas  Bewick  and  his  Pupils.    With  95  Illustr,ntions.    Square  Svo,  cloth,  y.  6,i. 
Four  Frenchwomen.     N\  itii  lour  Portraits.     Crown  Svo,  bjckrain.  jrilt  top,  6^. 
Eighteenth  Century  Vignettes.    I.s  Three  Series.     Crown  Svo,  buclcram,6j.  each. 
A  Paladin  of  Philanthropy,  and  other  Papers.     Witli  -j  lllusts.    Cr,  Svo.  buckram.  6s. 

Dobson  (W.  T.).— Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentricities.   Post 

Svo,  clotll  Innp.  ;j.  6,i. ^__^ 

Donovan  (Dicl<),  Detective  Stories  by. 

I'ost  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  iJ.  eacli  :  cloth  limp,  ij.  6./.  rach. 


The  Man-Hunter.  {  Wanted 
Caught  at  Last.  I  Tracked  to  Doom. 
Tracked  and  Taken.  |  Link  by  Link. 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan  7 


Suspicion  Aroused.    |     Riddles  Read. 
A  Detective's  Triumphs. 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From  Information  Received. 


I  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2S.  6d,  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boartls,  2j.  each  ;  cloth,  -2$.  tU.  each. 
The  Man  from  Manchester.    With  23  Illustrations. 

The  Mystery  of  Jamaica  Terrace.  | Tlie  Chronicles  of  Michael  Danevitch, 

Crown  8vo^  cloth,  y^^d.  each. 
The  Records  of  Vincent  Trill,  of  the  Detective  Service.— Also  picture  cluth,  flat  back,  ir. 
The  Adventures  of  Tyler  Tatlock,  Private  Detective. 

Deacon  Brodle  ;  or,  Behind  the  Mask. I        Tales  of  Terror. 

Dark  Deeds._  Crovvn  Svo.  picture  I  loth.  Hat  back,  -25. _        

Dowling  (Riciiard).— Old  Corcoran's  Money.  Crown  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  dd. 
Doyle  (A.  Conan). — The  Firm  of  Qirdlestone.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d. 
Dramatists,  The  Old.      Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  with  Portraits,  35.  6d.  per  Vol, 

Ben   Jonson's    Works.    With  Notes,  Critical  and  Hxplanator>-,  and  a  Biot;raphical  Memoir  by 

William  Gii-lord.     Edited  by  Colonel  Cunningham.    Three  Vols. 
Chapman's  Works.    Three  Vols.    Vol.  I.  contains  the  PUys  complete  ;  Vol.  11.,  Poems  and  Minor 
1  ranslations,  with  an  Essay  by  A.C.SWINBURNE  ;  Vol.  III.,  Transl.ationsof  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 
Marlowe's  Works.    Edited,  with  Notes,  by  Colonel  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 
Massinger's  Plays,    l-rom  Gieeords  Text. Edited  by  Colonel  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 

Dublin   Castle  and    Dublin  Society,   Recollections   of.      By  A 

Native.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top  6s. 

Duncan  (Sara  Jeannette:  Mrs.  Everard  Cotes),  Books  by. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  "js.  6d.  each. 
A  Social  Departure.    With  m  Illustrations  by  V.  H.  Townsend. 
An  American  Girl  in  London,    \\iih  So  lllustrntions  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 
The  Simple  Adventures  of  a  Memsahib.    With  37  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  TOWNSRND. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3/.  6.^.  each. 
A  Daughter  of  To-Day. |         Vernon's  Aunt.    With  47  Illustrations  by  Hal  HurST. 

Dutt  (Romesh  C). — England  and    India:    A  Record  of  Progress 

during  One  Hundred  Years.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2J-. 

Early  EngHsh  Poets.      Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 

by  Kev.  A.  H.  GROSAR  r,  U.D.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  jr.  6d.  per  Volume. 
Fletcher's  (Giles)  Complete  Poems.    One  Vol. 
Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete  Poetical  Works.    Two  Vols. 
Herrlck's  (Robert)  Complete  Collected  Poems.    Three  Vols. 
Sidney's  (Sir  Phlllpi  Complete  Poetical  Works.    Three  Vols. 

Edgcumbe  (Sir  E.  R.  Pearce). —  Zephyrus:    A  Holiday  in  Brazil 

and  on  the  River  Plate.    With  41  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  51. 

Edwardes  (Mrs.  Annie),  Novels  by. 

A  Point  of  Honour.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.    I    A  Plaster  Saint.     Cr.  Svo,  cl..  31.  &/. 
Archie  Lovell.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y:.  Gd.  :  illustrated  boards,  2f. 

Edwards  (Eliezer). — Words,   Facts,  and    Phrases:    A  Dictionary 

of  Curious.  (Juaint,  and  Out-of-the-Way  Matters.    Cheaper  Fdilion.  ^;r<jwn  Svo,  cloth,  y.  6d.      

Egertou  (Rev.  J.  C,  M.A.).  —  Sussex  Folk  and  Sussex  Ways. 

With  Introduction  by  Rev.  Dr.  H.  Wace,  and  Four  Illustrations, Crown  Svo,  cloth^extra,  V.y>- 

Eggleston  (Edward). — Roxy:  A  Novel.    Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  a*. 


8    CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Publishers,  iti  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 
Englishman    (An)    in    Paris.      Notes  and   Recollections  during  the 

Reign  of  Louis  Philippe  and  the  Empire.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d. 

Bnglishman's  House,  The  :  A  Practical  Guide  for  Selecting  or  Build- 

ing  a  House.     By  C.  J.  RICHARDSON.    Coloured  Frontispiece  and  ^34  Illusts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d. 

EwaId~~(AIex.    Charles,     F.S.A.).— TFe     Life^mid     Thnes     of 

Princa  Charlie  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany  (THE  Young  Pretender).      With  a  Portrait. 
Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  "js.  6d. 

Eyes,  Our :  How  to  Preserve  Them.    By  John  Browning.    Cr.  8vo,  15. 
Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.    By  Samuel  Arthur  Bent^ 

A.M.     I'ifth  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  yj.  6d. 

Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 

The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle:  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile  Audience.    Edited 

by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S.    With  numerous  Ilhistrations. 
On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature,  and  their  Relations  to  each  other.     Edited  by 
William  Crookes,  F.C.S.    With  Illustrations. 

Farrer  (J.  Anson). — War;  Three  Essays.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 


Fenn  (Q.  Manville),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6ii.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2x.  each. 
The  New  Mistress.    |  V/ltness  to  the  Deed.  |  The  Tiger  Lily,  |  The  White  Virgin, 

I  Svo,  cloth 


A  W^oman  D7orth  Winning. 
Cursed  by  a  Fortune. 
The  Case  of  Ailsa  Gray. 
Commodore  Junk. 
Black  Blood. 


Doublo  Cunning. 

Fluttered  Dovecote. 
King  of  the  Castle. 
The     Master   of  the   Cere- 
monies. 


The  Story  of  Antony  Graca 
The  Man  v^ith  a  Shado^v. 
One  Maid's  Mischief. 
This  Man's  Wife. 
In  Jeopardy. 


Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
The  Bag  of  Diamonds,  and  Three  Bits  of  Paste. 
Kunning  Amok  ;  a  Story  of  Adventure. 
The  Cankerwrorm  :  being  Episodes  of  a  Woman's  Life. 
A  Crimson  Crime.     Crov/n  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6^.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2j. 

Feuerheerd  (H.  L.).— The  Gentleman's  Cellar ;  or,  The  Butler  and 

Cellarman's  Guide.     SECOND  EDITION.    Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  ts. 

Fiction,    A  Catalogue  of,  with  Descriptive  Notices  and  Reviews   of 

overNlNH  HUNDRED  NOVELS,  will  be  sent  free  by  Messrs.  Ch.\TTO  &  WiNDUS  upon  application. 

Fin = Bee. — The  Cupboard  Papers  :  Observations  on  the^Art  of  Living 

and  Dining.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2j.  6(/. 

Firework=Making,  The   Complete  Art  of ;  or,  The  Pyrotechnist's 

Treasury.    By  THOMAS  KENTISH.    With  267  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^-.  6d. 

First  Book,  My.     By  Walter  Besant,  James  Payn,  W.  Clark  Rus- 

PELL,  GRANT  ALLEN,  HALL  CAINE,  GEORGE  R.  SIMS,    RUDYARD  KIPLING,    A.  CONAM  DOYLH, 

M.  E.  Braddon,  F.  W.  ROBINSON,  H.  Rider  Haggard,  R.  m.  Ballantyne,  I.  Zangwii  l, 

MORLEY  ROBERTS,   D.  CHRISTIE    MURRAY,   MARY  CORELLI,  J.   K.  JEROME,  JOHN  STRANGE 

Winter,  Bret  Harte,  '  Q.,'  Robert  Buchanan,  and  R.  L.  Stevenson,  with  a  Prefatory  story 
by  Jerome  K.  Jerome,  and  iSs  Illustrations.     A  New  Edition.    Small  demy  Svo,  art  linen,  3^.  6a'. 

Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by.  ~ 

Little  Essays :  Passaeres  from  the  Letters  of  CHARLES  LAMB.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  ej.  6rf. 
Fatal  Zero.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2S. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ^s.  each. 
Bella  Donna.  I     The  Lady  of  Brantome.        I     The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 

PoUy.  I     Never  Forgotten. |_  Seventy-Dye  Brooke  Street. 

Sir  Henry^Irvlngjjrwenty  Years  at  the  Lyceum.    WithPortrait.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  ij-.  6rf. 

Fl.immarion  (Camflle),  Works  by. 

Popular  Astronomy:  A  General  Description  of  the  Heavens.    Translated  by  J.  ELLAJID  GORF, 

F.R.A.S.    With  Three  Plates  and  288  Illustrations.     Medium  Svo,  cloth,  10s.  bU. 
Urania!  A  Romance.     With  87  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5J. 

Fletcher's    (Giles,    B.D.)    Complete  Poems:    Christ's  Victoria  in 

Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth,  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor  Poems.    With  Notes  by 
Rev.  A.  B.  GROSART.  P.p.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  y.  Cd. 

Forbes    (Archibald).— The  Life  of    Napoleon  III.      With  Photo- 

gravure  Frontispiece  and  Thirty-six  full-page  Illustrations.    Cheaper  Issue.     Demy  Svo,  cloth,  6j-. 

Forbes  (Hon.  Mrs.  Walter  R.  D.).— Dumb.    Cr.  Svo,  cL^^lt  top, 65. 
Francillon  (R.  E.),  Novels  by.  ^  ~ 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gj-.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2j.  each. 
One  by  One.     |   A  Real  Queen.   |   fi  Dog  and  his  Shadow.    I    Ropes  of  Sand.    Illust. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  qs.  each. 

Queen  Cophetua.     I     Olympla. I     Romances  of  the  Law.     |    King  or  Enav*? 

Jack  Doyle's  Daughter.    Crown  8vo,  cloth, 31.  id. 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Publishers,  iii  St.  Martin's  l^ne,  London,  W.C.    9 
Frederic   (Harold),    Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6rf.  each ; 

illustrated  boanl'i  2j-.  each. 

Seth's  Brothers  Wife.        I        The  Lawton  Girl. 

French  Literature,  A  History  of.     By  Henry  Van  Laun.    Three 

Vols.,  demy  8vQ.  cloth  boanls,  :2s.  6.f. 

Fry's  (Herbert)  Royal  Guide  to  the  London  Charities,  ipoi-a. 

Edited  b)- John  Lanr.     Futjlished  Annually.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  u.  6</. 

Gardening  Books.     Post  8vo,  is.  each ;  cloth  limp.  15.  Cxi.  each. 

A  Year's  Work  In  Garden  and  Greenhouse.    By  Ceorgb  Clenny. 
Household  Horticulture.    liv  Tom  and  J.v.ne  Ji;rkold.    Illustrated. 


The  Garden  that  Paid  the  l?ent.    By  Tom  Jukroi.i). 


Gardner  (Mrs.  Alan).  — Rifle  and  Spear  with  the  Rajpoots:  Being 

tlie  Narrative  of  a  Winter's  Travel  and  Sport  in  Northern  India.     With  numerous  Illustrations  by  tlio 
Author  and  1-.  11.  TowxSRND.     Dciuy  410,  liHli-bouml.  zij. 

Gaulot  (Paul).— The  Red  Shirts:    A  Tale  of 'The  Terror.'     Trsuis- 

lated  by  John  DE  VILLIHRS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY   WOOD.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  31.  &<.  ; 
picture  cloth,  flat  back,  ;j. 

Gentleman's    Magazine,    The.       is.    Monthly.       Contains  Stories, 

Articles  upon  Literature,  Science,  Biography,  and  Art,  and*  Table  Talk'  by  SYLVANUS  URBAN. 

***  Bound  Volionrs/or  recent  years  kept  in  stock.  Zs.  fxi.  eacJt.     Cases  for  bindinj^,  2j.  each. 

Gentleman's  Annual,  The.     Published  Annually  in  November,     is, 
German    Popular   Stories.      Collected  by   the  Brothers  Grimm  and 

Translated  by  Edcvr  TAYLOR.    With  Introduction  by  " 
GEORGE  CRUIKSIIANK.     Square  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  6,i.  ;  gilt  e^ 


Translated  by  EDGAR  TAYLOR.    With  Introduction  by  JOHN  RUSKIN,  and  23   Sleel  Plates  aTtcf 


Gibbon  (Chas.),  Novels  by.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  3s.  M.  ea.;  pest  8vo,  bds.,  2s.  ea. 

Robin  Cray.    With  Frontispiece.  I     tiovlng  a  Dream.  {  The  Braes  o{  Yarrow. 

The  Golden  Shaft.    With  Frontispiece.        |     Ot  High  Degree. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ;j.  each. 

By  Mead  and  Stream. 


The  Flower  of  the  Forest.   |  A  Hard  Knot. 
The  Dead  Heart.  Queen  of  the  Meadoiff, 

For  Lack  of  Gold.  In  Pastures  Green. 

What  Will  the  World  Say?    In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King.  I  A  Heart's  Problem. 


Fancy  Free. 
In  Honour  Bound, 
Heart's  Delight. 
I  Blood-Money. 


Gibney  (Somerville).— Sentenced  !    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  15.  6i. 
Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original  Plays  by.     In  Three  Series,  2s.  id.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains  :  The  Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and  Galatea— Charity— The  Princess— 

The  Palace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 
The  Second  Series  :  Broken  Hearts— Enijraged— Sweethearts— Gretchen—Dan'l  Urucc— Tom  Cobb 

—It. M.S.  '  Pinafore' — The  Sorcerer—The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 
The  Third  Series:   Comedy  and  Tragedy- Foggerty's  Fairy— Rosencrantz  and  Guildcnstem  — 

Patience— Princess  Ida— The  Mikado — Ituddigore— The  Yeomen  of  the  Guard— TUe  Gondolieis— 

The  Mountebanks— Utopia.       

Eight  Original  Comic  Operas  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.    In  Two  Series.    Demy  Rvo,  cloth, 

2j.  6rl.  each.     The  FIRST  containinj:  The  Sorcerer— H. M.S.  ■  Phiaforc '— The  Piraleaof  Penzance— 

lolanthe- Patience — Princess  Ida — The  Mikado — Trial  by  Jury. 
The  Second  Series  containing:  The  Gondoliers— The  Grand  Duke— The  Yeomen  of  the  Guird— 

His  Itxccllency— Utopia,  Lijulted- Ruddi;,'ore— The  Mountebanks— Haste  to  the  Wedding. 
The  Gilbert  and  Sullivan  Birthday  Book:  Quotations  for  Every  I).<v  in  the  Year,  selected 

from  Plays  by  W.  S.  GILBERT  set  to  Music  by  Sir  A.  SULLIVAN.    Compiled  by  ALB;C  WATSON. 

Royal  i6mo,  Japanese  leather,  2S.  6<i. ^ 


Gilbert    (William).  —  James    Duke,    Costermonger.      Post   8vo, 

illustrated  jjoards,  2S. ^ 

Gissing  (Algernon),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  e^ch. 

ASecretof  the  North  Sea. I        The  Wealth  ot  Mallerstana.    . 

Glanville  (Ernest),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6if.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  bo.irds,  u.  each. 
The  liOSt  Heiress  :  A  Talc  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.    With  Two  Ilhistralions  by  H.  NtSBET. 
Tho  Fosslcker  :  A  Romance  of  Mashonaland.    With  Two  lUuitrations  by  IlUMU  NlSBIiT. 
A  Fair  Colonist.  With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  Wood. 

The  Golden  Rock.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  WOOD.    Crown  8vo,  clolh  extra,  31.  i.1. 
'  Kloof  ■yarns.    Crown  8vo  cloth,  is.  C.i. 
Tales  from  the  'Veld.    With  Twelve  Illustrations  by  M.  NiSBET.    Crown  8to.  cloth,  y.  6./. 
Max  Thornton.     With  8  Illustrations  by  J.  S.  Cromi'TO.v,  R.I.    Large  crown  8vo,   clolh,  g.lt 
ciiges,  5^.  ;  clnih,  gilt  top,  6s. _^__-, 

QIeliny~(Ge6rge).— A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Greenhouse: 

Practical  Advice  as  to  the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.  Post  8vo.  is. ;  cloth,  \s.  id. 


IP    CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Publishers,  iii  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 
Godwin  (William).— Lives  of  the  Necromancers.    Post  8vo,  cl.,  2s. 
Qolden,  Treasury    of  Thought,  The:    A  Dictionary  of  Quotations 

from  the  Best  Authors.     By  THEODORE  TAYLOR.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3^.  6ii. 

Goodman  (E.  J.).— The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne.  Cr.  8vo,  35.  6i. 
Grace  (Alfred  A.).— Tales  of  a  Dying  Race.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
Greeks   and    Romans,  The   Life    of   the,  described  from  Antique 

Wonuinents.    By  ERNST  GUHL  and  W.  KONER.     Edited  by  Dr.  F.  HUEFFER.    With  545  lUustra- 
tions.     Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6rf. 

Grey  (Sir  George). — The  Romance  of  a   Proconsul:    Being  the 


Griffith  (Cecil).— Corinthia  Marazion  :  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  .v.  6rf. 

Qunter   (A.   Clavering,    Author  of   'Mr.    Barnes  of   New   York'). — 

A  Florida  Enchantment.    Crown  8vo,  cloih,  3s.  6ti. 

Hair,  The :  Its  Treatment  in  Healtjj,  Weakness,  and  Disease,     Trans- 

_    latpd  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  PINCUS.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Hake  (Dr.  Thomas  Gordon),  Poems  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  6s.  each. 

New  Symbols.              |        Legends  of  the  Moppow.        |        The  Seppent  Play. 
Maiden  Ecstasy.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  Sj.  


Halifax  (C.).— Dr.  Rumsey's  Patient.      By  Mrs.  L.  T.  Meade  and 

CLIFFORD  Halifax.  M.D.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  y.  6rf.  

Hall  (Mrs.  S.  C.).— Sketches  of  Irish  Character.     With  numerous 

Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  MACLISE,  GILBERT,  HARVEY,  and  GEORGE  CrUIKSHANK. 
Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  jj.  (»i. 

Hall  (Owen),  Novels  by. 

The  Track  of  a  Storm.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^.  6ii. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2J. 

Jetsam.     Crown  .?vo,  cloth,  y.  6d, 

Eureka.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  j;ilt  top,  6j.  

Haliiday  (Andrew).— Every =day  Papers.     Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 
Hamilton    (Cosmo),   Stories  by.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Glamour  of  th e  Impossible. I        Through  a  Keyhole. 

Handwriting,  The  Philosophy  of.      With  over  100  Facsimiles  and 

Explanatory  Text.     By  DON  hELIX  DE  SAl.AMAKCA.     Post  8vo,  half-cloth,  ■zs.  6ti. 

Hanky=Panky:      Easy  and  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of 

Hand,  &c.    Edited  by  W.  H.  CREMER.    With  zoo  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6.:.   _      

Hardy  (Rev.  E.  J.,  Author  of  '  How  to  be  Happy  though  Married  '). — 

Love,  Courtship,  and  M apriage.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ^s.  6rf. 

Hardy  (Iza~Duffus]rNoveis  bj\ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
The  Lesser  Evil.  |        Man,  Woman,  and  Fate. 


Hardy  (Thomas). —Under  the  Greenwood  Tree.      Post  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  y.  6rf. ;  illustrated  boards.  2s.:  cloth  limp,  ■zs.  6rf.— Also  the  FINE  PAPER  EDITION,  pott  8vo, 
cloth,  g^ilt  top,  2f.net  ;  leather,  gilt  edges,  3s.  net. 

Ha^eis~(M«'s.  H.  R.),  Books  by. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  gi  Illustrations.    Square  Svo,  cloth  bds.,  6s. 
The  Art  of  Decoration.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations.     Sq.  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  61. 
The  Art  of  Dress.    With  32  Illustrations.    Post  Svo,  i.r. ;  cloth,  ij.  6tf. 
Chaucer   for   Schools.    With  the  Story  of  his  Times  and  his  Work.    A  New  Edition,   revised. 

With  a  Frontispiece.     Demv  Svo,  cloth,  qs.  6d. 
Chaucer  for  Children.    With  38  Illustrations  (8  Coloured).    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 

Haweis  (Rev^  H.  R.,  M. A.). —American  Humorists:  Washington 

IRVING,    OLIVER   WF.NDELL    HOLMES,    JAMES    RUSSELL    LOWELL,    AKTEMUS    WARD,    MARK 
TWAIN,  and   BRET  HARTE.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6i-. 

Hawthorne  (Julian),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  zs.  6d.  each  ;    post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 
Garth.                  |        Ellice  Quentin.           I          Beatrix  Randolph.    With  Four  Illusts. 
Sebastian  Strome.  David  Poindexter's  Disappoarana«. 

Fortune's  Fool.    I     Dust.    Four  Illusts.    J The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

Post  8vQ,  Illustrated  boards.  :,t.  each. 

laiss  Cadogna,  I        Love-or  a  Name. 


CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Publishers,  in  St.  Martin's  Lane.  London,  W.C.     ii 


Harte's  (Bret)  Collected  Works.    Revised  by  the  Author.   LIBRARY 

EDITION,  in  Ten  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6j-.  each. 
Vol.         I.  COMl-LETH  POETICAL  AND  Dkamatic  WORKS.    With  Slecl-plate  Portrait. 
„        II.  The  Luck  op  Koahing  Ca.mi'— Bohi;mia.m  Paphrs— a.\iekican  Lkoend. 
,.      III.  Tales  of  the  Argonauts— Hastkrn  Sketchhs. 
„      IV.  Gabriel  Conroy.   |     Vol.  V.  Stories— Condunseo  Novels,  &c. 
„       VI.  Tales  ok  the  Pacific  Slope. 

„     VII.  Tales  of  the  pacific  Slope— II.    With  Portrait  by  John  Pettib,  R.A. 
„   VIII.  Tales  of  the  Pine  and  the  Cypress. 
„     IX.  Buckeye  and  chai'parel. 

X.  Tales  of  Trail  and  Town,  &c. 

Bret  Harte's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Portrait  of  the  Author  and  40  lUm- 

tratioiis.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3^-.  6rf 
Bret  Harte's  Poetical  Works.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper.    Crown  Bvo,  buckram,  ft.  6J. 
Some  Later  Verses.    Crown  8vo,  linen  gilt,  jr. 
In  a  Hollow  of  the  Hills.     Crowu  8vo,  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  st. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J-.  6*i.  each  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  2J.  each. 
Gabriel  Conroy. 

A  Waif  of  the  Plains.    With  Oo  Illustrations  by  Stanley  I,.  Wood. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate.    With  59  Illustrations  by  S  lANLEY  U.  WOOD. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  dti.  each. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs.  &c.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  HUME  NiSBET.— AUo  la  picture 

cloth,  flat  back,  2J-. 
Colonel  Starbottle's  Client,  and  Some  Other  People.    With  a  Frontispiece, 
busy  :  A  Novel.     WiUi  l-ioiitispiece  and  Vit;nette  by  J.  A.  CHRiSl  IE. 
Sally  Dours,  &c.     W  itn  47  Illustrations  by  W.  I).  Almond  and  others. 
A  Protegee  of  Jack  Hamlin's,  &c.    With  ?6  illustrations  by  W.  SMALL  and  others. 
The  Bell-Rlnger  of  Angel's,  &c.    With  39  Illustrations  by  Dudley  Hardy  and  others 
Clarence  :  A  Story  ol  the  American  War.    With  liijjht  Illustrations  by  A.  JULE  GOODMAN. 
Barker's  Luck,  &c.    With  39  Illustrations  by  A.  HORESTIER,  Paul  Hardy,  &c. 
Devil's  Ford,  &c.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  W.  H.  OVEREND. 

The  Crusade  of  the  "Excelsior."    With  a  l-rontispiece  by  J.  Bernard  Partridcr. 
Three  Partners  ;  or.  The  Big  Strike  on  Heavy  Tree  Hill.     With  8  Illustrations  by  J.  GULICH. 
Tales  of  Trail  and  Town.    With  Frontispiece  by  G.  P.  Jaco.mb-Houd. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  u.  each. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog.      |     The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp.     |     Californlan  Stories. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each  ;  cloth,  ^s.  CJ.  e.-.ch. 
Fllp^. I         Maruja. |_    A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras.  _ 

Heckethorn  (C.  W.),  Books  by.  ~ 

London  Souvenirs.    |     London  Memories;  Social.  Historical,  and  Topographical. 

Helps  (Sir  Arthur),   Books  by.     Tost  Svo,  cloth  limp,  is.  td.  each. 

Animals  and  their  Blasters.  I  Social  Pressure. 

Ivan  de  Blron  :  A  Novel.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  31.  6.^. ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  21. 

Henderson  (Isaac).  —  Agatha  Page:  A  Novel.      Cr.  8\o,c\.,  y^JtJ^ 
Henty  (O.  A.),  Novels  by. 

Rujub,  the  Juggler.    With  F.iijht  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth,  gill 

edffes,  5r.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S. 
Colonel  Thorndyke's  Secret.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood.    Small  dciny  8vo, 

cloth,  gilt  edjjes,  5^. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  Cd.  each. 
The  Queen's  Cup.  I  Dorothy's  Double. 


Herman  (Henry). — A  Leading  Lady.      Post  Svo,  clotli.  2s  6rf. 

Herrick's  (Robert)  Hesperides,  Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete 

Collected  Poems.     With   Memorial-Introduction  and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.   B.  GroSART,   D.D.. 
Steel  Portrait.  Ac.     Three  Vols.,  crown  Bvo.  cloth  boards.  3t.  6./.  each. 

Hertzka  (Dr.  Theodor).— Freeland  :  A  Social  Anticipation.    Trans- 
lated by  arthur  ransom.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  6f.  

Hesse=Wartegg  (Chevalier  Ernst  von).— Tunis:    The  Land  and 

the  People.     With  22  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3f.  6ti. 

Hill  (Headon) .—Zambra^the^ Detective.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  Cd.; 

po<;t  8vo,  picture  boards,  :jf. 

HiU  (John),  Works  by. 

Treason-Felony.    Post  8vo,  boards,  is.        I     The  Common  Ancestor.    Cr.  8vo.  cinih,  }r.6rf. 

Hlnkson  (H.  A.).— Fan  Fitzgerald.^  Crown  Svo^cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 
Hoey  (Mrs.  Cashel).— The  Lover's  Creed.  Post  8vo.  boards,  2s. 
Holiday,  Where" to  go  for  a.     By  E.  P.  Sholl,  Sir  H.  Maxwell, 

Bart  M  P..  JOHN  WATSON.  Jane  BARLOW,  Mary  I.ovett  Cameron,  Justin  H.  McCarthy 
PAtri.  Lance.  J.  W.  Graham,  J.  H.  Salter,  PHtEBR  Allen,  S.  J.  Beckett.  L.  rivers  \  inh 
and  C.  F.  GORDON  CUMMINO.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  b<1. 


la    CHATTO  &  WINDUS,  Publishers,  in  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 
Hollingshead  (John).— According  to  My  Lights.  With  a  Portrait. 

Crown  Bvo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6r. 


Holmes  (Oliver  Wendell),  Works  by. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table.    Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon  Thomson.    Post  8vo,  cloth 

limp,  OS.  M.     Another  Edition,  post  8vo.  cloth,  ^•s. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table  and  The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast-Table, 

In  One  Vol.    Post  8vo.  half-hound.  =j\ 

Hood's  (Thomas)  Choice  Works  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Life  of 

the  Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustrations.    Crovn  8vo.  cloth,  v.  Cd. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.    With  85  Illustrations.    Post  8vo,  halt-hound,  is. 

Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Humorous  Works^r  including  his  Ludi- 

crous  Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.    With  a  Life.     A  New  Edition,  with  a  Frontispiece, 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  tii. 

Hooper  (Mrs.  Geo.).— The  House  of  Raby.     Post  8vo,  boards,  217" 
Hopkins  (Tighe),  Novels  by. 

For  Freedom.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  jr.  6d.  each. 
'TwJxt  Iiove  and  Duty.    With  a  Frontispiece.  |  The  Incomplete  Adventurer. 

The  Nugants  of  Carriconna.  |    Mell  Haffenden.    With  8  Illustrations  by  C.  GREGORY. 

Horne  (R.  Hengist). —  Orion  :     An  Epic  Poem,      With  Photograph 

Portrait  by  SU.MMERS.     Tenth  Edition.     CroTvn  8vo,  cloth  extra,  -js. 

Hornung  (E.  W.).— The  Shadow  of  the  Rope.     Crown  8vo,  cloth, 

gilt  top,  ts. 

Hugo  (Victor).— The  Outlavk'  of  Iceland  (Han  d'Islande).    Trans- 
lated by  Sir  GILBERT  CamPBELI,.    Crown  8»o.  cloth.  ::i.c  6rf. 

Hume  (Fergus),  Novels  by.  ~ 

The  Lady  from  No\irhere.    Crown  8vo,  c'oth,  v-  (•d. ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  iS. 

The  Millionaire  Mystery.    Crown  8ro,  cloth,  gilt  top,  Cs. 

Hungerford  (Mrs.,  Author  of  '  Molly  Bawn  '),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  u.  each  :  cloth  limp.  ?.r.  6d.  each. 
In  Durance  Ylla. |        An  Unsatisfactory  Lover. 

Crown  SvG,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6^^.  each ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  sj.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2r.  td. 


A  Maiden  All  Forlorn. 

Marvel. 

A  Modern  Circe. 

Api'irs  Lady. 


Peter's  Viifa. 

Lady  Patty. 

Lady  Yerner's  Flight. 

The  Red-House  Mystery. 


The  Professor's  Experiment, 

The  Three  Graces. 

Hora  Creina, 

A  Mental  Struggle. 


Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  jr.  6rf.  each. 
An  Anxious  Moment.  I  The  Coming  of  Chloe.  |  A  Point  of  Consclance.   |  Lovlce. 

Hunt's  (Leigh)  Essays :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  &c.  Edited 

by  EDMUND  PLLIER.    Post  Bvo,  half-bound,  gj. 

Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ■:>:.  each. 
«    Ihe  Leaden  Casket.  |        Self-Condemned.        |        That  Other  Person. 

Mrs.  Juliet.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. 


Hutchison  (W.  M.).— Hints  on  Colt^breaking.     With  25  Illustra- 
tions.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  31-.  6d. 

Hydrophobia  :  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  S5'stem  ;  The  Technique  of 

his  Method,  and  Statistics.     Ry  RnNAUD  SUZOR,  M.B.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  6^-. 

impressions   (The)^  of  Aureole.      Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 


Indoor  Paupers.     By  One  of  Them.     Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  15.  6d. 
Inman   (Herbert)   and  Hartley  Aspden. — The   Tear  of   Kalee. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth,  gilt  top,  ds. 

In   Memoriam :    Verses  for   every   Day   in   the  Year.     Selected   and 

arranged  by  LUCY  RIDLEY.    Small  square  8vo.  cloth,  2S.  6d.  net :  leather,  3^.  6d   net.  

Innkeeper's  Handbook  (The)  and  Licensed  Victualler's  Manual. 

By  J.  TrhVOR-DAVIES.     a  New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  2S. 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,    Songs  of.      Collected  and  Edited  by  A. 

Perceval  Graves.    Post  Bvo,  cloth  limp,  ar.  ed. 


Irving  (Sir  Henry)  :  A  Record  of  over  Twenty  Years  at  the  Lyceum. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD.    With  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 


James  (C.  T.  C).  —  A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.     Post 

8vo,  cloth  limp,  u.  6d. 

Jameson  (William).— My  Dead  Self.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  as.  6«i. 
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Japp  (Alex.  H.,  LL.D.).— Dramatic  Pictures,  &c.   Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  5$. 
Jefferies  (Richard),  Books  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Nature  neap  London.  |        The  Life  of  the  Fields.     |        The  Open  Air. 

*t*  Also  the  HANn-lIADE  Paper  Eduio.n,  crown  8vo,  butkram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each  ;  and  the  FlNR 
Pafer  Edition  of  The  Life  of  the  Fields,  pott Svo.clotli,  gilt  top,  aj-.  net ;  leather,  ^tedgei,,  3s.  iR-t. 

The  Eulogy  of  Richard  Jeffetles.    By  Sir  Walter  Besant.    With  a  I'hotoK'ai'l'  I'o'trait. 
Crown  8vo,  clotli  c.\trn,  6s. 

.ill...!'     i 


Jennings  (Henry  J.),  Works  by. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  zs.  &/. 

Ijord  Tennyson :  A  Biog^raphical  bketcli.    With  Portrait.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  u.  6tl. 

Jerome  (Jerome  K.),  Books  by. 

Stageland.    with  64  Illustrations  by  J.  BERNARD  PARTRIDGH.    Fcap.  4to,  picture  cover,  ts. 
John  IngBrfleld.&c.  With  9  llUists.  by  A.  S.  BoYDandJoilNGULlCH.   l-cap.  8vo,  pic,  cuv.  is.tJ. 

Jerrold  (Douglas).— The   Barber's    Chair;    and   The   Hedgehog 

Letters.    Post  8vo,  priiited  on  laid  paper  and  half-bouml.  2j^ 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by.   Post  8vo,  15.  ea. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  each. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 

__Household  Horticulture:  A  (.0  iip  about  Flowers.     Illustr.-ited.  

Jesse  (Edwarti).— Scenes  and  Occupations  of  a  Country  Life. 

Post  8vo,  cl.jth  limp,  :s. 

Jones  (William,  F.S.A.),  Works  by.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Fln^er-Rlng  Lore  :  Historical,  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.    With  Hundreds  of  Illustrations, 
Croarns  and  Coronations  ;  A  History  of  Regalia.    With  gi  Illustr.ilions. 

Jonson's  (Ben)  Works.      With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 

a  Biogrraphicil  Memoir  by  WILLIAM  GiFFORD.    Edited  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.      Three  Vols, 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each. 

Josephus,  The  Complete  Works  of.  Translated  by  Whiston.  Con- 
taining 'The  Antiquities  of  the  Jews'  and  'The  Wars  of  the  Jews.'  With  52  Illustrations  and  Map;. 
Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  half-cloth,  12s.  6<i. J 

Kempt  (Robert).— PenclTand  Palette :  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artist.s. 

Post  3v'0,  cloth  limp,  ^s.  ^d. _^ .-- 

Kershaw^Mark).  —  Colonial    Facts   and    Fictions:     Humorous 

Sketches.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  gj. ;  cloth,  jr.  6d. 

King  (R.  AThe)VNovels  by.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

•  The  Wearing  of  the  Green.'         I        Passion's  Slave.        |        Bell  Barry. 

A  Drawrn  Game,    crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^.  6:^. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  bo.irds,  ax. 

Kipling  Primer  (A).      Including  Biographical  and  Critical  Chapters, 

an  Inde.t  to  Mr.   Kipling's  principal  Writings,  and  Bibliographies.     By  F.  I^.  KNOUXF.S,  I-dil.ir  i.l 

•  riie  Golden  Treasury  of  American  Lyrics.'    With  Two  Portraits.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6./. 

Knight    (William,   M.R.C.S.,    and    Edward,    L.R.C.P.).  —  The 

Patient's  Yade  Mecum  ;  How  to  Get  Most  Benefit  from  Medical  Advice.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  u.  6./. 

kniglits  (The)  of  the  LioJiTTAnRomance^r  the  Thirteenth  Century. 

lulited,  with  an  Intro  luctinn,  by  the  MARQUESS  CF  LORNE,  K.T.    Crown  Svo.  clojh_extra,^6f. 

Ca mbert((ieorge)T^T he  President  of  Boravi ju  C rown  Svo,cl.,35.0(i. 
LambVs~7Charles)  Complete  Works  in  Prose  and  Verse,  including 

•  Poetry  for  Children 'and  •  Prince  Dorus."    Edited,  with  Notns  and  Introduction,  by  K.  H.  SiiIF. 
HERD      With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  the  '  Essay  on  Roast  Pi?.'    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  31.  6d. 
The  Essays  of  Ella..   Post  8vo,  printed  on  l.Vul  paper  and  half-bo.m. I  =j-.  ,  i_.  t>.,nr-,. 

Little  Essays :  Sketches  and  Characters  by  CllAKLES  LAMn,  selected  from  his  Letters  by  PERCY 

FITZGHRALI).     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2J.  W.  .  w  .      ,.    !,...„.,..>  u..- 

The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb.   With  Introduction  and  Notes  by  BRANDER  Mat- 
thews, and  Steel-plate  Portrait.    Fcap.  Svo,  half-bound,  u.  6(1. 

Landor  (Walter  Savage).— Citation  and  Examination  of  William 

Shakspcare,  &c.  belore  Sir  Thomas  Lucy,  touchin?  Deer-stealing,  iglh  September.  158a      1  o  which 
is  added,  A  Conference  of  Master  Edmund  Spenser  with  the  harl  of  Essex,  touching  the 

State  of  Ireland.  159=;.     l-cap.  Svo,  half-Koxburtrh^^sj^.t. 

Lane  (Edward  William).— The  Thousand  and  One  Nights,  com- 
monly caiied  in  England  The  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments.    Tr.i^nsl.,tedi^^^^^^ 
with  Kotes.   Illustrated  with  many  hundred  Hufrravinffs  from  Designs  by  HARVhY.  hchted  by  l-OWAKI. 
STANLEY  POOLE.     Wioa-reface  by  STANLEY  LANE-POOLi;.   Three  \-ols^^my8ro.clutli,  Is.yd^tA. 

Larwood  (Jacob)7AVorks  by.  - 

Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy.    PostSvoJaid^paper^hairbound,  m. 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2J.  6if.  each. 
Forensic  Aneedotei.  I         Theatrical  Anttodotaa. 
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Lehmann  (R.  C),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6rf.  each. 

Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 

Conversational  Hints  for  Young  Shooters:  A  Guiiie  to  Polite  Talk. 


Leigh  (Henry  S.).— Carols  of   Cockayne.      Printed  on  hand-made 

palter,  bouiul  in  luiclcraiii,  5s.  

Leland  (C.    Godfrey), —A  Manual  of  Mending  and  Repairing. 

With  Diagrams.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ^s. 

Lepelletier  (Edmond).  —  Madame  Sans-^Qene.     Translated  from 

tlie  French  by  JOHN  Dli  VlLLIliRS.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  ;  picture  boards.  2J. 

Leys  (John  K.),  Novels  by. 

The  Iiindsays.    Post  8vo,  picture  bds.,  zj-.     I  A  Sore  Temptation.    Cr,  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6^-. 

Lilburn  (Adam). — A  Tragedy  in  Marble.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6^. 
Lindsay  (Harry,  Author  of  'Methodist  idylls'),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3J.  6d.  each. 
Rhoda  Roberts.                         |    The  Jacobite:  A  Roiuance  of  the  Con.spiracy  of 'The  Forty. 
Judah  Pyecroft,  Puritan.    Crown^vo,  clothVy^iTTtop,  e-rT 

Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by. 

An  Octave  of  Friends.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  6d. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  bd.  each  ;  poat  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2X.  each. 
Patricia  Kemball.     |         lone.  |      Under  w?hich  Lord  ?    With  12  Illustrations. 
The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas.  'My  Ijove!'       |      Sowing  the  Wind. 
The  World  Well  Lost.   With  12  lUusts.  Paston  Carew,  Millionaire  and  IVliser. 
The  One  Too  Many.                                      I     Dulcie  Everton.  |  With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Witch  Stories.                                                     |         Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women. 
Freeshooting:  Extracts  from  the  Works  of  Mrs.  LYNN  LINTON. 


Lowe   (Charles,   M.A.).— Our  Greatest  Living  Soldiers.    With 

8  Portraits.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^.  6rf. 

Lucy  (Henry  W.), — Gideon   Fleyce:   A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  y.  6d.  •  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  os. 

Macalpine  (Avery),  Novels  by. 

Teresa  Itasca.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  jj. 

Broken  Wings.    With  Six  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  IlENNESSY.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

MacColI  (Hugh),  Novels  by. 

Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ar. 

Ednor  Whltlock.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Macdonell  (Agnes).— Quaker  Cousins.     Post  Svo,  boards,  25. 

MacGregor  (Robert).— Pastimes  and  Players:    Notes  on  Popular 

Games.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2S.  6d. 

Mackay    (Charles,    LL.D.).  —  Interludes    and    Undertones;    or, 

Music  at  Twilight.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra  6s. 

Mackenna  (Stephen  J.)  and  J.  Augustus  O'Shea.— Brave  Men 

in  Action  :  Thrilling  Stories  of  the  British  Flag.     With  8  Illustrations  Liy  STANLEY  L.  WOOD. 
Small  demy  Svo.  cloth,  gilt  edges,  s^ 

McCarthy  (Justin),  Works  by. 

A  History  of  Our  Onrn  Times,  from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the  General  Election  of 
1880.  Library  Editio.n.  Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  i2j.  each.— Also  a  POPl'I.AR 
Edition,  in  Four  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  6s.  each.— And  the  JUBILEE  EDITION,  with  an 
Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  of  1S86,  in  Two  Vols.,  large  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6d.  each. 

A  History  of  Our  Ov?n  Times,  from  1S80  to  the  Diamond  Jubilee.  Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
X2S.  :  or  crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times.  One  Vol.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  6j-.— Also  a  CHEAP 
Popular  Edition,  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2^-.  6./. 

A  History  of  the  Four  Georges  and  of  William  the  Fourth.  By  Justin  McCarthy 
and  Justin  Hun TLY  MCCar  thy.     Four  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  J2S.  each. 

The  Reign  of  Queen  Anne.    2  vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  12^   each.  [Preparing. 

Reminiscences.     With  a  Portrait.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  24J.  [VoXsAU.  &i\\\  s!iortly. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  35-.  6./.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2J-.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2j-.  6d.  e.ich. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours.  I       Donna  Quixote.    With  12  Illustrations. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter.  I       The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

A  Fair  Saxon.  Linley  Rochford.         Maid  of  Athens.     With  12  Illustrations. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain.  I  The  Dictator.  Camiola:  A  (;irl  with  a  Fortune. 

Miss  Misanthrope.    With  12  Illustrations.      |       Red  Diamonds.      |     The  Riddle  Ring, 

The  Three  Disgraces,  and  other  Stories.    Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3f.  6d. 

Mononla:  A  Love  Story  of  "Forty-eight."    Cr^wn^ Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 


CHATTO  &  W INDUS,  Publishers,  iii  St,  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C.     is 
McCarthy  (Justin  Huntly),  Works  by. 

The  French  Revolution.    iConstituent  Assembly,  1789-91).    Four  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  12s.  each. 

An  Outline  of  the  History  of  Ireland.    Crown  Bvo,  is.  :  cloth,  is.  6./. 

Ireland  Since  the  Union:  Sketches  of  Irish  History,  1798-1886.    Croivii  810,  cloth,  6x. 

Haflz  in  London  ;  roems.    Smalfsvo,  aold  cloth,  y.  (x/. 

Our  Sensation  Novel.    Crown  8vo,  picture  coveri  is. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6<V. 

Doom  :  An  .\tlantic  Episode.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. 

Dolly  :  A  Sketch.     Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  0./. 

Lily  Lass  :  A  Koni.mce.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  &•!. 

A  London  Legend.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s.  Cd. 

The  Royal  Christopher.    Crown  Kvo.  cloth,  31.  Cd.       

MacDonald  (QeorgerLU.D.)7~Books'b>\ 

Works  of  Fancy  and  Imagination.    Ten  Vuls.,  i6mo.  cloth,  gilt  cdjje.s,  in  cloth  case,  =ij. :  or 
the  Volumes  may  be  had  separately,  in  Grolier  cloth,  at  =r.  6d.  each. 

Vol.     1.  Within  a.\i>  Without.— thh  Hiddkn  1-iph. 

„      U.  Tim  DisciPLF..— THI-;  GospKu  Women.— Book  of  sonnets.— Orc:an  Sonc.s. 
„    111.  Violin  So.n'i.s.— songs  oi'  the  Days  and  Nights.— A  Book  of  Dreams.— Koausiuk 

I'OKMS.— I'OEMS  FOR  CHILDREN. 

„     IV.  I'ARARi.F.s.— Ballads.— SCO rcH  Songs. 

„  V.  &  VI.  PhantasteS:  a  I-aerie  Romance.  I      Vol.  VII.  TlIH  PORTENT. 

„  VIII.  THH  LIGHT  PRINCESS.— The  GIANT'S  HB  ART.— SHADOWS. 

,,      IX.  CROSS  PURPOSES.— THE  GOLDEN  KEY.— THE  CaRASOYN.— I.ITTLE  DAYLIGHT. 

,,        X.   THE  CRUEL  PAINTER.— The  WOW  o'  RlVVEN.— THE  CASTLE.— THH  BROKEN  bWOUUS. 

—THE  Gray  Wolf.— U.ncle  Cornelius. 
Poetical  Works  of  George  MlicDonald^ Collected  and  Arranged  by  the  Author.    Two  VoL. 

rrown  8vo,  buckram,  I2j. 
A  Threefold  Cord.    Edited  by  George  MacDonald.    Post  8vo,  cloth,  jr, 

Phantastes :  .\  I'aerie  Romance.    With  25  Illustrations  by  J.  BELL.    Crown  8v«,  cloth  extra,  3,c  6d, 
Heather  and  Snow :  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6<t ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S. 
Lllith  ;  -V  Romance.    SECOND  EDITION.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  e.xtra.  6.r. 

Machray  (Robert).— AT  Blow~6ver  the'Heart^    Crown  8vo,  clot¥, 

Cilt  top,  6r. 

xVlaclise  Portrair^anei^(Th^erof  iTiusFrfouTX 

ters:  85  Portraits  by  Daniel  .Maclise;  with  Memoirs— liiographical.  Critical,  Biblionraphic.d, 
and  Anecdotal— illustrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of  the  Present  Century,  by  WILLIAM 
B^TFS.  B.A.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  V.  Of/. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by.     Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  65.  each. 

In  the  Ardennes.     With  50  Illustrations  by  TlIO.MAS  R.  MACQUOID. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Normandy  and  Brittany.    34  Illusts.  bv  T.  R.  MACOUOID. 

Through  Normandy.    With  92  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macouoid,  and  a  M.ip. 

About  Yorkshire.    With  67  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  .MACQUOID. 

Masfician's    Own    Book,   The :     Performances  with  Eggs,  Hats,  &c. 

Edited  by  W.  H.  Crbmer.     With  zoo  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  is.  M. 

Maggie  Lantern,  The,   and  its  Management  :  Including  full  Practical 

nirections.     By  T.  C.  IlEPWORTH.    With  10  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  r.r.  :  cloth,  i:r.  fc/. 

Magna  Charta :    An  Exact   Facsimile  of  the  Original  in   the   British 

>Iuseum,  3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours,  5J. 

MalTory    (SiTTrhTmas).  —  Mort    d^ArthurT^Th7~Stories  of  King 

Arthur  and  of  the  Knigrhts  of  the  Round  Table.     (A   Selection.)     Edited  by  B.  MONTGOMERIE  KAN- 
KIN^.     Post  Svo.  cloth  limp.  ■2s. _^ 

MaliocFTW.  H.),  WoTks  by. 

The  New  Republic.     Post  8vo,  doth,  31.6//.:  picture  boards,  2j. 
The  New  Paul  and  Virginia;  Positivism  on  an  Island.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6if. 
Poems.    Small  4to.  parchment,  8.r.  |    Is  Life  Worth  Living?    Croivn  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6j. 

Margueritte  (Paul  and  Victor).— The  Disaster.      Translated  by 

iRroHRIC  Lees.     Crown  8vo.  cloth.  3^-.  6./. 

Marlowe's  Works.     Including  his  Translations.      Edited,  with  Notes 

and  Introductions,  by  Colonel  CUNNIN<;haM.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  bti. 

Massinger's   Plays.     From  The  Text  of  William  Gifford.     Edited 

by  Col.  Ct'KNlNGIIAM.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  %s.  6d. 

Matthews^(Bralider)T^A~Secret  of  the  Sea,  &c.      Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated hoards.  :>j-.;  <iothiinip,;.r.6</.     


Max  O'Rell,  Books  by.      Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  bd.  each. 

Her  Royal  Highness  Woman. | Stadlea  In  ChaerfnlnaH; 

Merivale  (Herman).— Bar,"  Stage,  and  Platform:   Autobiographic 

Memories     Crown  Svo.  cloth,  Ct. 

Merrick  (Leonard),  Novels  by. 

The  Man  who  wras  Good.    Po^t  8vo,  picture  boards,  3S.  __ 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  f<d.  each. 
This  Stage  of  Fools.  Cynthia:  A  Daughter  of  the  Philistines, 
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Meade  (L.  T.),  Novels  by. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3-f.  6,i.;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth.  3^.  6i.  each. 
The  Voice  of  the  Charmer.    With 8  Illustrations.  |        A  Son  of  Ishinael. 

In  an  Iron  Grip.         I        On  the  Brink  of  a  Chasm.  An  Adventuress. 

The  SireiK  I        The  Vray  of  a  Woman.  |        The  Blue  Diamond. 

Dr.  Rumsey's  Patient.    By  L.  T.  mhadh  and  Clifkord  Halifax,  M.u. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ^ilt  top,  6s.  each. 
This  Troublesome  'World.    Second  Edition,    i     A  Stumble  by  the  Way.  

Mexican  Mustang  (On  a),  through  Texas   to  the  Rio  Grande.      By 

A.  E.  SWEKT  and  J.  ARMOY  KNOX.    With  265  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7c.  6d. 

Miller  (Mrs.  F.  Fenwick).— Physiology  for  the  Young;   or,  The 

House  of  Life.    With  numerous  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2S.  6d. 

Milton  (J.  L.),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  is.  each;  cloth,  is.  6rf.  each. 

The  Hygiene  of  the  SKin.    With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps,  Baths,  Wines,  &c. 

The  Bath  in  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

The  Laiya  of  Life,  and  their  Relation  to  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

Minto  (Wm.).— Was~She  Good  or  Bad?    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Mitchell  cEdmund),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

The  Lone  Star  Rush.    With  8  Illustrations  by  NORMAN  H.  Hardy. 

Only  a  Migger. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cloth,  flat  backs,  2J.  each. 
Plotters  of  Paris.        |        Tha  Temple  of  Death.       |     Towfards  the  Eternal  Snows, 

Mitford  (Bertram),  Novels  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  dd.  each. 

The  Gun-Runner  :  A  Romance  of  Zululand.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  I-.  WOOD. 
The  King's  Assegai.    With  Six  fuU-pag-e  Illustrations  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
Renshaiar  Fanning's  Quest.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
The  Luck  of  Gerard  Rldgeley.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  zj. 
The  Triumph  of  Hilary  Blachland.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  irilt  tnp,  6s. 


Molesvi'orth    (Mrs.).— Hathercourt    Rectory.     Crown  8vo,  cloth, 

3^.  6ci. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2  c. 

Moncrieff  (W.  D.  Scott=).— The  Abdication:  An  Historical  Drama. 

With  Seven  Etchings  by  JOHN  PETTIE,  W.  Q.  OrCIIARDSON,  J.  MACWlURTER,  COLIN  HUNTER, 
R.  MACBETH  and  TOM  GRAHA^L     Imperial  4to,  buckram,  zrj. 

Montagu  (Irving).— Things  I  Have  5een  in  War.    With  i6  full- 
page  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ts. 

Moore  (Thomas),  Works  by. 

The  Epicurean ;  and  Alclphron.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  zx. 

Prose  and  Yerse;  including  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  Memoirs  OF  LORD  BYRON.    Edited 
by  R.  H.  SHEPHERD.    With  Portrait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ^s.  id.  

Morrow  (W.  C.).— Bohemian  Paris  of  To=Day.     With  io6  Illustra- 
tions by  Edouard  CUCUEL.    Small  demy  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  (,s. ^ 

Muddock  (J.  E.),  Stories  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each. 
Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood.  With  12  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  WOOD. 
Basile  the  Jester.    Wiih  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  Wood. 
Young  Loohlnvar.  I        The  Golden  Idol. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 

The  Dead  Man's  Secret.         L  ^From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deep. 

Stories  Weii'd  and  Wonderful.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2^. ;  cloth.  2s.  M. 

Murray  (D.  Christie),  Novels  by. 

"  "       cloth  extra,  3,r.  6rf.  each  :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ■is.  each. 


A  Life's  Atonement. 

Joseph's  Coat.    12  Illusts. 

Coals  of  Fire.    3  lUusts. 

Val  Strange. 

Hearts. 

The  W^ay  of  the  Wotld. 


A  Model  Father. 
Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
Cynic  Fortune.    Frontisp. 
By  the  Gats  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 


Bob  Martin's  Little  Girl. 
Time's  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peri!. 
Mount  Despair. 
A  Capful  o'  Nails. 


The  Making  of  a  Novelist :  An  Experiment  in  Autobiography.    With  a  Collotype  Portrait     Cr. 

Svo.  buckram,  3^-.  6(1'. 
My  Contemporaries  in  Fiction.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  3J.  6rf. 
His  Own  Ghost.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^-.  6d.\  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2.r, 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ^s.  6d.  each. 
This  Little  World.  |        A  Race  for  MlUiona, 

Tales  in  Prose  and  Versa.    With  Frontispiece  by  ARTHUR  HOPKINS. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
The  Church  of  Humanity.  |        Despair  a  Last  Journey. 

Murray  (D.  Christie)  and  Henry  HerrnanTNovels    by. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3?.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo.  illnstratod  boards,  qs.  each. 
One  Traveller  Returns.  |        The  Bishops'  Bible. 

Paul  Jones's  Alias,  &c.     With  Illustrations  by  A.  FORHST'i-'K  .ind  G.  NlCOLET. 
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Murray  (Henry),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  cloth,  2j.  6d.  each. 
A  Came  of  Bluer.  |      A  Bong  ot  Sixpence. 


Newbolt  (H.). — Taken  from  the  Enemy.     Post  8vo.  leatherette,  is. 
Nisbet  (Hume),  Books  by. 

'  Ball  Up.'    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  jr.  CJ. ;  post  8vo.  illu-strated  boards,  2S. 

Dr.  Bernard  St.  Vincent.    I'ost  8vo,  iilustrated  boards,  gj. 

IiASSOns  in  Art.    With  21  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  zj.  6r/. 

Norris  (W.  E.),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3.f.  td.  each  ;  post  8vo, 

picture  borirds,  2j.  each. 

Saint  Ann's.  |     Billy  Bellew.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  F.  H.  TOWNSENU. 

Miss  V/entY/orth's  Idea.    Crown  gvo,  cloth,  y.  6 /. 

Oakley   (John).— A  Gentleman   in   Khaki:   A  Story  of  the  South 

African  ^^■ar.     Demy  8vo,  picture  cover,  ij-. 

Ohnet  (Georges),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  25.  each. 

Doctor  Rameau.  |      A  Last  Love. 

A  Weird  Gift.    Crown  8»     cloth,  js.  6r1. ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  ■iS. 

r.slaled  by  V.  Ko THWELL.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  M. 


Love's  Depths.    Trap.! 


Oliphant  (Mrs.),  Novels  by. 

The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  En21and._ 

The  Sorceress.    Crown  Svo,  clolh,  3^.  6,i. 


Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 
I      Whlteladlea. 


O'Shaughnessy  (Arthur),  Poems  by: 

I'cap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d.  each. 

Musin  and  Moonlight.  |  Songs  ot  a  Worker. 

Lays  ot  France.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  loj.  6J. 

Ouida,  Novels  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d.  ea.;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,2J.  ea. 


Held  In  Bondage. 

Trlcotrin. 

Strathmore.  I   Chandos. 

Cecil  Castlemaina's  Gage 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Puck.        I     Idalia. 

Folle-Farlne.  

I'OI'ULAR  EDITIO.-JS, 

Under  Two  Flags.       


A  Dog  cf  Flanders. 
Pascarel.        I     Sli^na. 
Two  Wooden  Shoes. 
In  a  Y/inter  City. 
Ariadne.        I  Friendship. 
A  Village  Comniuna. 
Moths.     I      Plpistrello. 


In  IHaremma.   I     Wanda, 
Blmbi.        I        Syrlin. 
Frescoes.         I     Othni.ir. 
Princess  Napraxine. 
Guilderoy,      |     Ruflino. 
Two  OfTcnders. 
Santa  Barbara, 


Medium  Sv 
I 


),  6d.  each  ;  cloth,  i^.  each. 
Moths. 


Held  in  Bondage. 


The  Waters  of  Edera.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  6<i.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  ar. 

Wisdom,  V/lt,  and  Pathos,  selected  from  the  Works  of  ULiUA  by  F.  SYDNEY  MORRIS. 

Svo.  cloth  extra,  5^.— CHEAP  liDlTION,  illustrated  boards,  2j-.  


Pandurang  Hari ;    or,   Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.    -  With  Preface  by  Sir 

F.ARTLE  I-'RERIZ.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards.  2t. 

Paris  Salon,  The  Illustrated  Catalogue  of  the,  for  1902.    (Twenty- 
fourth  Year.)    With  over  yo  Illustrations.    Demy  Rvo,  y. f.l/gy. 

Payn  (James),  Novels  by. 

Cr  jwii  3\o,  cloth  extra,  sr.  6r/.  each;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ;j.  each. 


Lost  Blr  Massingbard. 

A  County  Family. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 

By  Proxy.  |     For  Cash  Only. 

High  Spirits. 

A  Confidential  Agent.    With  i;:  lllusls. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thoj-n.    With  i:  lllusts, 

Tost  Svo  illustrated  boards, 
Humorous  Stories.  |     From  Exile, 
The  Foster  Brothers. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Bentinck'B  Tutor.    I    Walter's  Word. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
A  Woman's  Vengeance. 
Carlyon's  Year.       1    Cecil's  Tryst. 
Murphy's  Mastsr.  I    At  Her  Mercy. 
The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe. 
Some  Private  Vlevirs. 


The  Family  Scapegrace. 

Holiday  Tasks. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town.    With  12  llluits. 

The  Mystery  of  Mlrbrldge. 

The  V/ord  and  the  Will. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

Bunny  Stories.       I     A  Trying  Patient. 


■.s.  each. 
Found  Dead.  I  Gwfendollne's  Harveet- 
Mirk  Abbey.    I  A  Marine  Residence. 
The  Canon's  Ward. 
Not  Wooed,  But  Won. 
Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 
The  Best  of  Husbands. 
Halves.  I   What  He  Cost  Iter. 

Fallen  Fortunes.     Kit:  A  Memory. 
Under  One  Roof.  1   Glow-worm  Talss. 
A  Prince  ot  the  Blood. 


A  Modern  Dick  Whittington  ;  cr,  A  Patron  of  Letters.     With  a  Portrait  of  the  Author.    Crown 

Svo.  cloth,  xs.  61V.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  is. 
In  Peril  and  Privation.    With  17  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  id. 
Notes  from  the  '  News.'    Crown  Sro,  cloth,  is.  dd. 
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Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.      A  New  Translation,   with  Historical 

Introduction  and  Notes  by  T.  M'CRUi,  D.D.     Post  8vo,  half-cloth,  2J-. 

Paul  (Margaret   A.).— Gentle  and  Simple.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  wiTh 

Froniis^piece  by  HELiiN  PATILRSON,  3J.  6,/.;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 

Payne  (Will).— Jerry  the  Dreamer.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d, 


Pennell  (H.  Cholmondeley),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6(/.  ea. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.     With  illustrations. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.    Witli  Ten  fuU-pafje  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MaURIER. 

The  Muses  of  Wayfair  ;   Vers  de  Societe.    Selected  by  H.  C.  Phnnell. 

Phelps  (E.  Stuart),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 

An  Old  Maid's  Paradise.  _  |        Burglars  in  Paradise. 

Beyond  the  Gates.     Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    Illustrated  by  C.  W.  Reed.    Crown  8vo.  cloth,  js.  6d. 

Phil  May's  Sketch=Book.    Containing  54  Humorous  Cartoons.   Crown 

folio,  cloth,  2S.  6d. 

Phipson  (Dr.T.  L.),  Books  by.    Crown  8vo,  art  canvas, gilt  top,  55.  ea. 

Famous  Violinists  and  Fine  Violins. 

Voice  and  Violin :   Sketches,  Anecdotes,  and  Reminiscences. 

Planche  (J.  RT)7^Works  by. 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms.    With  Six  Plates  and  209  Illustrations.     Crown  Bvo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
S o ngs  and  Poems.  1819-1879.    With  Introduction  by  Mrs.  MacKARNESS.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 

PJutarch's    Lives   of   Illustrious  Men.     With  Notes  and  a  Life  of 

Plutarch  by  JOHN  and  AVM.  LAN'GHORNH,  and  Portraits.     Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo.  half-cloth    los.  6J. 

Poe's  (Edgar  Allan)  Choice  Works:    Poems,   Stories,    Essays. 

With  an  Introduction  by  Charles  BAUDELAIRE.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

Pollock  (W.  H.). — The  Charm,  and  other  Drawing-room  Plays.     By 

Sir  WALTER  BESANT  and  WALTER  H.  POLLOCK.    With  50  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

Pond   (Major  J.   B.). — Eccentricities    of    Genius:     Slemories    of 

Famous  Men  and  Women  of  the  Platform  and  the  Stage.     With  91  Portraits.    Demy  8vo.  cloth,  12J. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Porter  (John).  —  Kingsclere.      Edited  by  Byron  Webber.     With  ig 

full-pasje  and  many  smaller  Illustrations.    Cheaper  Edition.    Deiny  8vo,  cloth,  ys.  6d. 

Praed  (Mrs.  Campbell),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo.  illust.  bds.,  25.  each. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station. I  The   Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  61^.  each  :  post  8vo,  boards.  2^.  each. 
Outlaiv  and  liaivmaker.  I  Christina  Chard.  With  Frontispiece  by  W  PAGET. 

Mrs.  Tregaskiss.    with  S  Illustrations  by  ROBERT  SAUEER. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  ^s.  6d.  each. 
Nulma.  I        Madame  Izan.  {   'As  a  Watch  in  the  Night.' 


Price  (E.  C.).— Valentina.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  35.  6d. 


Princess  Oiga. — Radna:  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Pryce  (Richard).— Miss  Maxwell's  Affections.    Crown  8vo,  cloth, 

with  Frontispiece  by  H.\L  LUDLOW,  ^s.  6d.:   post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  ss. ^^^^^ 

Proctor  (Richard  A.),  Works  by. 

FlOTieers  of  the  Sky.    With  55  Illustrations.     Small  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  .v.  6il. 

Easy  star  Lessons.    With  Star  Maps  for  every  Night  in  the  Year.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth,  6s. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Saturn  and  its  System.    With  13  Steel  Plates.    Demy  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  los.  6d. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.    With  numerous  Ihustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Universe  of  Suns.  ^Vc.     With  numeruus  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Wages  and  Wants  of  Science  Workers.    Crown  8vo,  is.  6d.  • 


Rambosson  (J.).— Popular  Astronomy.    Translated  by  C.  B.  Pitman. 

With  10  Coloured  Plates  and  63  Woodcut  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.  cloth,  y.  6d. 

Randolph  (Col.  G.).— Aunt  AbigaifPykes.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  75.  6i. 
Read    (General   Meredith).— Historic  Studies  in  Vaud,  Berne, 

and  Savoy.    With  31  fuU-pag^e  Illustrations.     Two  Vols.,  demy  Bvo,  cloth,  28J. 

Richardson  ( Frank)T-^The  King's^ounsel.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  gilt  top,  65. 
Ridden  (Mrs.  J.  H.)TNovelTby.~ 

A  Rich  Man's  Daughter.    Crown  Bvo,  cloth,  af.  Cd. 

Weird  Stories.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3^-.  6d. ;  post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  -zs.  each. 
The  Uninhabited  House.  I       Fairy  Water. 

The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party.  Her  Mother's  Darling. 

Tho  Mystery  In  Palace  Gardens.  |      The  Nun's  Curse.    I   Idle  Tales. 
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Love  Me  Little,  Love  me  Long. 

The  Double  Marriage. 

Grimth  Gaunt. 

Foul  Play. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 


Reade's  (Charles)  Novels. 

The   New  Collected    LIHUAUY  liDlTION',  complete  in  Seventeen  Volumes,  set  in  new  long  primer 
type,  printed  on  l.iid  p.nper,  and  eleir^mtly  lioiiiul  in  clolli,  price  3s. 
I.  Peg   Wofflngton;   and  Christie   John- 
stone, 
s.  Hard  Cash. 

3.  The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.     With  a 

Preface  by  .Sir  \Vai-Ti:r  Ui-sam. 

4.  '  It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 

5.  The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  Did  ij.  A  Simpleton. 

Run    Smooth;    and  Slnglelieart  and  14.  A  Woman-Hater. 

Doubleface.  1;.  The    Jilt,    .uid    .jtiier  .Stories;     and    Good 

6.  The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief ;   Jack  Storiesof  Manandother  Animate. 

of  all  Trades:     A  Hero  and  a  Mar-     |  16.  A  Perilous  Secret. 

tyr;  and  The  Wandering  Helr^ 1  17.  Readlana;  an.i  Bible  Characters. 

Ill  •Iv.cnlvo.ie  \r.lu1ne5,  po.t  gvo.  ilUisti^.-d  hoards.  2J.  en.h. 

Peg  WofRngton.     |      Christie  Johnstone.  Hard  Cash.  I      Grimth  Gaunt. 

'It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.'  Foul  Play.        Put  Yourself  In  His  Place. 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  Did  Run  A  Terrible  Temptation. 

Smooth.  A  Simpleton.     |      The  Wandering  Heir. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;    Jack  of  A  Woman-Hater. 

all  Trades  ;  am!  James  Lambert.  Slngleheart  and  Doubleface. 

Love  Me  Little.  Love  Mo  Long.  :  Good  Storlesof  Han  andother  Animals. 

The  Double  Marriage.  I  The  Jilt,  and  .niicr  .Stone^. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.    1  A  Perilous  Secret.         I     Readlana. 

Large  T\PE.  FI.NE   PaI'I-.R  JLDITIONS.  Pott  Svo,  cl.,  yilt  ton.  -.j.  net  ca.  ;  leather,  yilt  edy.-s,    ;i-.  i.ct  ea. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. J    _  ' It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.' 

Popular  Uditions.    Medium  8vo,  6ii.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  each. 
Peg  WofHngton ;  and  Christie  Johnstone.         j        Hard  Cash. 
Medium  Svo,  6</.  each. 
'It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.'    |    The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.    |    Foul  Play. 
Christie  Johnstone.  Witli  Frontispiece.  Choicely  printed  in  IJIzevir  style,  l-cap.  Svo,  li.ilf-Koxlj.2r.6./. 
Peg  Woflington.    Choicely  primed  in  hizevir  style.     l-"cap.  Svo,  half-Roxburghe,  2.r.  6.1. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.     In  Four  Vols.,  post  Svo,  with  an  Introduction  by  Sir  Walter 

Br.SA.X  r.  and  a  Iiontispiece  to  each  Vol.,  Inickram,  i;ilt  top,  6s.  the  set. 
The  Cloister  and   the  Hearth.    New  Illustrated  Euition,  with  16  Photogravure  and  84 
half-tone  Illustrations  by  MATT  B.  Hewerdine.    Small  4to,  cloth  gilt  and  gilt  top,  k  J.  W.  net. 

Bible  Characters.    Fcap.  Svo,  leatherette,  r£^ 

Selections  from  the  Works  ^'Charles  Reade.     %Vith  an  Introduction  by  Mrs.  Alex. 
Ireland.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  sj.  erf. 

Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by.     Large  crown  Svo,  cloth,  35,  6d.  each. 

Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow.    With  52  lllustr.ations  by  the  Author. 

About  England  with  Dickens. ^^'itll  58  Illustrations  by  C.  A.  Vanderhoop  and  A.  kixi.MER. 

Rives  (Amelie,  Author  of  'The  Quick  or  the  Dead?'), Stories  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  M.  each. 
Barbara  Dering. |        Merlei ;  A  Love  Story.  


Robinson    Crusoe.      By  Daniel  Defoe.       With  37  Illustrations   by 

Gedkge  Cruikshank.    Post  Svo,  half-cloth,  is. 

Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by. 

Women  are  Strange.    Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  ar. 

The  Hands  of  Justice.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  jt.  M. ;  post  Svo  illustrated  boards,  st. 

The  Woman  in  the  Dark.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3s.  td.  :  post  Svo,  illustrateil  boarils.  ar. 

Robinson  (Phil),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  65.  each. 

The  Poets'  Birds.  I     The  Poets'  Beasts. 

The  Poets  and  Nature:  Reptiles,  Fishes,  and  Insects.  ^____ 


Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The:   A  List  of  the  Principal  Warriors  who 

came  from  Normandy  with  William  the  Conqueror,  if^6.     Printed  in  Cold  and  Colo 


Rosengarten  (A.).— A  Handbook  of  Architectural  Styles.  Trans. 

lated  by  W.  Coi.letT-SandarS.     With  630  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  -,s.  td.        

Ross  (Albert). — A  Sugar  Princess.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  3s._6rf^^ 

Rowley  (Hon.  Hugh),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  2i.  ti.  each. 

Puniana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

More  Puniana.    I'rolusely  Illustrated.  


Runciman  (James),  Stories  by. 

Schools  and    Scholars.    Post  Svo.  cloth,  ts.  (xt. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3J.6</. 


Russell  (Dora),  Novels  by. 

A  Country  Sweetheart.    Post  Svo,  picture  boards,  ax. 

The  Drift  of  Fate.    Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3^.  6rf.   ;pictnre  cloth,  flat  back,  ts. 


Russell  (Herbert).— True  Blue;  or,  'The  Lass  that  Loved  a  Sailor.' 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3r.  Cd. 
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Russell  (W.  Clark),  Novels,  &c.,  by. 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  ^s.  6J.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illubtrateii  boarjs.  ■2s.  eich  ;  cIoLh  limp,  21-.  61/.  C3LCh. 
Round  the  Galley-Fire.  An  Ocean  Tragedy. 


In  the  Kiddle  Watch. 

On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 

A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 

A  Book  for  the  Kanimoclt. 

The  Mystery  of  the  'Ocean  Star. 

The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe. 


The  Tala  of  the  Ten 


My  Shipmate  JLouise, 

Alone  on  a  Wide  V/ide  Sea. 

The  Good  Ship 'Mohock.' 

The  Phantom  Death. 

Is  He  the  Man?    1   The  Convict  Ship, 

Heai-toiOak.        |   The  JLast  Entry, 


Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^.  di.  each, 
A  Tale  of  Two  Tunnels.       I     The  Death  Ship, 

The  Ship:  Her  Story.    With  50  Illustrations  by  H.  CSiiPPINGS  WRIGHT.    Small  4to,  cloth.  6s. 
The    '  Pretty     Polly  ' :      A  Voyage  of  Incident.    With  12  Illustrations  by  G.   E.   ROBERTSON. 

Large  crown  Svo.  cloth,  gilt  edijes,  55. 

Saint  Aubyn  (Alan),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  jf.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2^.  each. 
A  FellOTe  of  Trinity.    With  a  Note  by  OLIVER  Wendell  Holmes  and  a  I-'rontispiece. 
The  Junior  Dean.        I     The  Master  of  St.  Benedict's.   I  To  His  Own  Mastep. 
Orchard  Damerel.       I     In  the  Face  of  the  World.  |  The  Tremlett  Diamouda. 

Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  boards,  i^.  61/.  each. 
The  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart^ |        Modest  Uttle  Sara. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3?.  6./.  each. 

The  Wooing  of  May.         I     A  Tragic  Honeymoon.  I  A  Proctor's  Wooing. 

Fortune's  Gate.  |     Gallantry  Bower.  I  Bonnie  Maggie  Laudas. 

Mary  Unwin.    With  8  Illustrations  by  Phrcy  Tarrakt.  |  Mrs.  Dunbar's  Secret. 

Saint   John    (Bayle).— A  Levantine    Family.      A    New    Edition. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3^.  6d. 

Sala  (George  A.). — Gaslight  and  Daylight.     Post  Svo,  boards,  2s. 
Scotland  Yard,  Past  and  Present :  Experiences  of  Thirty-seven  Years. 

By  Ex-Chief-Inspector  CavanaGH.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  gj. ;  cloth,  2S.  ed. 

Secret  Out,  The  :  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards  ;  with  Entertain- 
ing Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or 'White 'Magic.  ByW.  H.  Cremer.  With  300  Illustrations.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  4^.  6d. _^ 

Seguin  (L.  G.),  Works  by. 

The  Country  of  the  Passion  Play  (Oberammergan)  and  the  Highlands  of  P.avatia.    With 

Map  and  37  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. 
Walks  In  Algiers.    With  Two  Maps  and  16  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Senior  (Wm.).— By  Stream  and  Sea.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  25.  6d. 
Sergeant  (Adeline),  Novels  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Under  False  Pretences. |        Dr.  Endicott's  Experiment. 

Shakespeare  for  Children:    Lamb's  lales  from    Shakespeare. 

With  Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  MOYR  SMITH.    Crown  4to,  cloth  gilt.  3s.  6d. 

Shakespeare  the  Boy.     With  Sketches  of  the  Home  and  School  Life, 

the  Games  and  Sports,  the  Manners,  Customs,  and  Folk-lore  of  the  Time.  By  WILLIAM  J.  ROLl'B, 
Litt.D.  A  New  Edition,  with  42  Illustrations,  and  an  INDEX  OF  PLAYS  AND  PASSAGES  KU- 
FERRED  TO.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  gilt.  ?J.  6d. 

Sharp  (William). — Children  of  To=^niorrow.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6j. 
Shelley's  (Percy  Bysshe)  Complete  Works  in  Verse  and  Prose. 

Edited,  Prefaced,  and  Annotated  by  R.  HERNU  SlIErHERD.    Five  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  3J-.  61/.  each. 
Poetical  Works,  in  Three  Vols. : 

\'ol.    I.  Introduction  by  the  Editor  ;    Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nicholson;    Shelley's  Corre- 
spondence with  Stockdale ;    The  Wandering  Jew;    Queen   Mab,  with  the  Notes ;    Alastor, 
and  other  Poems ;  Rosalind  and  Helen ;  Prometheus  Unbound ;  Adonais,  &c. 
„      II.  Laon  and  Cythna :    The  Cenci;    Julian  and  Maddalo ;   Swellfoot  the  Tyrant;    The  Witch  of 

Atlas  ;  Epipsychidion  ;  Hellas. 
„    III.  Posthumous  Poems ;  The  Masque  of  Anarchy ;  and  other  Pieces. 
ProSQ  Works,  in  Two  Vols. : 
Vol.     1.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne  ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets ;  A  Refu- 
tation of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leigh  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
II.  The  Essays;    Letters  from  Abroad  ;    Translations  and  Fragments,  edited  by  Mrs.  SHELLEY, 
With  a  Biography  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works.     

Sherard  (R.  H.).— Roguesl~A  Novel.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  15.  6d. 
Sheridan's   (Richard   Brinsley)    Complete  Works,  with  Life  and 

Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  his  Works  in  Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches, 
and  Jokes.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  jr.  6d. 

The  Rivals,  The  School  for  Scandal,  and  other  Plays.    Post  Evo,  half-bound.  2S. 

Sheridan's  Comedies:  The  Rivals  and  The  School  for  Scandal.  Edited,  with  an  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by  BRANDER  MATTHEWS.  Wjth 
Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  half-parchment,  i2j.  6d. ^^_ 

Shlel  (M.  P.).— The  Purple  Cloud.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  65. 
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Sidney's   (Sir  Philip)    Complete    Poetical    Works,   including  all 

those  in  '  Arcadia.'    With  I'oitrait,  Memoriallntroduciion,  Notes,  &c.,  by  the  Kev.  A.  B.  Grosakt, 
P.P.    Three  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  3s.  bd.  each. 

Signboards  :  Their  History,  including  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns  and 

Kemarkable  Characters.    ByjACOB  LaRWOOD  and  JOHN  CAMDEN  HOTTEN.     With  Coloured  Fronris- 
piece  and  94  Illustrations.     Crown  3vo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6</, 

Sims  (George  R^),  Works  by. 

Post  8vo.  illustrated  bo.irds.  ;j.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2j.  6,/.  each. 
The  Ring  o'  Bolls.  I  My  Two  Wives.        JUemoirs  of  a  Landlady. 
Tlnkletop's  Crime.   |  Tales  o(  To-day.       Scenes  from  the  Show. 
Zeph:  A  Circus  Story,  Ac.  Tha  Ten  Commandmenta:  Stories. 

Dramas   of  Life.    With  60  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is.  each ;  cloth,  is.  6ti.  each. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter  and  Reader:   Ueing  Keaduigs  and  Recitations  in  Prose  and  Verse, 
selected  from  his  own  Works  by  GEORGE  K.  Sl.MS. 

The  Case  of  George  Candlemas. I Dagonet  Ditties,    i^tom  The  Re/erte.) 

How   the  Poor    Live;    and    Horrible     London,     \fitli  a  1-rontispiece  by  I-.   Bahnard. 
Crown  Svo,  leatherette,  ts. 

Dagonot  Dramas  of  tha  Day.    Crown  8vo,  is. ^^ 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3-r.  &^.  eacli ;  post  Svo,  picture  boards,  is.  each;  cloth  limp,  ?j.  6if.  each. 
ISary  Jane's  Memoirs.  I        Mary  Jane  Married.    |        Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
Dagonet   Abroad. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  td.  each. 
Once  upon  a  Christmas  Time.     With  8  Illustrations  by  Charles  Green,  R.I. 
In  tiondon's  Heart :  A  Story  of  To-day.— Also  in  piciure  cloth,  flat  back, :j   |  A  Blind  Marriage. 
Without  the  Limelight :   Theatrical  Life  as  it  is.  |        The  Small-part  Lady,  &'j. 

Sister  Dora:    A  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With    Four 

Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  picture  cover,  4./. ;  cloth,  6rf. 

Ske  tell  ley  (ArthuiV^^^Match  in  the  Dark.     Post  8vo,  boards.  25. 
Slang   Dictionary  (The)  :    Etymological,    Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6j.  6d. 

Smart  (Hawley),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth  y.  6il.  each  ;  post  Svo,  picture  boards,  li-.  each. 
Beatrice  and  Benedick.  Long  Cdds. 

Without  Love  or  Licence.    I     The  Master  of  Sathkelly, 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  6ti.  each. 

The  Ontsldep  |  A  Racing  Rubber. 

The  Plunger.    Post  Svo,  picture  boards,  2j.  

Smith  (J.  Moyr),  Works  by^ 

The  Prince  of  Argolis.    With  130  Illustrations.    Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  v.  6d. 

The  Wooing  of  the  V/ater  Witch.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Post  8vO,  cloth,  6j. 

Snazelleparilla.      Decanted  by  G.  S.  Edwards.      With   Portrait  of 

G.  H.  SNAZELLH,  and  65  Illustrations  by  C.  LyalL.     Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3J.6</. 

Society  in  London.     Crown  8vo,  i^. ;  cloth,  isi (>d. 

Somerset  (Lord  Henry).— Songs  ofj\dieu.     Small  4to  Jap.  vel.,6s! 
Spalding  (T.  A.,  LL. B.) .—  Hnzabethan  Demonology :   An  Essay 

on  the  Belief  ni  the  Existence  of  Devils.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  ctf. 

Speight  (T^  W.),  Novels  by.  ~"      " 

I'.ist  Sv...  illu'-.trated  boards,  of.  each. 
The   Mysteries  of  Heron   Dyke. 
By  Devious  Ways,  >Vl. 
Hoodwinked  :  &  Sandycroft  Mystery, 


The  Golden  Hoop.     |     Back  to  Life. 


The  Loudwater  Tragedy. 
Burgo's  Romance. 
Quittance    in   Full. 
A  Husband  from  the  Sea. 


Post  Svo,  cloth  linip,  is.  6,1.  each. 

A  Barren  Title.  |        Wife  or  No  Wife? 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea.  |    The  Grey  Monk.     |    The  Master  of  Trenance. 
A  Minion  of  the  Moon:  A  Romance  of  the  Kiiifr's  Highway. 

The  Secret  of  Wyvern  Towers.     I        The  Doom  of  Siva.     I        The  Web  of  Fate. 
The  Strange  Experiences  of  Mr.  Yerachoyle. 

Spenser  for  ChiIdren7~Byl57H7TowRY.    With  Coloured  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  morgan.    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  3^.  id. 

Sprigge  (5.   Squire).— An   IndustFious  Chevalier.      Crown  8vn, 

cloth,  gilt  top.  6s. 

Spettigue  (H.  H.).— The  Heritage  of  Eve.     Crown  8vd.  cloth,  65.  " 
Stafford  (John),  Navels  by. 

Doria  and  I.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3s.  (td.  I     Carlton  Prlora.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  gilt  top.  6j. 

Starry  Heavens  (The)  :  AI'oetical  Birthday  Book.     Koyal  i6mo, 

cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 
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Stag=Huntinff  with  the  '  Devon  and  Somerset.'     An  Account  of 

the  Chase  of  the  Wild  Red  Deer  on  Kxmoor,   il8;-j9oi.    By  PHILIP  liVEKED.    With  70  Illustrations 
by  II.  M.  LOMAS.    Crown  4to,  cloth  yilt^ioi.  net. 

Stedman  (E.  C.).— Victorian  Poets.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  95. 
Stephens  (Riccardo,  M.B.). — The  Cruciform  Mark:  The  Strange 

Story  of  RICHARD  TreCKNNA,  Bachelor  of  Medicine  (Univ.  Hdinb.)     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 

Stephens  (Robert  Neilson).— Philip  Winwood  :   A  Sketch  of  the 

Domestic  History  of  an  American  Captain  in  the  War  of  Independence.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3J.  Cii. 

Sterndale  (R.  Armitage).— The   Afghan    Knifel    A  Novel.      Post 

Bvo.  cloth,  3^.  6d. ;  illustrated  boards,  2S^ 

Stevenson  (R.  LouisK  Works  bj\ 

Crown  Svo.  buckram,  ^ilt  top,  6s.  each. 
Travels  ivlth  a  Donkey.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Cranb 
An  Inland  Voyage.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  WALTER  CRANE. 
Familiar  Studies  of   Men   and   Books. 

The   Silverado  Squatters.    With  Frontispiece  by  J.  D.  Strong. 
The    Merry   Men.  I      Underwoods :   Poems. 

Memories   and    Portraits. 

Virglnibus  Puerisque,  and  other  Papers.     |      Ballads.  |      Prince  Otto. 

Across    the   Plains,  with  other  Memories  and  Essays. 

Weir  of  Hermiston.  LJ-T  tha  South  Seas. 

Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books.    1-akge  Tvi'E,  Fine  Paper  Edition.    Pott  Svo, 

cloth,  gilt  top.  2j.  net  ;  leather,  yilt  edges,  3s.  net. 
A  Lowden  Sabbath  Morn.      With  27  Illustrations  by  A.  S.  Boyd.     Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  6^. 
Bongs  of  Travel.    Crown  Svo,  buckram.  5^. 
Ne«r  Arabian    Nights.      Crown    Svo,   buckram,   gilt  top,   6s.  ;    post  Svo,   illustrated  boards,  2s. 

—  POPULAR  Edition,  medium  Svo,  on. 
The  Suicide   Club;   and  The   Rajah's  Diamond.    (From  New  Arabian  Nights.)    With 

Hielit  Illustrations  by  W.  J.  IIliNNESSY.     Crown  Svo.  cloth.  3s.  6d. 
The  Stevenson  Reader:  Selections  from  the  Writings  of  Robert  Louis  Stevenson.  Edited 

by  I.LOVD  OSBOURNE.     Post  Svo.  cloth.  2s.  6rf.  ;  buckram,  gilt  top,  y.  6ii. 
The   Pocket   R.li.S.      Favourite  Passages  from  his  Works.      Small  i6mo,  cloth,  2s.  net ;  leather, 

3J-.  6,1.  net.  

Large  Type,  Fine  Paper  Edition.  Pott  Svo,  cl.,  gilt  top,  2s.  net  each;  leather,  gilt  edges,  3^.  net  each. 
Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books,    I        Nevy  Arabian  Nights. 
Robert    Louis    Stevenson:    A   Life   Study  in  Criticism^    By   H.   Bellyse   Baildon.    With 
2  Portraits.     SECOND  Edition,  Re\ISRD.    Crown  Svo,   buckr.im,   gilt  top,  6s. 

Stockton  (Frank  R. ) ^The~  You ng  MasTeFof  "Hyson  Hall.    With 

numerous  Illustrations  by  VIRGINIA  H.  DavissON  and  C.  H.  STEPHENS.     Crown  Svo.  cloth,  31-.  6i{. 

Storey    (Q.  A.,   A.R.A.). — Sketches    from    Memory.      With    93 

Illustrations  by  the  Author.     Demy  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  12^.  61^?^ 

Stories  from    Foreign    Novelists.      With   Notices  by   Helen  and 

Alice  ZiMMERN.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra  y.  6d. 

Strange   Manuscript    (A)    Found  in  a  Copper  Cylinder.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  19  Illustrations  by  GILBERT  GAUL,  3-r.  6./.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  gj. 

Strange  Secrets.     Told  by  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Conan  Doyle,  Flor- 
ence Marryat.  &c.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s. 


Strutt  (Joseph).  —The  Sports  and   Pastimes  of  the  People  of 

England  %  including  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  May  Games,  Mummeries.  Shows,  &c.,  from 
the  Earliest  Period.    Edited  by  WILLIAM  HONE.     With  140  Illustrations.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  si-,  bd. 

Sundowner,  Stories  by. 

Told  by  the  Taffra'I.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  6rf. 

The  Tale  of  the  Serpent^    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  flat  haclt,  ej. 


Surtees  (Robert).— Handley  Cross;    or,   Mr.   Jorrocks's  Hunt. 

With  79  Illustrations  by  John  J-EECII.     A  New  Edition.    Post  Svo,  cloth,  2i^ 

Swinburne's  (Algernon  C.)  Works. 


Selections  from  the  Poetical   Works  of 

A.  C.  Swinbui'ne.    I'cap.  Svo  f.v. 
Atalanta  in  Calydon.    Crown  Svo,  65-. 
Chastelard  ;  A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  7J. 
Poems  and  Ballads.    First  Series.    Crown 

ftvo.  or  fcap.  Svo.  ^s. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  SHR.  Cr.Svo.gj-. 
Poems  &  Ballads.  THiRDSEiaES.  Cr.8vo,7j. 
Songs  before  Sunrise.    Crown  Svo.  loj.  6d. 
Bothwell:  A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  ici-.  6d. 
Songs  of  T^wo  Nations.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
George  Chapman.    (5«  Vol.  II.  of  G.  Cha'p- 

^L'\N'S  ^\'orks.)    Crown  Svo,  3^.  6Y. 
Essays  and  Studies.    Crown  Svo,  \2s. 
Erechtheus  :  A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  6^. 
A  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte.    Cr.  Svo,  &s. 
A  Study  of  Shakespeare.    Crown  Svo,  %s. 


Songs  of  the  Springtides.     Crown    vo,  6s. 
Studies  in  Song.    Crown  Svo,  7^-. 
Mary  Stuart:  A  Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,  81. 
Tristram  of  Lyonesse.    Crown  Svo,  gs. 
A  Century  of  Roundels.    Small  410,  Sj. 
A  Midsummer  Holiday.    Crown  Svo.  -js. 
Marino   Faliero  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo.  6s. 
A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Miscellanies.     Crown  Svo,  i2x. 
Locrlne  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
A  Study  of  Ben  JonSOn.     Crown  Svo,  71-. 
The  sisters:  A  Tragedy.    Crown  Svo,  6^. 
Astrophel,  &c.    Crown  Svo,  7J. 
Studies  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    Cr.  Svo,  9T. 
The  Tale  of  Balen.     Crown  Svo,  ts. 
Rosamund,  Queen  of  the  Lombards :  A 
Tragedy.     Crown  Svo,   6.?. 
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Swift's  (Dean)  Choice  Worlcs,  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  racsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  '  Gulliver's  Travels.'    Crown  8vo,  clotli,  y.  dd, 
GuUlveF's  Travels,  and  A  Tale  of  a  Tub.    host  8vo.  half-bound,  :v. 
Jonathan  Swift:  A  Study.     By  |.  CHURTON  Collins.    Crown  8vo,  tioth  extra.  8j. 

Syntax's  (Dr.)  Three  Tours:  In  Search  of  the  Picturesciuerin^ Search 

of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.     With  KOWLANDSON'S  Coloured  illustrations,  and  Life  of  the 
.\uthor  l)y  J.  C.  HOITHN.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  M. 

Taine's  History  of  English  Literature.     Translated  by  Henry^Van 

Laun.     Four  Vols.,  small  demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  30X.— POPULAR  EDITION,  Two  Vols.,  large  crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  15J. 

Taylor  (Bayard).  —  Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club:    Burlesques  ol 

Modem  Writers.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  cj. 

Taylor  (Tom).— Historical  Dramas:  'Jeanne  Darc,'  • 'Twixt  Axe 

AND  CROWN,'  'THE  FOOL'S  REVENGE,'  '  ARKWRIGHT'S  WIFE.'  'ANNE  BOLEVNE.'  "PLOT  AND 
PASSION."    Crown  8vo,  \s.  each.  

Temple  (SiFRichard,  Q.C.S.I.).— ATlBird's-eye^View  of  Pictur- 

csciue  India.     With  32  Illustrntions  by  the  Author.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  j^ilt  top,  bs. 

Thackerayana  :  Notes  and  Anecdotes.    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and 

Hundreds  of  Sketches  by  Wil.LIA.M  MAKErEACI-  Tiiackfrav.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  v-  6rf. 

Thames,  A  New  Pictorial   History  of  the.     By  A.  S.  Krausse. 

With  340  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  IJ.  6d. 

Thomas  (Annie),  Novels  by.  • 

The  Siren's  Web  :  A  Roni.ince  of  London  Society.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3J.  6d. 

Comrades  True.    Crown  3vo.  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s. 

Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels  by. 

The  Ylolln-Player.    Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3^.  6/. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  bs.  each. 
In  a  Cathedral  City.                                     I        The  Son  of  the  House. 
The  House  on  the  Scar:  a  Tale  of  South  Devon.     Second  Editiu.n. 

rhomson's  Seasons,  and  The  Castle  of  Indolence.      With   Intro- 

duction  by  ALLAN  CUNNIN'C.HAM,  and  48  Illustrations.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  ;j. 

rhoreau:  His  Life  and  Aims.     By  H.  A.  Page.     With  a  Portrait 

and  \'ie\v.     Post  Svo  buckram,  y.  6d. ^ 

rhornbury  (Walter),  Books  by. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of  J.  M.  W.  Turner.    With  Eight  Illustrations  In  Colours  and 

Two  Woodcuts.     New  and  Revised  Eilition.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  jj.  6rf. 
Tales   for  the   Marines. Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 

Timbs^John),  Works  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  td.  each. 

Clubs  and   Club  Life  In    London:    Anecdotes   of   its  Famous  Coffeehouses,    llostelrics,   and 

Taverns.     With  41  Illustrations. 
English  Eccentrics  and  Eccentricities;  Stories  of  Delusions,  Impostures,  Sporting  Scenes, 

Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  &c.    With  48  Illustrations. 

Twain's  (Mark)  Books. 

The  Author's  Edition  de  Luxe  of  the  WorkB  of  Mark  Twain,  in  i?  Volumes  (limited 
to  600  Numbered  Copies  for  sale  in  Great  Britain  and  its  Dependencies),  price  ^13  15.1.  net  the 
Set  •  or  1-2S  61.  net  per  Volume,  is  now  complete,  and  a  detailed  Prospectus  may  l>e  had.  Th« 
First  Volume  of  the  Set  is  SIGNP.D  liV  THF.  AUTHOR.     (Sold  only  in  Sets.) 

UNIFORM  LIBRARY  EDITION  OF  MARK  TWAINS  WORKS. 
Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d.  each. 

Mark  Twain's  Library  of  Humour,    with  197  lllustr.itions  by  E.  W.  Kr.mhlf. 

Roughing  It ;  and  The  Innocents  at  Home.    With  loo  Illustrations  by  F.  A.  Fraser. 

The  American  Claimant.    With  81  llUistraii  >ns  by  llAL  HURST  and  others. 

♦The  Adventures  of    Tom  Sawyer.    With  m  Illustrations. 

Tom  Sawyer  Abroad.     With:6  Ilhistr.itions  by  DAN  BEARD. 

Tom  Sawyer,  Detective,  tVc.     With  Photoiiravure  Portrait  of  the  Antlior. 

Pudd'nhead  Wilson.        With  Portrait  and  Six  Illlustratioiis  by  LOUIS  LoHB. 

•A  Tramp  Abroad.    With  3t4  Illustrations. 

*The  Innocents  Abroad  ;  or.  The  New  Pilirrim  s  Progress.  With  234  Illustrations.  (The  Two  Slill- 
liuif  i:dition  is  entitled  Mark  Twain's  Pleasure  Trip.) 

*The  Gilded  Age.    I'.y  Mark  Twain  and  C.  D.  Warner     With  ii:  Illustrations. 

♦The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.    With  trr:,  illustrations. 

♦Life  on  the  Mississippi.     With  300  Illustrations. 

■The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry  Finn.    With  t74  Illustrations  by  1-..  U  .  Ki:mblr. 

•A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of  King  Arthur.    With  2-0  Illustrations  by  Dan  Bkakd. 

♦The  Stolen  White  Elephant.  I         'The  fil.OOO.OOO  Bank-Note. 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain.  Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by  the  Author.  With 
Life,  Portrait,  and  numerous  Illustrations. 

*»•  The  books  marked  '  may  be  had  also  in  post  Svo,  picture  boards,  at  2X.  each. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

Personal  Recollections  of  Joan  of  Arc.    With  Twelve  Illustrations  by  F.  V.  Do  MONI). 

More  Tramps  Abroad.  .     .      „      .  .  „.       .  ,.,.  .^     ..        .     , 

The  Man  that  Corrupted  Hadley^urg,  and  other  Stories  and  SIcetches.    With  a  Frontispiece 

nark  Twain's  SketCheB,    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  is. 
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Trollope  (Anthony),  Novels  by.  ~ 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21-.  6rf.  each ;   post  8vo,  illustnted  boards,  7S.  each. 
The   Way  We  Live  Now.  I     Mr.  Scarborough's  FamUy, 

Frau   Frohmann.     |       Marion  Fay.        |     The  Land-Leaguers. 

Post  8vo,  illustrateci  boards,  2j.  each. 
Kept  in  the   Dark.    |    The  American   Senator.    |     The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpsra. 


Trollope  (Frances  E.).  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  v.  6d.  each  ;  post 


^,^.,.1  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  3J-.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea.    I      Mabel's  Progress. lAnneFurness. 

Trollope  (T.  A.).— Diamond  Cut  Diamond.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
Tytler  (C.  C.  Fraser-).— Mistress  Judith:    A  Novel.    Crown  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  3J.  6<f.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  2j. 

Tytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by.  ~~ 

Croivn  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3.!-.  6,{,  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards  sr  each 
Buried  Diamonds.  |     The  Blackhall  Ghosts.  |     What  She  Came  Through, 

Post  Svo.  ilhistrateU  boards,  2J-.  each. 
The  Bride's  Pass.  |  The  Huguenot  Family.  I  Noblesise  Oblige.  I  Disappeared. 

Saint  Mungo's  City,      i  Lady  Bell. jJSeauty   and   the  Beast. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.^.  61^,  each. 
The  Macdonald  Lass.    With  Frontispiece.  1     Mrs.  Carmichael's  Goddesses. 
The  Witch-Wife.     |  Bachel  Langton.  |     Sapphira.     I     A  Honeymoon's  Eclipse. 

A  Young  Dragon. 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline.     Crown  8vo,  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2s. 
_  Three  Men  of  Mark.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  gilt  top,  6j. 

Upward  (Allen),  Novels  by. —A  Crown  of  5tra'w.    Cr.  Svo.  cl.  bT. 

The  Queen  Against  Owen.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.^.  (>d.  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  z^. 
The  Prince  of  Balkistan.    Post  Svo,  picture  boards,  ■zs. 

Vandam  (Albert  D.).— A  Court  Tragedy^     With  6  Illustrations  by 

J.  Barnard  DAVIg.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  -1,5.  6rf. 

Vashti  and  Esther.  By  ■  Belle '  of  The  World.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  35.  6d7 
Vizetelly  (Ernest  A.),  Books  by.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Scorpion:   A  Romance  of  Spain.     With  a  Frontispiece. 
With  Zola  in  England :  A  Story  of  Exile.    With  4  Portraits. 
Crown  Bvo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6^.  each. 

A  Path  of  Thorns.  |        The  Lover's  Progress. 

Bluebeard:    An  Account  of  Comorre  the  Cursed  and  Gilles  de  Ra's ;  with  Summaries  of  variou 
Tales  and  Traditions.     With  0  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  cloth,  as.  net. 

Wagner  (Leopold).— How  to  Get  on  the  Stage,   and    how  to 

Succeed  there.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2s.  6d. * 

Walford's  County   Families    of    the   United   Kingdom    (1902). 

Containing  Notices  of  the  Descent,  Birth,  Marriage,  Education,  &c.,  of  more  than  x2,ooo  Distinguished 
Heads  of  Families,  their  Heirs  Apparent  or  Presunipti\'e,  the  Othces  they  hold  or  have  held,  their  Town 
and  Country  Addresses,  Clubs,  &c.     Royal  Svo,  clotn  gilt,  sor. 

WaTleirCS.^.).— Sebastiani's  SecretT^Vith  9  Illusts.  Cr.  8vo,"^1T;65". 
Walton  and  Cotton's  Complete  Angler.     With  Memoirs  and  Notes 

by  Sir  HARRIS  NICOLAS,  and  6i  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  antique,  ts.  id. 

Walt  Whitman,  Poems  by.     Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  William 

M.  ROSSETTI.    With  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram,  6s. 

Warden  (Florence),  Novels  by. 

Joan,  the  Curate.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3,1.  td.  ;  picture  cloth,  flat  back,  2J. 

A  Fight  to  a  Finish.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6^. 

Warman  (Cy). — The  Express  Messenger.  Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 
Warner  (Chas.  Dudley).— A  Roundabout  Journey.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  65. 
Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.     A  Facsimile,  with  the  59  Signatures 

and  Seals.     Fruited  on  paper  22  in.  by  t4  in.    cr. 
Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Quoeh  of  Scots.    A  Facsimile,  including  Queen  Elizabeth ';,  Signa- 


ture and  the  Great  Seal. 


Wassermann  (Lillias).— The  Daffodils,     down  Svo.  cloth,  is.  bd.  ^ 
Weather,  How  to  Foretell  the,  with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope. 

By  F.  W.  Cory,    with  Ten  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  is. ;  cloth,  u.  (>d. 


Webber  (Byron).— Sport  and  Spangles.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  25. 

Werner  (A.). — Chapenga's  White  Man.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  (yd. 

Westbury   (Atha).— The  Shadow  of  Hilton  Fernbrook:   A  Ro- 
mance of  Maoriland.    Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3^-.  i,d. 
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Westall  (William),  Novels  by. 

Trust  Monay.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6J.  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  m. 
Crown  Svo.  cloth,  6^.  each. 
As  a  Man  Sows.  I        A  Red  Bridal.  {        The  Old  Bank. 

Her  Ladyship's  Secret.    1       As  Luck  would  have  U. 
Cr<,\vn  Evo,  cloth,  y.  6ii.  each. 
Nifjel  Fortescue. 
Ben  Clough.  I  Birch  Dane. 
The  Old  Factory  ialso  at  6rf.) 
Sons  of  Belial. 
Strange  Crimes 


A  Woman  Tempted  Him. 
For  Honour  and  Life. 
Her  Xv/o  Millions. 
Two  Pinches  of  SnulT. 
With  the  Red  Eagle 


The  Phantom  City. 
Ralph  Norbreck's  Trust. 
A  Queer  Race. 
Red  Ry  viniJton. 
Roy  of  Roy's  Court. 


Wheelwright  (E.  (iray). — A  Slow  Awakening.     Crown  8vo,  65. 
Whishaw  (Fred.),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  top,  6x.  each, 

_  A  Forbidden  Name  :  A  Story  of  the  Court  of  Catherine  the  Great.  | Mazeppa. 


White  (Gilbert).— Natural  History  of  Selborne.      Post  8vo,  25. 
Wilde   (Lady). — The  Ancient  Legends,    Mystic  Charms,  and 

Superstitions  of  I^el,^nd  ;  with  Sketches  of  the  Irish  Past.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  (xi. 

Williams  (W.  Mattieu,  F.R.A.S.),  Works  by. 

Science  In  Short  Chapters.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  yr.  6rf. 

A  Simple  Treatise  on  Heat.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2J.  6d. 

The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

A  Vindication  of  Phrenology.    With  Portrait  and  43  lllusts.     Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  laj.  6J. 

WiTriamson  (Mrs.  pTll.).— A  Cliild^Widow.    l^osTSvo,  bds.,  2sT~ 
Wills  (C.  J.),  Novels  by. 

An  Eaay-golng  Felloty.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3?.  6./.  |  HI3  Dead  Past.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.),  Works  by. 

Chapters  on  Evolution.    With  259  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  clcth  extra,  ■js.  6J, 

Leisura-Time  Studies.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Studies  In  Life  and  Sense.    With  36  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  3T.  6t/, 

Common  Accidents:  Howr  to  Treat  Them.    With  illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  if. ;  cloth,  1S.6J. 

Glimpses  of  Nature.    With  35  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3r.  M. 

Winter  (John  Strange),  Stories   by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards, 

cf.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2j.  6:/.  each. 

Cavalry  Life.  |     Regimental  Legends. 

Cavalry  Life  and  Regimental  Legends.    Library  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  31.  67. 
A  Soldier's  Children.    With  34  Illustrations.    Crown  8yo.  cloth,  3s.  6.1. 

Wissmann     (Hermann    von). — My    Second    Journey    through 

Equatorial  Africa.    With  92  Illustrations.    Demy  Svo,  cloth,  i6j. 

Wood  (H.  F.),  Detective  Stories  by.     Post  8vo,  boards,  25.  each. 

The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard.     I        The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

Woolley  (Celia  Parker).— Rachel  Armstrong;  or.  Love  and  The- 
ology.   Post  Svo.cloth,  2j.  6d. 

Wrfght  (Thomas,  F.S.A.),  Works  by. 

Caricature  History  of  the  Georges ;  or.  Annals  of  the  House  of  Hanover.  Compiled  from 
Squibs,  Broadsides,  Window  Pictures.  l.ani[)Oons,  and  Pictorial  Caricatures  of  the  Time.  With 
over  300  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ^s.  6.V. 

History  of  Caricature  and  of  the  Grotesque  In  Art,  Literature,  Sculpture,  and 
Painting.     Illustrated  by  F.  W.  FairHOLT.  1'.S..\.     Crown  Svo.  cloth,  ts.  6,i. __^ 

Wynman  (Margaret).— My  Flirtations.      With  13  Illustrations  by 

J. Bernard  partridge.    Post  8vo.  cloth  limp.  2j. 

Zola  (Emile),  Novels  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  31.  6d.  each. 

The  Joy  of  Life.    Hdlted  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetei.ly. 
The  Fortune  of  the  Rougons.    Edited  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 
Abba  Mourofs  Transgression.    Edited  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetixi.v. 
The  Conquest  of  Plassans.     Edited  by  Ernest  a.  Vizetei.lv. 
Germinal  ;  or,  Master  and  ^\m.    Edited  by  ERNEST  A.  ViZETEI-t.Y. 
The  Honour  of  the  Army,  and  other  Stories.    Edited  by  Ernest  A.  VlZETELLV. 
His  Excellency  (Eugene  Rougon).    Witli  an  Introduction  by  ErNIST  A.  ViZKTKLLY. 
The  Dram-Shop  iL'Assommoin.    AVith  Introduction  by  U.  A.  ViZETULLY. 
The  Fat  and  the  Thin.    TransUatcd  by  Ernest  A.  Vizutelly. 

Money.    Translated  bv  ERNEST  A.  VlZETRLI.Y.  |  Work.   Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  VIZBTFLLV. 
His  Masterpiece.    Edited  by  Ernest  A.  Vizf.tellv. 

The  Downfall.    Translated  by  E.  A.  ViZETELl.v.— Alsoa  POPULAR  EDITION,  medium  8vo,  M. 
The  Dream.    Translated  by  ELIZA  CHASE.    With  Eight  Illustrations  by  Jranniot. 
Doctor  Pascal.    Translated  by  E.  A.  VIZETELLV.    With  Portrait  of  the  Author. 
Lourdes.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  ViZETELLY. 

Rome.    TransUited  by  ERNEST  A.  ViZETELLY.  I  Paris.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  VrzETELLY. 
Fruitfulness  (F^condltd).    Translated  and  Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  E.  A.  ViZRTliLLY. 
With  Zola  In  England.    By  Ernest  A.  VizetellY.   With  Four  Portraits.     Crown  Svo.  cloth,  y.6J. 

*ZZ'  (L.  Zangwill).— A  Nineteenth  Century  Miracle.  Cr.8vo,3J.6rf. 
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SOME    BOOKS   CLASSIFIED    IN    SERIES. 

The  St.  Martin's  Library.     Pott  8vo,  cloth,  as.  net  each  ;  leather,  3.S.  net  f  ach. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  Hy  Chas.  REAde.    |    '  It  is  NeverToo  Late  to  Mend.'    By  CH.  RiiAi.E. 

Familiar  Studies  of  Menand  Boolcs.     By  KoKERT  Louis  SriivENSoN. 

New  Arabian  Nights.     By  Roi  iu.;t  I.ouis  Stevenson.  |  The  Deemster.    By  Hall  Caine. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree.    By  1  hoMas  Hardv.  |  The  Life  ot  the  Tielda.    By  Richard  Jeefekies. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2S.  6d.  per  Volume. 
Quips  and  Quiddities.    By  \V.  D.  Adams.  Little  Essays:  from  Lamb's  Lktteus. 

The  Agonj  Column  of 'The  Times.'  Forensic  Anecdotes.    By  Jacoi)  Larwood. 

Theatrical  Anecdotes.     By  Jacob  Larwood. 

Ourselves.     I'.y  ll.  LYNN  LlNTON. 

Witch  Stories.     Bv  h.  LYNN  LiNTON. 


The  Mayfair  Library. 


Snips  and  Quiddities.    By  \V.  D.  Adams. 

The  Agon]  Column  of  'The  Times.' 

A  Journey  Round  My  Room.  By  X.  DI-:  M  aistre. 

Poetical  Ingenuities.     By  W.  T.  Dobson. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  1'in-Bec. 

W.  S.  Gilberts  Plays.    Three  Series. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.    By  Sir  A   HELPS. 

Social  Pressure.     Bv  Sir  A.  HELPS. 

Autocrat  of  Breakfast-Table.  By  O.  W.  HOLMES. 

Cariosities  of  Criticism.     By  H.  J.  JEN.VINCS. 

Pencil  and  Palette,    By  R.  Kempt. 


Pastimes  and  Players.     By  R.  Macgkegor. 
New  Paul  and  "Virginia.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.     By  H.  C.  PENNEI.L. 
Peeasus  Re-saddled.    Bv  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Puniana  (Two  Series).    By  Hon.  HUGH  ROWLEV. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  William  Senior. 


The  Golden   Library.      Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  as.  per  'Volume. 

~   ■■  "  "'  Scenes  of  Country  Life.    By  Edward  Jesse. 

La  Mort  d' Arthur  :   Selections  from  M  ALLORV. 

The  Poetical  Works  of  Alexander  Pope. 

Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club.  Bayard  TAYLOR. 


Bongs  for  Sailors.    By  W.  C.  Bennett. 
Lives  of  th«  Necromancers.    By  W.  Godwin. 
The    Autocrat    of    the   Breakfast    Table.       By 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 


Handy    Novels.      Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  boards,  is.  6<i.  each. 
Dr.  Palliser's  Patient.    By  Gran  i  Allen  i    Seven  Sleepers  of  Epheaus.    M.E.Coleridge. 

Monte  Carlo  Stories.    By  Joan  Barrett.  The  Old  Maid  s  Sweetheart.    By  A.  St.  Aubyn. 

Black  Spirits  and  White.    By  R.  A.  Cram^ |    Modest  Little  Sara^  By  Alan  St.  Aubvn. 

Aly     Library.      Printed  on  laid  paper,  post  8vo,  half-Roxburghe,  2s.  6d.  each. 
The  Journal  of  Maurice  de  Guerin.                              I     Christie  Johnstone.    By  Charles  Re.\de. 
The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb.                         Peg  Woffington.    By  Charles  Reade;. 
Citation  of  William  Shakspeare.  W.  S.  Landor.    ' 

The  Pocket  Library.    Post  Svo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  as.  each. 


Gastronomy.    By  Brillat-Savarin. 
Robinson  Crusoe.  Illustrated  by  G.  Cruiksiiank 
Autocrat  and  Professor.     By  O.  W.  110L.MU£. 
Provincial  Letters  of  Blaise  Pascal. 
Whims  and  Oddities.    By  Tho.mas  Hood. 
Leigh  Hunt's  Essays.    Edited  by  E.  Ollier. 
The  Barber's  Chair,    Bv  Douglas  Jerrold. 


The  Essays  of  Elia.     By  CHARLES  LAMB. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy,    By  Jacob  Larwood, 
The  Epicurean,  &c.    By  Thomas  Moore. 
Plays  by  Richard  Brinsley  Sheridan. 
Gulliver  s  Travels.  &c.     By  Dean  SWIFT. 
Thomson's  Seasons.     Illustrated. 
White  s  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 


POPULAR  SIXPENNY  NOVELS. 


The  Orange  Girl.    By'WALi'FR  Besant. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men.  Walt.  Besant. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet.  Besant  &  Rice. 

Ready-Money  Mortiboy.  Besant  &  Rice. 

The  Golden  Butterfly.     Besant  and  Rica. 

The  Deemster.     Bv  Hall  Caine. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.    By  Hall  Caine. 

A  Son  of  Hagar.    By  Hall  Caine. 

Antonina.     By  WiLKlE  COLLINS. 

The  Moonstone.       By  Wilkie  COLLINS. 

The  Woman  in  White.    By  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Dead  Secret.    By  Wilkie  Collins. 

Man  and  Wife.    By  Wilkie  Collins. 


The  New  Magdalen.    By  Wilkie  Collins. 

Held  in  Bondage.    ByOuiDA. 

Moths.    ByiiuiiiA.         I     Puck.    ByOuiDA. 

Under  Two  Flags.    By  Ouida. 

Peg  Wof&ngton ;  and  Christie  Johnstone.        By 

CHARLES  READE.  |RFADE. 

The    Cloister   and    the    Hearth.    By  Chaklks 

Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.    By  Charles  Keadb. 

Hard  Cash.     By  Charles  Reade. 

Foul  Play.    By  Charles  Reade. 

New  Arabian  Nights.   By  R.  L.  Stevenson. 

The  Old  Factory.    Bv  William  Westai.l. 

The  Downfall.     By  E.  ZOLA. 


THE   PICCADILLY   NOVELS. 


Library  Editions  of  Novels, many  Illi 
By  Mrs.  ALEXANDER. 


Valerie's  Fate 
A  Life  lutei'est. 
Mona's  Choice. 
By  Woman's  Wit 
The  Cost  of  Her  Pride 


By  F. 


Barbara. 

A  Fight  with  Fate. 

A  Golden  Autumn. 

Mrs.Cricht  on  sCreditor. 

The  Step-mother. 

A  Missing  Hero. 

M.  ALLEN.  — Green  as  Grass. 

By  GRANT  ALLEN. 

PhlUstia.     I    Babylon.      The  Great  Taboo. 


Strange  Stories. 
For  Maimie  s  Sake, 
In  all  Shades. 
The  Beckoning  Hand. 
The  Devil  8  Die. 
This  Mortal  Coil. 
The  Tents  of  shem. 


Dumaresq's  Daughter. 

Duchess  of  Powysland. 

Blood  Royal. 

I.  Greet  3  Masterpiece. 

The  Scallywag 

At  Market  Value. 

Under  Sealed  Orders. 


ustrated,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  61I.  each. 
By  EDWIN   L.  ARNOLD. 
Phra  the  Phoenician.    |  Constable  of  St.  Nicholas. 

By  ARTEMU5    WARD. 
Artemns  Ward  Complete. 

By  ROBERT  BARR. 
In  a  Steamer  Chair.         1  A  Woman  Intervenes. 
From  Whose  Bourne.       |  Revenue  ! 

By  FRANK  BARRETT. 
Woman  of  IronBracelets.  I  Dndera  Strange  Mask 
Fettered  for  Life.  A  Missing  Witness. 

The  Harding  Scandal.       |  Was  She  Justitied  ? 
By    '  BELLE.'  — Vashti  and  Esther. 
By  Sir  W.  BESANT  and  J.  RICE. 


By  M.  ANDERSON.— Othello's  Occupation. 
By  O.  WEBB  APPLETON. 

Kaah  Conclusions. 


Ready-MonevMortiboy. 
My  Little  Girl. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
In  Trafalgar  s  hay. 
The  Ten  Tears  T;nant. 
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^  By  S.'y  WALTER   BESANT. 

AH  Sorts  &  Conditions.  1  Armorel  of  Lyoncne. 

The  Captains  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

Dorothy  Forstpr. 

Uncle  Jack.  I  Holy  Rose 

World  Went  Well  Then. 

Children  of  Qibeon. 

Herr  Paulus. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

To  Call  Her  Mine. 

The  Revolt  of  Man. 

The  Bell  of  St.  Paul  s. 


S.Katherine  s  bv  Tower 
Verbena  Camellia,  &c. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  Rebel  Queen. 
Dreams  of  Avarice. 
In  Deacon's  Orders. 
The  Master  Craftsman. 
The  City  of  Refui;e. 
A  Fountain  Sealed. 
The  Changeling. 
The  Fourth  Generation 


The  Charm. 

By  AMBROSE  BIERCE— InMidst  of  Life. 
By  HAROLD  BliNDLOSS.  AinsUea  Ju  Ju. 

By  M.  McD.  BODKIN. 

Dora  Myrl.  ,  Shillelagh  and  Shamrock. 

By  PAUL    BOURGET.-ALivinsLie. 
By  J.  D.  BRAY5MAW.— Slum  Silhouettes. 
By   ROBERT   BUCHANAN. 

Shadow  of  the  Sword.        The  New  Abelard. 
A  Child  of  Nature.  Matt.    |    Rachel  Dene 

God  and  the  Man.  Master  of  the  Kine. 

Martyrdom  of  Madeline     The  Heir  of  Llnne. 


Woman  and  the  Man. 
Red  and  White  Heather. 
Lady  Kilpatrick. 
Andromeda. 


Love  Me  for  Ever. 

Annan  Water. 

Foxglove  Manor 

The  Charlatan. 

R.  W.  CHAMBERS.-Th»  King  in  Yellow. 

By  J.    M.CH APPLE.— The  Minor  Chord. 

By   HALL  CAINE. 
Shadow  of  a  Crime.    |    Deemster.  |  Son  of  Hagar. 
By  AUSTIN  CLARE.— By  Rlae  of  River. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CLIVE 

Paul  FerroH.  |  Why  Paul  FerroU  Killed  his  Wife 

By  ANNE    COATES.-Ries  Diary. 

By  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 

The  Red  Sultan.  |  The  Burden  of  Isabel. 

By  WILKIE   COLLINS. 
Armadale.  I  AfterDark.    The  New  Magdalen. 
No  Name.    |  Antonina    |  The  Frozen  Deep. 


Basil.    I  Hide  and  Seek 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Heart*. 
Mv  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White. 
The  Law  and  the  Lady 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  7 


The  Two  Destinies. 
'  I  Say  No.' 
Little  Novels. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel  s  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Legacy  of  Cain, 
A  Rogue's  Life. 
Blind  Love. 


By  MORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 

Blacksmith  &  Scholar.    I  You  Play  me  False. 
The  'Village  Comedy.        I  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
M.  J.   COLQUHOUN.-Everylnoh  Soldier. 

By  HERBERT  COMPTON. 
The  Inimitable  Mrs.  Massingham. 

By  E.  H.COOPER.- Geoffory  Hamilton. 
By  V.  C.  COTES. -Two  Girls  on  a  Barge. 

By  C.  E.   CRADDOCK. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 
His  Vanished  Star. 

By  H.  N.  CRELLIN. 
Romances  of  the  Old  Seraglio. 

By  MATT  CRIM. 
The  Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 

ByS.  R.  CROCKETT  and  others. 
Tales  of  Our  Coast. 

By  B.  M.  CROKER. 


Diana  Barrlngton. 

Proper  Pride. 

A  Family  Likeness. 

Pretty  Miss  Neville. 

A  Bird  of  Passage. 

Mr.  Jervis.       » 

Village  Tales. 

Some  One  Else.  |  Jason. 

Infatuation. 


The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 

Married  or  Single  7 

Two  Masters. 

In  theKingdom  of  Kerry 

Interference. 

A  Third  Person, 

Beyond  the  Pale. 

Miss  Balmaine's  PaM. 

Terence. 


By  ALPHONSE   DAUDET. 

The  Evangelist :  or,  rorlSftlvation. 

H.  C.  DAVIDSON.-Mr.  Sadler  8  Daughters. 

By  HARRY  DE  WINDT. 
True  Tales  of  Travel  and  Adventure. 

By  DICK   DONOVAN. 
Man  from  Manchester.     Tales  of  T 


Tor. 
Chronicles  of  Mlch»"I 
Danevitch.  | Detective. 
Tyler  Tatlock,  Privats 


Records  of  Vincent  Trill 
The    Mystery    of 

Jamaica  Terrace. 

Deacon  Brodie 
By  RICHARD  DOWLING. 
Old  Corcorans  Money. 

By  A.  CON  AN   DOYLE. 
The  Firm  of  Glrdlestone. 

By   S.   JEANNETTE    DUNCAN. 

A  Daughter  of  To  day.  I    Vernon  s  Aunt. 

By  ANNIE    EDWARDES. 

Archie  Lovell.  1  A  Plaster  Saint. 

By  G.  S.    EDWARDS.  -Snazellerarlil 

By  Q.  MANVILLE    HENN 


Cursed  by  a  Fortune 
The  Case  of  AiUa  Gray 
Commodore  Junk. 
The  New  Mistress. 
Witness  to  the  Deed. 
The  Tiger  Lily. 
The  White  Virgin. 
Black  Blood. 
Double  Cunning. 


A  Fluttered  Dovecote. 
King  of  the  Castle 
Master   of  Ceremonies. 
The  Mm  withaShado* 
0;ie  Maid  s  MiBch.ef. 
Story  of  Antony  Oiivce. 
This  Man  s  Wife. 
In  Jeopardy.  In  ng. 

"    Woman  Worth  Win- 


By   PERCY    FITZGERALD. -Fatal  Zero 
By  R.  E.   FRANCILLON. 

One  by  One.  1  Ropes  of  Sand. 

A  Dog  and  his  Shadow.      Jack  Doyle's  Daughter. 

A  Real  Queen.  | 

By  HAROLD  FREDERIC. 
Seths  Brother  s  Wife.      |  The  Lawton  Girl. 

By  GILBERT  GAUL. 

AStrangeManuscript  Found  in  a  Copper  Cylinder. 

By   PAUL   GAULOT.— The  Red  ShiiU. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 


Robin  Gray 
Loving  a  Dream, 
Of  High  Degree 

By   E 
The   Lost  Heiress 


I  The  Golden  Shaft. 
Tlie  Braes  of  Yarrow. 


GLANVILLE. 

I  The  Colden  Rock. 
Fair  Colonist  1  Fosslcker  |  Tales  from  the  Veld, 

By   E.   J.   GOODMAN. 
The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne. 

By  Rev.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 
Red  Spider.  I  Eve. 

By  ALFRED  A.  GRACE. 
Tales  of  a  Dying  Race. 
CECIL   GRIFFITH.-Corlnthia  Marazion. 

By  A.  CLAVERING  GUNTER. 

A  Florida  Enchantment. 

By  OWEN   HALL. 
The  Track  of  a  Storm.     I  Jetsam. 

By  COSMO  HAMILTON 
Glamour  of  Impossible.    |    Through  a  Keyhole, 

By  THOMAS   HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  BRET   HARTE. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains.  A    Prot.  p.  e     of     Jack 

A  Ward  of  the  Golden  I      Hamlin  s. 

Gate.  [Springs. 

A  Sappho  of  Green 
Col.  Starbottle  8  Client. 
Susy.  I  Sally  Dows. 
BellRlnKer  of  Angel's. 
Tales  of  Trail  and  Town 

By  JULIAN   HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.         I   Dust.  1  Beatrix  Randolph. 

Ellice  Quentln.  David  Poindexter  s  Dl* 

Sebastian  Stroma,  I       appearance. 

Fortune  s  Fool.  1   Spectre  of  Camera, 

By   Sir    A.    HELPS.— Ivan  de  Biron, 
By   1.   HENDERSON.— Agatha  Page. 
By  G.  A.   HENTY. 
Dorothy  8  Double.  I  The  Queen  s  Cup 

HEADON   HILL.-Zambra  the  Detcctiv*. 


Claren 
Barker  s  Luck. 
Devil  s  Ford,      (celsior. 
The  Crusade  of  the  '  Ex- 
Three  Partners. 
Gabriel  Conroy. 


a8    CHATTO  &  VVINDUS,  Publishers,  in  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 


The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Novels— continued. 

By  JOHN   HILL The  Common  Ancestor. 

By  TIQHE   HOPKINS. 
■Twixt  Love  and  Duty.  |  Nugents  of  Carriconna. 
The  Incomplete  Adventurer.   |  Nell  Haffeuden. 
VICTOR  HUaO.-The  Outlaw  of  Iceland. 
FERGUS  HUME.-Lady  from  Nowhere. 

By  Mrs.  HUNGERFORD. 
Marvel.  "  "  '   ' 


A  Modern  Circe. 
Lady  Patty. 
A  Mental  Btruselc. 
Lady  Verner's  Flight. 
The  Red-House  Mystery 
The  Three  Graces. 
Profeasor'a  Experiment.  I 


A  Point  of  Conscience. 
A  Maiden  all  Forlorn. 
The  Coming  of  Chloo. 
Nora  Creina. 
An  Anxious  Moment. 
April's  Lady. 
Peters  Wife. 
Lovice. 


By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 

The  Leaden  Casket.         I  Self  Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.         |  Mrs.  Juliet. 
By  R.  ASHE  KINQ.-ADravniGame. 
By  GEORGE  LAMBERT. 
The  President  of  Boravia. 

By  EDMOND  LEPELLETIER. 
Madame  SansGene. 
By  ADAM  LILBURN.  A  Tragedy  in  Marble 

By  HARRY  LINDSAY. 
Rhoda  Roberts.  |  The  Jacobite. 

By  HENRY  W.   LUCY. -Gideon  Fleyce. 
By  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 


Patricia  Kemball. 
Under  which  Lord? 
'  My  Love  I '      |    lone. 
Pastou  Carew. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 


The  Atonementof  Learn 

Dundas, 
The  One  Too  Many. 
Dulcie  Everton. 
Rebel  of  the  Family. 
An  Octave  of  Friends. 


By  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 


Donna  Quixote. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 

The  Riddle  Ring. 

The  Three  Disgraces. 


A  Fair  Saxon. 

Linley  Rochford. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain, 

Camiola 

Waterdale  Neighbours. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 

By  JUSTIN  H.  MCCARTHY. 
A  London  Legend.  |  The  Royal  Christopher 

By  GEORGE  MACDONALD. 

Heather  and  Snow.         |  Phantastes. 

W.   H.   MALLOCK — The  New  Republic. 
P.  &  V.  MARGUERITTE. -The  Disaster. 
By  L.  T.  MEADE. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune.       I  On  Brink  of  a  Chasm. 
In  an  lion  Grip.  |  The  Siren. 

Dr.  Rumsey's  Patient.     1  The  Way  of  a  Woman. 
The'Voice  of  theCharmer    A  Son  of  Ishmael. 
An  Adventuress.  |  The  Blue  Diamond. 

By  LEONARD  MERRiCK. 
This  Stage  of  F00I3.       |  Cynthia. 

By  BERTRAM  MITFORD. 
The  Gun-Kunner.  |  The  King's  Assegai. 

LuckofGerardRidgeley.  |  Rensh.  Fanning'sQuest. 

By  Mrs.  MOLESWORTH, 
Halnercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 
Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood.    |    Golden  Idol. 
Basile  the  Jester.  1  Young  Lochinvar. 

By  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 


A  Life's  Atonement, 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero. 

'Val  Strange.   I   Hearts. 

A  Model  Father. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

First  Person  Singular. 

Cynic  Fortune 


EttB  Own  Ghost. 


The  V/ay  of  the  World. 
BobMartin's  Little  Girl 
Time's  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Ilount  Despair. 
A  Capful  o'" Nails. 
Tales  in  Prose  &  'Verse 
A  Race  for  Millions. 
This  Little  World. 


By  MURRAY  and  HERMAN. 

The  Bishops'  Bible.  I  Paul  Jones's  Alias. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  | 

By   HUME   NISBET.-' Bail  Up  r 

By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 

Saint  Ann's.  |  Billy  Belle  w. 

Miss  Wcntworth'8  Idea. 
By  G.  OHNET. 
A  Weird  Gift.  |  Love  a  Depths, 

By  Mrs.  OLIPHANT.-The  Sorceres*. 
By  OUIDA. 
Held  in  Bondage.  In  a  Winter  City. 

Strathmore.  I  Chandos.     Friendship 
'Cnder  Two  Flags 


Ido-lia.  [Gage. 

Cecil      Castlemaine's 
Tricoti'in.      |    Puck. 
FoUe  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pa~carel.      |    Signa. 
Princess  Naprazine. 
Two  Wooden  Shoes. 


Moths.       I   Raffino. 
Pipiatrello.  |  Ariadns. 
A  'Village  Commune. 
Bimbi.       |    Wanda. 
Frescoes.  |    Othmar. 
In  Maremma. 
Byrlin.        |  Giulderoy. 
Santa  Barbara. 
Two  Offenders. 


The  Waters  of  Edera. 
By  MARGARET  A.  PAUL, 

Gontle  and  Simple, 

By  JAMES  PAYN 


The  Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
For  Cash  Onjy'. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
Sunny  Stories. 
A  Trying  Patient. 
A  Modern  Dick  Whit- 
tington. 


Lost  Sir  Massingberd 
The  Family  Scapegrace 
A  Couniy  Family. 
Less  Black  than  We're 

Painted. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 
High  Spirits.  |By  Proxy. 

By  ^VILL  PAYNE — Jerry  the  Dreamer. 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL  PRAED. 

Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.  |  Mrs.  Tregaskiss. 

Christina  Chard,  I  Nnlcaa.  I  Madame  Izan, 

'  As  a  Watch  in  the  Night.' 

By   E.   C.  PRICE. -Valentina. 

By  RICHARD  PRYCE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Aitections. 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Weird  Stories.  1  A  Rich  Man's  Daughter, 

By  AMELIE   RIVES. 
Barbara  Dering.  |  Meriel. 

By   F.  W.  ROBINSON. 

The  Hands  of  Justice.    |  Woman  in  the  Dark. 

By  ALBERT  ROSS.-A  Sugar  Princess. 

By  HERBERT  RUSSELL.    True  Blue. 

By  CHARLES  READE. 


Peg    WofDngton ;     and 

Christie  Johnstone. 
Hard  Cash. 
Cloister  &  the  Hearth. 
Never  Too  Late  to  Mend 
The    Course    of    True 

Love  ;      and    Single- 
heart  &  Doubleface. 
Autobiography     of     a 

Thief;     Jack    of    all 

Trades ;    A  Hero  and 

a  Martyr ;    and  The 

Wandering  Heir. 
J.  RUNCIMAN. -Skippers  and  .Shellbacks. 
By  W.  CLARK   RUSSELL 


Griffith  Gaunt. 
Love  Little,  Love  Long. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Foul  Play. 

Put  Y'rself  in  His  Place 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
A  Simpleton. 
A  Woman-Hater. 
The  Jilt.  (S;  otherStories ; 
&  Good  Stories  of  Man, 
A  Perilous  Secret. 
Readiana ;     and    Bibla 
Characters. 


Round  the  G.tlloyFire. 
In  the  Middle  Watoh. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head 
A  'Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
Book  for  the  Hammock. 
Mysteryof  'Ocean  Star' 
Jenny  Harlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
A  Tale  of  Two  Tunnels. 


My  Shipmate  Ionise. 
Alone  ouWideWide  Sea 
The  Phantom  Death. 
Is  He  the  Man  ? 
Good  Ship  'Mohock. 
The  Convict  Ship. 
Heart  of  Oak. 
The  Tale  of  the  Ten. 
The  Last  Entry. 


The  Death  Ship. 
By  DORA  RUSSELL.-DriftoJ  Fa;«. 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/6)  Hovels— continued. 
BAYLE   ST.  JOHN. -A  Levantine  Family. 

By  ADELINE  SERGEANT. 

Dr.  Sodicott's  Experiment. 
Under  False  Pretences. 

By  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 

Dicon'it  Abroad.  I  In  London's  Heart 

Once  Upon  a  Clirlstmas  |  Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 

Time.  |  Mary  Jaoe  Married. 

Without  the  Limelight.    The  Small-ptrt  Lady. 
Roguea  and  Vagabonds.  |  A  Blind  Marriage. 

By  HAWLEY  SAIART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence.  I  The  Outsider. 
The  Master  of  Rathkelly.     Beatrice  &  Benedick. 
Long  Odds.  I  A  Racing  Rubber. 

By  J.  MOYR  SMITH. 
The  Prince  of  Argoils. 

By  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea.        I  A  Minion  of  the  Moon. 
The  Grey  Monk.  1  Secret  Wyvern  Towers. 

The  Master  of  Trenance  1  The  Doom  of  Siva. 
The  Web  of  Fata.  1  As  it  was  Written. 

The  Strange  Experiences  of  Mr.  Verschoyle. 
By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN. 


A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 
The  Junior  Dean. 
Master  of  St. Benedict's, 
To  his  Own  Master. 
Gallantry  Bower. 
In  Face  of  the  World. 
Orchard  Damerel 


The  Tremlelt  Diamonds. 
Tha  Wooing  of  May. 
A  'Iragic  Honeymoon. 
A  Proctor's  Wooing. 
Fortune'.?  Gate. 
Bonnie  Macgie  Lauder. 
Mary  Unwin. 


Mrs.  Dunbar  s  Secret. 

By  JOHN  STAFFORD.-Dorisandl. 

By  R.  STEPHENS.-The  Cruciform  Mark 

By  R.  NEILSON  STEPHENS. 

Philip  Wiuwood. 

R.  A.  STERNDALE.-The  Afghan  Knife. 

R.   L.  STEVENSON.— The  Suicide  Club. 

By  FRANK  STOCKTON. 

The  Yonng  Master  of  Hyson  Hall. 

By  SUNDOWNER.    Told  by  the  Taffrall. 

By  ANNIE  THOMAS.— The  Siren's  Web. 

BERTHA  THOMAS.-TheVioUnPlayer 

By   FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPE 

Like  Ships  upon  Sea.     I  Mabel's  Progress. 
Anne  Furness.  | 

By  ANTHONY   TROLLOPE. 

The  Way  we  Live  Kow.  I   Scarborough's  Family. 
Frau  Frohmann.  The  Laud-Leaguers. 

Marlon  Fay.  | 

„      By  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c.        i 

Etories  from  Foreign  Novelists.  ' 


By  MARK  TWAIN 

Choice  Works.  |  Pudd  nhead  Wilson. 

Library  of  Humonr.  

The  Innocents  Abroad. 
Roughing  It ;   and  The 

Inuocents  at  Home. 
A  Tramp  Abroad. 
TheAmerlcan  Claimant. 
AdventuresTomSawyer 
Tom  Sawyer  Abroad. 
Tom  Sawyer, Detective 


The  Gilded  Age. 
Prince  and  the  Paurer. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The    Adventures    of 

HucMeberry  Finn. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court 

of  King  Arthur. 
Stolen  Wliite  Elephant 
£1.000.000  Banknote. 


C.  C.  F.-TYTLER.— Mistress  Judith. 
„^  By  SARAH  TYTLER. 

WhatShe  CameThrough  ,  Mrs.  Carmlchael's  God- 
Buried  Diamonds.  dcsscs. 
The  Blackball  Ghosts.      Rachel  Langton. 
The  Macdonald  Lass.       A  Honeymoon's  EcUpta. 
Witch- Wife.  I  Sapphira  '  A  Younn  Dragon. 

By  ALLEN   UPWARD. 

The  Queen  against  Owen. 

By  ALBERT  D.  VANDAM. 

A  Court  Tragedy. 

By  E.  A.  VIZETELLY— The  Scorpion. 
By  F.  WARDEN.-Joan,  the  Curate. 
By  CY   WARMAN.-Exprcss  Messenger, 

By  A.  WERNER. 

Chapenga's  White  Man. 

By  WILLIAM  WESTALL. 

For  Honour  and  Life.     I  The  Old  Factory. 

AWoman  Tempted  Kim    -      - 

Her  Two  Millions. 

Two  Pinches  of  Snuff. 

Nigel  Foitescue. 

Eirch  Done. 

The  Phantom  City. 

A  Queer  Pace. 

Ben  Clougb.  I 

By  ATHA   VVESTBURY. 

The  Shadow  of  Hilton  Fcrnbrook. 

By  C.  J.  WILLS.— An  Easygoing  Fellow. 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 

Cavalry  Life  ;  and  Regimental  Legend*. 
A  Soldier's  Children. 

By  E.   ZOLA. 

The  Joy  of  Life.  1     His  Masterpiece. 

The  Fortune  of  the  Rousrons. 
Abbe  Mouret's  Transgression. 
The  Conquest  of  Plassans.  I    Germinal. 
The  Honour  of  the  Army. 
The  Downfall.  |  His  Excellency. 

The  Dream.     I  Money.    1  The  Dram-Shop. 
Dr.  Pascal.       I  Lourdes.    Rome.         I     Paris. 
The  Fat  and  the  Thin.     |  Frultfulneis.   |   Work 
ZZ.' 


Red  Ryvington. 
PjiIphNorbreck  sTrust 
Trust-roney 
Son3  of  Belial. 
Roy  of  Kov'6  Court. 
With  the  Red  Eagle, 
Stranfte   Crimes    (Tiua 
Stories). 


By 


-A  Nineteenth  Century  Miracle. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS   OF   POPULAR  NOVELS. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each. 
By  ARTEMUS  WARD. 
Artemua  Ward  Complete. 

By  Mrs.  ALEXANDER. 

Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow';  I  A  Life  Interest. 
EUnd  Fate.  Mona's  Choice. 

Valerie  3  Fate.  |  By  Woman's  Wit. 

By  GRANT  ALLEN 


Philistia.     |  '  Babylon 
Btrauge  Stories. 
For  Maimic's  Sake. 
In  all  Shades. 
The  Beckoning  Hand. 
The  Devil's  Die. 
The  Tents  of  Shem. 
The  Great  Taboo. 


aresq  3  Dangliter. 
Durhess  of  Powyslaud. 
Blood  Royal.         (piece. 
Ivan    Greot's    Master- 
The  Scallywa:;. 
Till?  Mortal  Coil. 
At  Market  Value. 
Uc<ter  Sealed  Orden, 
By   n.  LESTER  ARNOLD, 
jpbra  the  Plxenician. 


BY  FRANK  BARRETT, 

Fettered  for  Life.  :  Found  Guilty. 

Little  Lady  Linton. 

Between  Life  A  Death. 

Sin  of  Olga  Zassoulich. 

Folly  Morrison. 

Lieut.  Barnabas. 

HoDe:^t  Davie. 

A  Prodigal's  Frogrcu. 


A  Recoiling  Vengesnc*. 
For  Love  andHononr. 
John  Ford.  ..^c. 
Woman  of  IrouBrare  ti 
The  Hardin-!  Scandal. 
AMUiiDi:  Witness 


By  Sir  W.  BESANT  and  J.  RICH. 


Ready-Money  Mortiboy 
My  Little  Girl. 
Witli  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterily. 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 


By  Celia's  Arbour. 
Chaplain  ot  the  Flert. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
TueCiso  oiMr. Lucralt. 
In  Trafalcir  s  Bay. 
Th-;  Ten  Years  Tenant. 


30     CHATTO  &  VVINDUS,  Publishers,  in  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C. 


Two-Shilling  Novels— continued. 

By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT. 

All   Sorts    and    Condi-    The  Bell  of  St.  Paul's. 
tloDs  of  Men.  The  Holy  Rooe. 


The  Captains  Room. 
All  In  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster. 
Un^le  .fack. 
The  World  Went  Very 

Well  Then. 
Children  of  Oibeon. 
Herr  Panlus. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
Ti  Call  Her  Mine. 
The  Master  Craftsman. 

By  AMBROSE   BIERCE. 
In  the  Midst  of  Life. 

By  FREDERICK   BOYLE. 
Camp  Notes.  |  Chronicles  of  No  mans 

Savage  Life.  I      Land. 

BY   BRET  HARTE 


Armorel  of  Lyonesse. 

S.Katherines  by  Tower 

Verbena  Camellia  Ste- 

phanotis. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  Rebel  Queen. 
Beyond  the  Breams  of 

Avarice. 
The  Revolt  of  Man. 
In  Deacon's  Orders. 
The  City  of  Refuge. 


Califomian  Stories. 
Oabriel  Conroy. 
Luck  of  Roaring  Camp 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dos 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 


Flip.  I    Maruja. 

A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 
Ward  of  Golden  Gate. 


Shadow  of  the  Sword, 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
■Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 
Annan  Water. 


The  Martyrdom  of  Ma- 
deline. 
The  New  Abelard. 
The  Heir  of  Linne. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 
Rachel  Dene.    |     Matt. 
Lady  Kilpatrick. 
By  BUCHANAN  and  MURRAY. 
The  Charlatan. 

By   HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  I  The  Deemster. 
A  Son  of  Eagar.  | 

By  Commander  CAMERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  'Black  Prince.' 

By  HAYDEN  CARRUTH. 
The  Adventures  of  Jones. 

By  AUSTIN  CLARE. 
Tot  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CLIVE. 
Paul  Ferroll. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 

By  MACLAREN  COBBAN. 
Tha  Cure  of  Souls.  |    The  Red  Sultan. 

By  C.  ALLSTON  COLLINS. 
The  Ear  Sinister. 
By  MORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  j  Sweet  and  Twenty. 

Transmigration.  The  Village  Comedy. 

From  Midnight  to  Mid- 1  You  Play  me  False. 

night. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

By  WILKIE  COLLINS. 


Armadale.  |  AfterDark 

No  Name. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  ? 

The  New  Magdalen. 

The  Frozen  Deep. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady 

The  Two  iiestinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel. 

A  Rogue's  Life. 

By  M.  J.  COLQUHOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains. 

By  MATT  CRIM. 
be  Adventorea  of  a  Fair  Rebel. 


My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel's  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
'  I  Say  No '. ' 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
Legacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


By  H.  N.  CRELLIN. -Tales  of  the  Caliph. 
By  B,  M.  CROKER. 


Pretty  Miss  Neville. 

Diana  Barrington. 

•To  Let.' 

A  Bird  of  Passage. 

Proper  Pride. 

A  Family  Likeness. 

A  Third  Peroon. 


Village  Tales  and  Jungle 

Tragedies. 
Two  Masters. 
Mr.  Jervis. 
The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 
Married  or  Single  7 
Interference. 


By  ALPHONSR   DAUDET. 

The  Evangelist:  or,  fort  Salvation. 

By   DICK   DONOVAN. 


In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From  Information  £•• 

ceived. 
Tracked  to  Doom. 
Link  by  Link 
Suspicion  Aroused. 
Riddles  Read. 


The  Man-Hunter. 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Caught  at  Last  I 
Wanted  I 
Who    Poisoned     Hetty 

Duncan  7 
Man  from  Manchester. 
A  Detective  s  Triumphs 
The  Mystery  of  Jamaica  Terrace. 
The  Chronicles  of  Michael  Danevitch. 

By  Mrs.  ANNIE   EDWARDES. 

&  Point  of  Honour.        |  Archie  Lovell. 

By  EDWARD   EGQLESTON. 

Koxy. 

By  G.  MANVILLE   FENN. 
The  New  Mistress.  i  The  Tiger  Lily. 

Witness  to  the  Deed.        |  The  White  Virgin. 

By   PERCY  FITZGERALD. 

Bella  Donna.  |  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 

Never  Forgotten.  Seventy  -  five    Brooke 

Pollv.  Street. 

Fatal  Zero.  |  The  Lady  of  Brantome 

By   P.  FITZGERALD  and  others. 

Strange  Secrets. 

By   R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 

Olympia.  I   King  or  Knave  7 

One  by  One.  Romances  of  the  Law. 

A  Real  Queen.  Ropes  of  Sand. 

Queen  Cophetua.  !  A  Dog  and  his  Shadow 

By   HAROLD   FREDERIC. 
Seth's  Brother's  Wife.    I   The  Lawton  Girl. 

Prefaced   by  Sir  BARTLE   FRERE. 

Pandurang  Hari. 

By  GILBERT  GAUL. 

A  Strange  Manuscript. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 

Robin  Gray.  In  Honour  Bound. 

Fancy  Free.  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

For  Lack  of  Gold.  |  The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

What  will  World  Say  7     The  Golden  Shaft. 


Of  High  Degree 
By  Mead  and  Stream, 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Hearts  Delight. 
Blood-Money. 


In  Love  and  War. 
For  the  King. 
In  Pastures  Green. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Dead  Heart. 

By  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 
James  Duke. 

By  ERNEST  GLANVILLE 
The  Lost  Heiress.  I   The  Fossicker. 

A  Fair  Colonist.  I 

By  Rev.  S. 


Red  Spider. 


BARING   GOULD 

I   Eve. 


By  ANDREW   HALLIDAV 

Everyday  Papers. 

By  THOMAS   HARDY. 

Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By  JULIAN   HAWTHORNE. 

Garth.  -     .        -      .  .   . 

Ellice  Quentin. 

Fortune  s  Fool. 

Miss  Cadogna. 

Sebastian  Strome. 

Pu?t, 


Beatrix  Randolph, 

Love— or  a  Name. 

David  Poindexter's  Dis- 
appearance. 

The  Spectre  of  the 
Camera, 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— foii/iH«ci/. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR   HELPS. 

Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  a.  A.   HENTY. 

Bnjub  the  Juggler. 

By   HEADON   HILL. 

Zambra  the  Detective. 

By  JOHN    HILL. 

Treaion  Felony. 

By   Mrs.  CASHEL   HOEY. 

The  Lover  s  Creed. 

By  Mrs.  GEORGE   HOOPER. 

The  Honse  or  Raby. 

By  Mrs.   HUNGERFORD. 


A  Maiden  all  Forlorn. 

Id  Darance  Vile. 

Marvel. 

A  Mental  Struggle. 

A  Modern  Circe. 

Aprilii  Lady. 

Peter  s  Wife. 


Lady  Verncr's  Flight. 

The  Ked-Uouae  Mystery 

The  Three  Graces. 

Unsatisfactory  Lover. 

Lady  Patty. 

Nora  Creina. 

Professor  J  Experiinent. 
By  Mrs.  ALFRED   HUM. 
That  Other  Person.  I  The  Leaden  Casket. 

Self-Condemned.  | 

By  MARK   KERSHAW. 

Colonial  Facta  and  Fictions. 

By  R.  ASHE    KING. 

A  Drawn  Oame.  I  Passion's  Slave. 

•  The    Wearing    0/  the    Bell  Barry. 
Oreeo.'  | 

By  EDMOND   LEPELLETIER 

Madame  Sans  Gene. 

By  JOHN  LEYS. 

The  Lindsays. 

By  E.  LYNN   LINTON. 


The  Atonement  of  Learn 

Dundas. 
Rebel  of  the  Family. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 
The  One  Too  Many. 
Dulcie  Everton. 


Donna  Quixote. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 

The  Riddle  Ring. 


Patricia  Kemball. 

The  World  Well  Lost. 

Under  which  Lord  7 

Faston  Carew. 

•  My  Love  I ' 

lone. 

With  a  Silken  Thread 

By   HENRY   W.    LUCY. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Waterdale  Neighbours 
My  Enemy's  Daughter 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Linley  Rochford. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 
Camlola 

By   HUGH   MACCOLL. 
Ur.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet. 

By  GEORGE  MACDONALD. 

Heather  and  Snow. 

By  AGNES   AlACDONELL. 

Qnaker  Cousins. 

By  W.    H.    MALLOCK. 

She  New  Republic. 

By   BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  L.  T.  MEADE. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune. 

By  LEONARD  MERRICK. 

The  Man  who  was  Good. 

By  Mrs.  MOLESWORTH. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  AlUDDOCK. 

BtorlesWcird  and  Won- 1  From  the  Bosom  of  tb« 

derful.  Deep. 

The  Dead  Man  s  Secret.  | 


By  D.  CHRISTIE   MURRAY. 


A  Model  Father. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Val  Strange.  1  Hearti. 

Old  Blazer  s  Hero. 

The  Way  of  the  World 

Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Life  s  Atonement. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 


A  Bit  of  Unman  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Bob  Martin's  LittleOlrL 
Time  s  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Mount  Despair. 
A  Capful  o'  Nails 


By  MURRAY   and    HERMAN. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  I  The  Bishops  Bible. 
Paul  Jones  1^  Alias.  | 

By   HUME   NISBET. 

'  Ball  Up  I '  I  Dr.Bernard  St.'Vlncent. 

By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 

Saint  Ann's.  |  Billy  BsUew. 

By  GEORGES  OHNET. 

Dr.  Rameau.  I  A  Weird  Ulft. 

A  Last  Love.  | 

By   Mrs.  OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladles.  |  The  Greatest  Heiress  In 

The  Primrose  Path.  |      England. 

By  OUIDA. 

Held  In  Bondage.  Two  Lit.  Wooden  Shoes. 

Strathmure.  |  Moths. 

Chandos.  Bimbl. 

Idalia.  ,  Plpistrello. 

Under  Two  Flags.  ,  A  Village  Commnn*. 

Cecil  Castlemaine  sQage  j  Wanda. 


Tricoirin. 

Puck. 

Folic  Farine. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders. 

Pascarel. 

Signa. 

Princess  Napraxlns. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 


Othmar 
Frescoes. 
In  Maremma. 
Gullderoy. 
Rntfino. 
Syrlin. 

Santa  Barbara. 

Two  OUenders. 

Ouida  3   Wisdom, 

and  Pathos. 


Wit. 


By   MARGARET  AGNES   PAUL. 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By   Mrs.  CAMPBELL    PRAED. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station. 
The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 
Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.  |  Mrs.  Tregaikiai 
Christina  Chard.  | 

By  RICHARD   PRYCE. 

Miss  Maxwell's  Affections. 

By  JAMES   PAYN. 


Bentincks  Tutor. 

Murphy  s  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecils  Tryst. 

The  Clyffards  of  Clyffe 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter  s  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

£200  Reward. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Mirk  Abbey 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

High  Spirits 

Carlyon  s  Year. 

From  Exile. 

For  Cash  Only. 

Kit. 

The  Canon  s  Ward. 


Talk  of  the  Town. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
What  He  Cost  Her. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
Glow  worm  Tales. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
Sunny  Stories. 
Lost  Sir  Massingberd. 
A  Woman's  Vengeance. 
The  Family  Scapegrace. 
Gwendoline  s  Harvest. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 
Less  Black  than  We're 

Painted. 
Some  Private  Views. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
The    Mystery   of    Mir- 

bridge. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 
A  Trying  Patient. 
By   Mrs.  J.   H.   RIDDELL. 


Weird  Stories. 
Fairy  Water. 
Her  Mother  E  Darling 
The  Prince  of  Wales 
Garden  Party. 


The  Uninhabited  House. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace 

Gardens. 
The  Nun  s  Curse. 
Idle  Tales. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  CHARLES   READE. 

A  Terrible  Temptation, 

Foul  Play. 

The  Wandering  Heir. 

Hard  Cash. 

Singleheart  and  Double- 
face. 

Oood  Stories  of  Mas  and 
other  Animals. 

Pee  Woffington. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

A  Simpleton. 

Readiana. 

A  Woman-Hater. 
ROBJNSON. 
I  The  Woman  in  the  Dark 


It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to 

Mend. 
Christie  Johnstone. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Put     Yourself    in    His 

Place 
Love  Me    Little,   Love 

Me  Long. 
The   Cloister   and    the 

Hearth. 
Course  of  True  Love. 
The  Jilt. 
The  Autobiography  of 

a  Thief. 

By  P.  W 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

By   VV.  CLARK   RUSSELL. 

Kound  the  Galley  Fire.  I  An  Ocean  Tragedy. 

On  the  Fo  k  sle  Head.      '---■■  - 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 

A  Voyage  to  the  C.ape. 

A  Book  for  the  Ham- 
mock. 

The  Mystery  of  the 
'  Ocean  Star.' 

The  Romance  of  Jenny 
Hai'lowe. 

By  DORA   RUSSELL. 

A  Country  Sweetheart. 

By  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA 

Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  GEORGE   R.  S!MS. 


My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  onWideWide  Sea. 
Good  Ship   '  Mohock.' 
The  Phantom  Death. 
Is  He  the  Man  ? 
H(!.art  of  Oak. 
The  Convict  Ship. 
The  Tale  of  the  Ten. 
The  Last  Entry. 


Zeph. 

Memoirs  of  a  LaudUdy. 
Scenes  from  the  Show. 
Vho  10  Commandments. 
Dagonet  Abroad. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 


The  Ring  o  Bells. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane  Married. 
Talcs  of  To  day. 
Dramas  of  Life. 
Tinkle  top's  Crime. 
My  Two  Wives. 

By  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 

A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

By  HAVVLEY  SMART. 

Without  Love  or  Licence.   I  The  Plunger. 
Beatrice  and  Eoredick.        Long  Odds. 
The  Master  of  Rathkeliy.   | 

By  T.  VV.  SPEIGHT. 

The  Mystei'ies  of  Heron  i  Back  to  Life. 

Dyke.  The  LoudiwaterTragedy. 

The  Golden  Hoop.  Burgos  Romance. 

Hoodwinked.  Quittance  in  Full. 

By  Devious  Ways.  I  A  Husband  from  the  Sea 

By  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 

Xbe  Afghan  Knife. 


By  ALAN   ST.  AUBYN. 


Orchard  Damerel. 

In  the  Face  of  theWorld. 

The  Tremlett  Diamonds. 


A  Fellow  of  Trinity. 
The  Junior  Dean. 
Master  of  St.Beuedict's 
To  His  Own  Master. 

By   R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 

New  Arabian  Nights. 

By  ROBERT  5URTEES. 

Haadley  Cross. 

By  WALTER  THORNBURY. 

Tales  for  the  Marines. 

By  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 

Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

By  F.  ELEANOR  TROLLOPE. 

Like   Ships    upon  the  I  Anne  Fuiuess. 
Sea.  I  Mabel's  Progress. 

By  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 


Frau  Frohmahn. 
Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
The  Land-Leaguers. 


'he  American  Senator, 
Mr.      Scarboroughs 

Family. 
GoldenLion  of  Graupert 


By  MARK  TWAIN. 


A  Pleasure  Trip  on  the 

Continent. 
The  Gilded  Age. 
Huckleberry  Finn. 
MarkTwain  s  Sketches. 
Tom  Sawyer. 
A  Tramp  Abroad. 


Stolen  White  Elephant. 
Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The    Prince    and    the 

Pauper. 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court 

of  King  Arthur. 
£1,000,000  Bank- Note. 


By  C.  C.  FRASER.TYTLER. 

Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTLER. 

Brida's  Pass  |  Lady  BeU  ,  The  Huguenot  Family 
F.uried  Diamonds.  The  Blackhall  Ghosts 

S;t.  Mungo's  City.  What  SheCameThrough 

Noblesse  Oblige.  Beauty  and  the  Beast. 

Disappeared.  { 

By  ALLEN  UPWARD. 

The  Queen  against  Owen.  |  Prince  of  Balkistan. 

By  WILLIAM  WESTALL. 

Trust-Money. 

By  Mrs.  F.  H.  WILLIAMSON. 

A  Child  Widow. 

By  J 
Cavalry  Life. 

By   H.  F.  WOOD. 

The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

By  MARGARET  WYNMAN 
My  Flirtations. 


S.  WINTER. 

I  Regimental  Legende. 


NEW  SERIES  OF  TW0=SH1LUNG  NOVELS. 

Picture  cloth  boards,  flat  backs. 


The   Constable   of  St.    Nicholas,      By   IiDV^ix 

LHSTER  ARNOLD. 

Bt.  Katherlne's  by  the  Tower.    By  Sir  Walter 

Bhs.ant. 
Dora   Myrl,   the    Lady     DetP.ctiVB.     By   MOD. 

Bodkin,  K.C. 
Vincent  Trill,  Detective.    By  DICK  DONOVAN. 
Dark  Deeds.    By  Dick  Donovan. 
A  Crimson   Crime.     By   George    Manville 

Fenn. 
The  Red  Shirts.    By  Paul  Gaulot. 
The  Track  of  a  Storm.     By  Owen  Hall. 
In  a  Hollow  of  the  Hills.    By  Bret  Harte. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs.    By  Bret  Harte. 
She  Lady  from  Nowhere,    By  Tergu.s  Huiie. 


Plotters  of  Paris.    By  Edmund  Mitchell, 
The  Temple  of  Death.    By  Edmund  Mitchell. 
Towards    the    Eternal    Snowa.     By   Tdmund 

Mitchell. 
The  Luck  of  Gerard  Ridgeley.     By  BERTRAM 

Mitford. 
His  Own  Ghost.    By  D.  Christie  Murray. 
The  Waters  of  Edera.    By  OUIDA, 
A  Modern  Dick  Whittlngton.    By  James  PayN. 
The  Drift  of  Fate.    By  DORA  RUSSELL. 
In  London's  Heart.    Bv  G.  R.  Sims. 
The  Tale  of  the  Serpent.    By  Sundowner. 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline.    By  Sarah  Tytlf.r. 
Joan,  the  Curate.    By  FLORENCE  Warden. 
Sport  and  Spangles.    By  Byron  Webber. 
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